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GEORGE  WHITEFIELD. 

By  ROBERT  SOUTHEY. 

(From  the  “Life  of  Wesley.”) 

[Robert  Southey  :  An  English  poet  and  man  of  letters ;  horn  at  Bristol, 
August  12,  1774.  He  studied  at  Balliol  College,  Oxford,  where  he  met  Coleridge, 
and  formed  with  him  the  scheme  of  a  communistic  colony,  on  a  basis  called 
“  Pantisocracy.  ”  After  some  travel  and  the  study  of  law,  he  settled  down  to 
literary  work  at  Greta  Hall,  Keswick.  He  was  made  poet  laureate  in  1813,  and 
pensioned.  His  death  in  1843  was  caused  by  overwork.  Besides  numerous 
contributions  to  periodicals,  notably  to  the  Quarterly  Bevie w,  he  wrote  the 
poems  “Joan  of  Arc,”  “Thalaba,”  “Madoc,”  “The  Curse  of  Kehama,”  and 
“Roderick,”  lives  of  Nelson,  Wesley,  and  Bunyan,  a  “History  of  Brazil,”  a 
“History  of  the  Peninsular  War,”  and  “The  Doctor.”] 

Multitudes  came  out  on  foot  to  meet  him,  and  some  in 
coaches,  a  mile  without  the  city  ;  and  the  people  saluted  and 
blessed  him  as  he  passed  along  the  street.  He  preached  about 
five  times  a  week  to  such  congregations  that  it  was  with  great 
difficulty  he  could  make  way  along  the  crowded  aisles  to  the 
reading  desk.  “  Some  hung  upon  the  rails  of  the  organ  loft, 
others  climbed  upon  the  leads  of  the  church,  and  altogether 
made  the  church  so  hot  with  their  breath,  that  the  steam  would 
fall  from  the  pillars  like  drops  of  rain.”  When  he  preached 
his  farewell  sermon,  and  said  to  the  people  that  perhaps  they 
might  see  his  face  no  more,  high  and  low,  young  and  old,  burst 
into  tears.  Multitudes  after  the  sermon  followed  him  home 
weeping  ;  the  next  day  he  was  employed  from  seven  in  the 
morning  till  midnight  in  taking  and  giving  spiritual  advice  to 
awaken  hearers  ;  and  he  left  Bristol  secretly  in  the  middle  of 
the  night,  to  avoid  the  ceremony  of  being  escorted  by  horse¬ 
men  and  coaches  out  of  the  town. 
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The  man  who  produced  this  extraordinary  effect  had  many 
natural  advantages.  He  was  something  above  the  middle 
stature,  well  proportioned,  though  at  that  time  slender,  and  re¬ 
markable  for  a  native  gracefulness  of  manner.  His  complexion 
was  very  fair,  his  features  regular,  his  eyes  small  and  lively, 
of  a  dark-blue  color  ;  in  recovering  from  the  measles  he  had 
contracted  a  squint  with  one  of  them ;  but  this  peculiarity 
rather  rendered  the  expression  of  his  countenance  more  remem- 
berable,  than  in  any  degree  lessened  the  effect  of  its  uncommon 
sweetness.  His  voice  excelled  both  in  melody  and  compass, 
and  its  fine  modulations  were  happily  accompanied  by  that 
grace  of  action  which  he  possessed  in  an  eminent  degree,  and 
which  has  been  said  to  be  the  chief  requisite  of  an  orator.  An 
ignorant  man  described  his  eloquence  oddly  but  strikingly, 
when  he  said  that  Mr.  Whitefield  preached  like  a  lion.  So 
strange  a  comparison  conveyed  no  inapt  notion  of  the  force 
and  vehemence  and  passion  of  that  oratory  which  awed  the 
hearers,  and  made  them  tremble  like  Felix  before  the  apostle  ; 
for,  believing  himself  to  be  the  messenger  of  God,  commissioned 
to  call  sinners  to  repentance,  he  spoke  as  one  conscious  of  his  high 
credentials,  with  authority  and  power  :  yet  in  all  his  discourses 
there  was  a  fervent  and  melting  charity,  an  earnestness  of  per¬ 
suasion,  an  outpouring  of  redundant  love,  partaking  the  virtue 
of  that  faith  from  which  it  flowed,  inasmuch  as  it  seemed  to 
enter  the  heart  which  it  pierced,  and  to  heal  it  as  with  balm. 

The  same  flood  of  popularity  followed  him  in  London.  He 
was  invited  to  preach  at  Cripplegate,  St.  Anne,  and  Foster¬ 
lane  churches,  at  six  on  Sunday  mornings,  and  to  assist  in 
administering  the  sacrament :  so  many  attended,  that  they 
were  obliged  to  consecrate  fresh  elements  twice  or  thrice,  and 
the  stewards  found  it  difficult  to  carry  the  offerings  to  the 
communion-table.  Such  an  orator  was  soon  applied  to  by  the 
managers  of  various  charities  ;  and  as  his  stay  was  to  be  so 
short,  they  obtained  the  use  of  the  church  on  week-days.  It 
was  necessary  to  place  constables  at  the  doors  within  and 
without,  such  multitudes  assembled  ;  and  on  Sunday  mornings, 
in  the  latter  months  of  the  year,  long  before  day,  you  might 
see  the  streets  filled  with  people  going  to  hear  him,  with  lan¬ 
terns  in  their  hands.  Above  a  thousand  pounds  were  collected 
for  the  charity  children  by  his  preaching  —  in  those  days  a 
prodigious  sum,  larger  collections  being  made  than  had  ever 
before  been  known  on  like  occasions.  A  paragraph  was  pub- 
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lished  in  one  of  the  newspapers,  speaking  of  his  success,  and 
announcing  where  he  was  to  preach  next  :  he  sent  to  the 
printer,  requesting  that  nothing  of  this  kind  might  he  inserted 
again ;  the  fellow  replied  that  he  was  paid  for  doing  it,  and 
that  he  would  not  lose  two  shillings  for  anybody.  The  nearer 
the  time  of  his  departure  approached,  the  more  eager  were  the 
people  to  hear  him,  and  the  more  warmly  they  expressed  their 
admiration  and  love  for  the  preacher.  They  stopped  him  in  the 
aisles  and  embraced  him  ;  they  waited  upon  him  at  his  lodg¬ 
ings,  to  lay  open  their  souls  ;  they  begged  religious  books  of 
him,  and  entreated  him  to  write  their  names  with  his  own 
hand  ;  and  when  he  preached  his  farewell  sermon,  here  as  at 
Bristol  the  whole  congregation  wept  and  sobbed  aloud.  At 
the  end  of  the  year  he  left  London,  and  embarked  at  Graves¬ 
end  for  Georgia. 

This  unexampled  popularity  excited  some  jealousy  in  a  part 
of  the  clergy,  and  in  others  a  more  reasonable  inquiry  concern¬ 
ing  the  means  whereby  it  was  obtained.  Complaints  were 
made  that  the  crowds  that  followed  him  left  no  room  for  the 
parishioners,  and  spoiled  the  pews  ;  and  he  was  compelled  to 
print  the  sermon  on  the  Nature  and  Necessity  of  our  Regenera¬ 
tion,  or  New  Birth  in  Christ  Jesus,  through  the  importunity 
of  friends,  he  says,  and  the  aspersions  of  enemies.  It  was 
reported  in  London  that  the  bishop  intended  to  silence  him, 
upon  the  complaint  of  the  clergy.  In  consequence  of  this 
report,  he  waited  upon  the  bishop,  and  asked  whether  any  such 
complaint  had  been  lodged.  Being  satisfactorily  answered  in 
the  negative,  he  asked  whether  any  objection  could  be  made 
against  his  doctrine  ;  the  bishop  replied,  no  :  he  knew  a 
clergyman  who  had  heard  him  preach  a  plain,  Scriptural  ser¬ 
mon.  He  then  asked  whether  his  lordship  would  give  him  a 
license  ;  and  the  bishop  avoided  a  direct  reply,  by  saying  that 
he  needed  none,  for  he  was  going  to  Georgia.  Evidently,  he 
thought  this  a  happy  destination  for  one  whose  fervent  spirit 
was  likely  to  lead  him  into  extravagances  of  doctrine,  as  well 
as  of  life  ;  for  sometimes  he  scarcely  allowed  himself  an  hour’s 
sleep,  and  once  he  spent  a  whole  night  among  his  disciples  in 
prayer  and  praise.  His  frequent  intercourse  with  the  more 
serious  Dissenters  gave  cause  of  offense  ;  for  the  evils  which 
Puritanism  had  brought  upon  this  kingdom  were  at  that  time 
neither  forgotten  nor  forgiven.  He  “  found  their  conversation 
savory,”  and  judged  rightly,  that  the  best  way  to  bring  them 
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over  was  not  by  bigotry  and.  railing,  but  by  moderation  and 
love,  and  undissembled  holiness  of  life.  And  on  tbeir  part, 
they  told  him  that  if  the  doctrine  of  the  New  Birth  and  Justi¬ 
fication  by  Faith  were  powerfully  preached  in  the  church,  there 
would  be  but  few  Dissenters  in  England.  On  the  other  hand, 
the  manner  in  which  he  dwelt  upon  this  doctrine  alarmed  some 
of  the  clergy,  who  apprehended  the  consequences  ;  and  on  this 
account  he  was  informed  that  if  he  continued  in  that  strain, 
they  would  not  allow  him  to  preach  any  more  in  their  pulpits. 

Doubtless,  those  persons  who  felt  and  reasoned  thus  re¬ 
joiced  in  Whitefield’s  departure  to  a  country  where  the  whole 
force  of  his  enthusiasm  might  safely  expend  itself.  But  in  all 
stirring  seasons,  when  any  great  changes  are  to  be  operated, 
either  in  the  sphere  of  human  knowledge  or  of  human  actions, 
agents  enough  are  ready  to  appear ;  and  those  men  who  become 
for  posterity  the  great  landmarks  of  their  age,  receive  their 
bias  from  the  times  in  which  they  live,  and  the  circumstances 
in  which  they  are  placed,  before  they  themselves  give  the 
directing  impulse.  It  is  apparent  that  though  the  Wesleys 
should  never  have  existed,  Whitefield  would  have  given  birth 
to  Methodism.  .  .  . 

Dr.  Franklin  has  justly  observed  that  it  would  have  been 
fortunate  for  his  reputation  if  he  had  left  no  written  works  ;  his 
talents  would  then  have  been  estimated  by  the  effect  which 
they  are  known  to  have  produced :  for  on  this  point,  there  is 
the  evidence  of  witnesses  whose  credibility  cannot  be  disputed. 
Whitefield’s  writings,  of  every  kind,  are  certainly  below  medi¬ 
ocrity.  They  afford  the  measure  of  his  knowledge  and  of  his 
intellect,  but  not  of  his  genius  as  a  preacher.  His  printed  ser¬ 
mons,  instead  of  being,  as  is  usual,  the  most  elaborate  and 
finished  discourses  of  their  author,  have  indeed  the  advantage 
of  being  precisely  those  upon  which  the  least  care  had  been 
bestowed.  This  may  be  easily  explained. 

“  By  hearing  him  often,”  says  Franklin,  “  I  came  to  dis¬ 
tinguish  easily  between  sermons  newly  composed,  and  those 
which  he  had  often  preached  in  the  course  of  His  travels.  His 
delivery  of  the  latter  was  so  improved  by  frequent  repetition, 
that  every  accent,  every  emphasis,  every  modulation  of  voice, 
was  so  perfectly  well  turned,  and  well  placed,  that,  without 
being  interested  in  the  subject,  one  could  not  help  being  pleased 
with  the  discourse  :  a  pleasure  of  much  the  same  kind  with  that 
received  from  an  excellent  piece  of  music.  This  is  an  advan- 
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tags  itinerant  preachers  have  over  those  who  are  stationary,  as 
the  latter  cannot  well  improve  their  delivery  of  a  sermon  by  so 
many  rehearsals.”  It  was  a  great  advantage,  but  it  was  not 
the  only  one  nor  the  greatest  which  he  derived  from  repeating 
his  discourses,  and  reciting  instead  of  reading  them.  Had  they 
been  delivered  from  a  written  copy,  one  delivery  would  have 
been  like  the  last ;  the  paper  would  have  operated  like  a  spell, 
from  which  he  could  not  depart — invention  sleeping,  while  the 
utterance  followed  the  eye.  But  when  he  had  nothing  before 
him  except  the  audience  whom  he  was  addressing,  the  judg¬ 
ment  and  the  imagination,  as  well  as  the  memory,  were  called 
forth.  Those  parts  were  omitted  which  had  been  felt  to  come 
feebly  from  the  tongue,  and  fall  heavily  upon  the  ear  ;  and  their 
place  was  supplied  by  matter  newly  laid-in  in  the  course  of  his 
studies,  or  fresh  from  the  feeling  of  the  moment.  They  who 
lived  with  him  could  trace  him  in  his  sermons  to  the  book  which 
he  had  last  been  reading,  or  the  subject  which  had  recently 
taken  his  attention.  But  the  salient  points  of  his  oratory  were 
not  prepared  passages,  —  they  were  bursts  of  passion,  like  jets 
from  a  geyser  when  the  spring  is  in  full  play. 

The  theatrical  talent  which  he  displayed  in  boyhood  mani¬ 
fested  itself  strongly  in  his  oratory.  When  he  was  about  to 
preach,  whether  it  was  from  a  pulpit,  or  a  table  in  the  streets, 
or  a  rising  ground,  he  appeared  with  a  solemnity  of  manner, 
and  an  anxious  expression  of  countenance,  that  seemed  to  show 
how  deeply  he  was  possessed  with  a  sense  of  the  importance  of 
what  he  was  about  to  say.  His  elocution  was  perfect.  They 
who  heard  him  most  frequently  could  not  remember  that  he 
ever  stumbled  at  a  word,  or  hesitated  for  want  of  one.  He 
never  faltered,  unless  when  the  feeling  to  which  he  had  wrought 
himself  overcame  him,  and  then  his  speech  was  interrupted  by 
a  flow  of  tears.  Sometimes  he  would  appear  to  lose  all  self- 
command,  and  weep  exceedingly,  and  stamp  loudly  and  pas¬ 
sionately  ;  and  sometimes  the  emotion  of  his  mind  exhausted 
him,  and  the  beholders  felt  a  momentary  apprehension  even  for 
his  life.  And  indeed,  it  is  said  that  the  effect  of  this  vehe¬ 
mence  upon  his  bodily  frame  was  tremendous ;  that  he  usually 
vomited  after  he  had  preached,  and  sometimes  discharged,  in 
this  manner,  a  considerable  quantity  of  blood.  But  this  was 
when  the  effort  was  over,  and  nature  was  left  at  leisure  to 
relieve  herself.  While  he  was  on  duty,  he  controlled  all  sense 
of  infirmity  or  pain,  and  made  his  advantage  of  the  passion  to 
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which  he  had  given  way.  “You  blame  me  for  weeping,”  he 
would  say,  “  but  how  can  I  help  it  when  you  will  not  weep  for 
yourselves,  though  your  immortal  souls  are  upon  the  verge  of 
destruction,  and  for  aught  I  know  you  are  hearing  your  last 
sermon,  and  may  never  more  have  an  opportunity  to  have  Christ 
offered  to  you  !  ” 

Sometimes  he  would  set  before  his  congregation  the  agony 
of  our  Saviour,  as  though  the  scene  was  actually  before  them. 
“  Look  yonder  !  ”  he  would  say,  stretching  out  his  hand,  and 
pointing  while  he  spoke,  “what  is  it  that  I  see?  It  is  my 
agonizing  Lord  !  Hark,  hark  !  do  you  not  hear  ?  —  O  my 
Father,  if  it  be  possible,  let  this  cup  pass  from  me !  Neverthe¬ 
less,  not  my  will,  but  thine  be  done  !  ”  This  he  introduced  fre¬ 
quently  in  his  sermons ;  and  one  who  lived  with  him  says,  the 
effect  was  not  destroyed  by  repetition  ;  even  to  those  who  knew 
what  was  coming,  it  came  as  forcibly  as  if  they  had  never  heard 
it  before.  In  this  respect  it  was  like  fine  stage  acting ;  and 
indeed,  Whitefield  indulged  in  a  histrionic  manner  of  preaching, 
which  would  have  been  offensive  if  it  had  not  been  rendered 
admirable  by  his  natural  gracefulness  and  inimitable  power. 
Sometimes,  at  the  close  of  a  sermon,  he  would  personate  a  judge 
about  to  perform  the  last  awful  part  of  his  office.  With  his 
eyes  full  of  tears,  and  an  emotion  that  made  his  speech  falter, 
after  a  pause  which  kept  the  whole  audience  in  breathless  ex¬ 
pectation  of  what  was  to  come,  he  would  say,  “I  am  now  going 
to  put  on  my  condemning  cap.  Sinner,  I  must  do  it :  I  must 
pronounce  sentence  upon  you  !  ”  and  then,  in  a  tremendous 
strain  of  eloquence,  describing  the  eternal  punishment  of  the 
wicked,  he  recited  the  words  of  Christ,  “  Depart  from  me,  ye 
cursed,  into  everlasting  fire,  prepared  for  the  devil  and  his 
angels.”  When  he  spoke  of  St.  Peter,  how  after  the  cock 
crew  he  went  out  and  wept  bitterly,  he  had  a  fold  of  his  gown 
ready,  in  which  he  hid  his  face. 

Perfect  as  it  was,  histrionism  like  this  would  have  produced 
no  lasting  effect  upon  the  mind,  had  it  not  been  for  the 
unaffected  earnestness  and  the  indubitable  sincerity  of  the 
preacher,  which  equally  characterized  his  manner,  whether  he 
rose  to  the  height  of  passion  in  his  discourse,  or  won  the  atten¬ 
tion  of  the  motley  crowd  by  the  introduction  of  familiar  stories 
and  illustrations  adapted  to  the  meanest  capacity.  To  such 
digressions  his  disposition  led  him,  which  was  naturally  inclined 
to  a  comic  playfulness.  Minds  of  a  certain  power  will  some- 
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times  express  their  strongest  feelings  with  a  levity  at  which 
formalists  are  shocked,  and  which  dull  men  are  wholly  unable 
to  understand.  But  language  which,  when  coldly  repeated, 
might  seem  to  border  upon  irreverence  and  burlesque,  has  its 
effect  in  popular  preaching,  when  the  intention  of  the  speaker 
is  perfectly  understood :  it  is  suited  to  the  great  mass  of 
people ;  it  is  felt  by  them,  when  better  things  would  have 
produced  no  impression ;  and  it  is  borne  away,  when  wiser 
arguments  would  have  been  forgotten.  There  was  another 
and  more  uncommon  way  in  which  Whitefield’s  peculiar  talent 
sometimes  was  indulged  :  he  could  direct  his  discourse  toward 
an  individual  so  skillfully,  that  the  congregation  had  no  sus¬ 
picion  of  any  particular  purport  in  that  part  of  the  sermon ; 
while  the  person  at  whom  it  was  aimed  felt  it,  as  it  was 
directed,  in  its  full  force.  There  was  sometimes  a  degree  of 
sportiveness  almost  akin  to  mischief  in  his  humor. 

Remarkable  instances  are  related  of  the  manner  in  which  he 
impressed  his  hearers.  A  man  at  Exeter  stood  with  stones  in 
his  pocket,  and  one  in  his  hand,  ready  to  throw  at  him ;  but 
he  dropped  it  before  the  sermon  was  far  advanced,  and  going 
up  to  him  after  the  preaching  was  over,  he  said,  “  Sir,  I  came  to 
hear  you  with  an  intention  to  break  your  head ;  but  God, 
through  your  ministry,  has  given  me  a  broken  heart.”  A  ship¬ 
builder  was  once  asked  what  he  thought  of  him.  “Think!” 
he  replied,  “I  tell  you,  sir,  every  Sunday  that  I  go  to  my  parish 
church,  I  can  build  a  ship  from  stem  to  stern  under  the  sermon  ; 
but  were  it  to  save  my  soul,  under  Mr.  Whitefield  I  could  not 
lay  a  single  plank.”  Hume  pronounced  him  the  most  ingenious 
preacher  he  had  ever  heard ;  and  said  it  was  worth  while  to  go 
twenty  miles  to  hear  him. 

But  perhaps  the  greatest  proof  of  his  persuasive  powers  was, 
when  he  drew  from  Franklin’s  pocket  the  money  which  that 
clear,  cool  reasoner  had  determined  not  to  give ;  it  was  for  the 
orphan-house  at  Savannah.  “  I  did  not,”  says  the  American 
philosopher,  “  disapprove  of  the  design ;  but  as  Georgia  was 
then  destitute  of  materials  and  workmen,  and  it  was  proposed 
to  send  them  from  Philadelphia,  at  a  great  expense,  I  thought 
it  would  have  been  better  to  have  built  the  house  at  Philadel¬ 
phia,  and  brought  the  children  to  it.  This  I  advised ;  but  he 
was  resolute  in  his  first  project,  rejected  my  counsel,  and  I 
therefore  refused  to  contribute.  I  happened,  soon  after,  to 
attend  one  of  his  sermons,  in  the  course  of  which  I  perceived 
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he  intended  to  finish  with  a  collection,  and  I  silently  resolved  he 
should  get  nothing  from  me.  I  had  in  my  pocket  a  handful 
of  copper  money,  three  or  four  silver  dollars,  and  five  pistoles 
in  gold.  As  he  proceeded,  I  began  to  soften,  and  concluded 
to  give  the  copper  ;  another  stroke  of  his  oratory  made  me 
ashamed  of  that,  and  determined  me  to  give  the  silver ;  and  he 
finished  so  admirably  that  I  emptied  my  pocket  wholly  into  the 
collector’s  dish,  gold  and  all. 

“At  this  sermon,”  continues  Franklin,  “  there  was  also  one 
of  our  club,  who,  being  of  my  sentiments  respecting  the  build¬ 
ing  in  Georgia,  and  suspecting  a  collection  might  be  intended, 
had  by  precaution  emptied  his  pockets  before  he  came  from 
home  ;  toward  the  conclusion  of  the  discourse,  however,  he  felt 
a  strong  inclination  to  give,  and  applied  to  a  neighbor  who 
stood  near  him  to  lend  him  some  money  for  the  purpose.  The 
request  was  fortunately  made  to  perhaps  the  only  man  in  the 
company  who  had  the  firmness  not  to  be  affected  by  the  preacher. 
His  answer  was,  ‘  At  any  other  time,  friend  Hopkinson,  I  would 
lend  to  thee  freely,  but  not  now ;  for  thee  seems  to  me  to  be  out 
of  thy  right  senses.’  ” 
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(Translated  for  this  work.) 

[Louise  Tardieu  d’Esclavelles  was  born  at  Valenciennes  in  1726  ; 
daughter  of  a  general  killed  in  battle  when  she  was  nineteen,  in  recognition  of 
whose  services  the  state  arranged  a  marriage  between  her  and  her  cousin,  De  la 
Live  d’Epinay,  and  made  him  a  farmer-general  of  taxes.  After  much  unhappi¬ 
ness,  she  rejected  further  obligations  to  the  marriage  bond,  justifying  herself  by 
his  infidelity  and  profligacy;  and  had  a  liaison  first  with  Rousseau,  for  whom 
in  1756  she  built  the  famous  cottage  “The  Hermitage”  in  her  grounds  near 
Montmorency,  where  she  lived  the  rest  of  her  life,  though  Rousseau  left  and 
libeled  her.  After  him  she  connected  herself  with  Baron  Von  Grimm,  and  aided 
him  greatly  in  his  noted  news-letters  to  European  sovereigns,  writing  them 
herself  (under  Diderot’s  supervision)  when  he  was  absent.  She  wrote  other 
things,  as  the  “Conversations  d’Emilie,”  for  her  granddaughter’s  education, 
“  Letters  to  My  Son  ”  and  “  My  Happy  Moments  ”  (1758,  anonymous), 
“Memoirs”  (autobiographic  romance)  ;  but  her  letters  to  the  brilliant  literary 
chiefs  of  the  time  are  most  valuable.  She  died  in  1783.] 

To  Voltaire. 

I  see,  my  dear  Philosopher,  that  I  shall  be  the  dupe  of  a 
false  shame  ;  and  because  I  have  been  so  foolish  as  to  pass  my 
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time  in  presiding  over  insipidities  and  business  boredoms,  in 
place  of  doing  myself  the  service  of  writing  to  you,  that  is  no 
reason  at  all  for  not  daring  to  implore  your  indulgence  and 
your  friendship  for  myself.  During  all  this  time  I  meant  to 
make  public  your  benefactions  to  Mademoiselle  Corneille,  and 
I  said  of  them  :  “  Is  it  really  true  that  a  philosopher  —  an 
accursed  breed,  men  of  bag  and  cord  in  fact  —  should  act  like 
the  eyes  of  devotees  ?  They  remain  with  arms  crossed  vis-a- 
vis,  such  a  fine  example  !  That  class  never  grow  flushed,  they 
take  affronts  with  meekness,  they  follow  the  gospel  to  the  letter; 
and  when  they  are  slapped  in  the  face,  they  firmly  hold  out  the 
other  cheek  without  getting  excited.” 

While  you  are  in  the  line  of  well-doing,  don’t  fail  to  cele¬ 
brate  the  arrival  of  the  little  new-born,  the  son  of  the  great 
Pompignan.  That  event  well  deserves  to  be  sung,  and  you 
owe  that  mark  of  attention  to  the  friendship  which  unites  you 
with  the  head  of  that  illustrious  family. 

Have  they  spoken  to  you  of  a  book  of  M.  de  Mirabeau, 
entitled  “  Theory  of  the  Impost  ”  ?  It  is  a  thunder-storm  : 
everything  there  is  confused,  obscure  ;  and  then  the  flashes  of 
lightning  which  dazzle,  which  overthrow  ;  the  false  arithmetic, 
the  just  ideas,  the  eloquence,  the  rigmarole  ;  bold  to  rashness 
—  anybody  else  would  have  said  to  insolence,  and  perhaps  said 
rightly  —  but  I  do  not  know  how  to  express  the  truth  about 
it ;  —  for  the  rest,  a  marked  respect  for  the  monks,  a  true  and 
striking  list  of  our  evils,  a  light  pencil  on  remedies  uncertain 
enough.  The  whole  has  conducted  him  to  Vincennes  [prison], 
where  he  has  been  since  yesterday  :  they  seem  to  have  sent 
him  there  in  order  to  have  the  right  of  hanging  somebody  else 
for  it.  Never  was  a  man  arrested  as  he  has  been  —  they  say¬ 
ing  to  him  :  “  Monsieur,  my  orders  do  not  extend  to  hurrying 
you  :  to-morrow,  if  you  have  not  time  to-day.”  —  uNo,  mon¬ 
sieur,  one  cannot  obey  the  king’s  orders  too  promptly  :  I  am 
at  your  service.”  And  he  goes  off  with  a  trunk  crammed  with 
books  and  papers  ;  and  all  he  does  is  right.  The  book  is  a 
quarto,  and  none  the  less  prohibited.  It  is  too  large  to  be 
carried  in  the  mails  ;  without  which,  my  dear  Philosopher,  you 
will  have  had  it  already. 

I  have  had  a  visit  from  Mademoiselle  - ,  whose  name  I 

have  not  kept  in  mind,  because  I  have  never  known  her.  She 
arrived  from  The  Delights,  where  she  had  been  making  a  sojourn 
of  eighteen  months  near  you  and  Madame  Denis  :  that  was  a 
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claim,  truly,  to  a  gushing  reception  !  I  have  congratulated 
her  on  her  past  happiness. 

As  for  me,  I  go  about  almost  in  Spanish  fashion,  singing  to 
my  guitar,  as  sadly  as  I  possibly  can,  my  lovely  days  at  Geneva, 
my  boredoms  at  Paris.  There  is  really  something  in  the  last 
sentence  to  make  a  romance  out  of.  Nevertheless  it  is  said 
that  a  certain  event  may  happen,  and  then  another,  and  then 
still  another,  by  means  of  which  one  will  be  tire  same  at  Paris 
as  at  Geneva,  or  at  Geneva  as  at  Paris.  Is  that  true  ?  Do 
you  hear  me,  my  dear  Philosopher  ?  No,  but  I  hear  myself, 
and  that  reduces  to  telling  you  that  I  shall  always  fail 
of  entire  satisfaction  in  burning  my  incense  near  you  and  my 
Saviour.  Send  me  my  absolution  quickly,  my  dear  Philoso¬ 
pher  :  I  have  a  heart  full  of  the  most  complete  contrition  for 
my  wrongs  toward  you.  Madame  Denis,  receive  my  homage 
and  intercede  for  me.  Did  you  know  that  M.  Bouret  had 
lost  or  stolen  my  Czar  ?  I  am  still  in  tears  over  it.  Good- 
by,  my  dear  Philosopher  :  your  benediction. 

To  M.  de  Lubiere. 

Since  I  last  wrote  to  you,  uncle  of  ours,  I  have  had  rheuma¬ 
tism,  I  have  got  well,  I  have  become  a  grandmother,  I  have  lost 
my  sight,  I  have  recovered  it ;  —  there’s  more  than  is  needed 
to  excuse  my  silence  :  but  }mu  know  very  well  I  never  excuse 
myself ;  I  travel  my  little  road  ever  so  blithely,  making  the 
most  of  the  good  and  the  least  of  the  bad  that  I  can,  but  never 
whitewashing  my  follies,  for  that  serves  only  to  make  them  attract 
all  the  more  attention.  As  to  the  rest,  —  for  this  time,  without 
making  a  precedent,  you  have  no  right  to  complain,  for  you 
owe  two  answers.  I  sent  you  on  the  last  occasion  “The  School 
of  Youth”  :  I  am  very  curious  to  know  what  you  think  of  this 
piece :  it  has  been  set  to  music  by  Duni.  Philidor  gives  us 
another  at  the  same  theater,  the  28th  of  this  month,  of  which 
the  subject  is  drawn  from  the  romance  of  “  Tom  Jones,”  and 
everybody  is  agog  with  expectation  for  the  great  day.  Each 
of  the  authors  has  a  party  and  notable  cabals,  because  the  great 
interests  which  move  our  souls  to-day  are  the  Opera  Comique 
and  the  cafes.  The  cafes  above  all  take  with  prodigious  alac¬ 
rity  :  but  perhaps  you  do  not  know  what  a  cafe  is  ?  It  is,  in 
two  words,  the  secret  of  gathering  to  yourself  a  very  great  num¬ 
ber  of  people  without  expense,  without  ceremony,  and  without 
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constraint ;  of  course  none  must  be  admitted  but  people  of  one’s 
own  class  :  now  see  how  one  goes  to  work. 

The  day  set  for  holding  the  cafe,  you  place  in  the  room 
destined  for  that  use  a  number  of  little  tables,  of  two,  three, 
four,  or  more  places ;  some  are  furnished  with  cards,  counters, 
chess,  checkers,  backgammon,  etc.,  etc.  ;  others  with  beer,  wine, 
orgeat,  and  lemonade.  The  mistress  of  the  house  which  holds 
the  cafe  is  dressed  in  English  fashion,  gown  simple,  short,  mus¬ 
lin  apron,  pointed  fichu,  and  little  bonnet ;  she  has  before  her 
a  long  table  in  the  form  of  a  counter,  on  which  one  finds 
oranges,  biscuits,  pamphlets,  and  all  the  public  papers.  The 
chimney  mantel  is  furnished  with  liquors ;  the  valets  are  all  in 
white  jackets  and  white  caps ;  they  are  called  garpons,  as  in 
public  cafes ;  no  strangers  are  admitted ;  the  mistress  of  the 
house  does  not  rise  for  anybody,  each  takes  his  place  where  he 
wishes  and  at  whatever  table  he  pleases.  The  dining-room  is 
furnished  likewise  with  a  great  number  of  little  tables,  of  five 
places  or  more  ;  they  are  numbered,  and  the  places  are  drawn 
by  lot  to  escape  the  bickerings  and  the  ceremony  which  a  crowd 
of  women  necessarily  entails.  The  etiquette  of  supper  is  a 
chicken  with  rice  on  the  buffet,  and  a  substantial  piece  of  roast, 
and  on  each  little  table  a  solitary  entree  relieved  by  a  solitary 
side  dish.  This  method  seems  to  me  very  well  chosen,  on  ac¬ 
count  of  the  great  liberty  it  establishes  in  society.  It  is  to  be 
feared  it  will  not  last,  for  the  spirit  of  pretension  already  begins 
to  trouble  in  its  birth  the  economy  of  such  a  fine  invention. 

But  this  is  not  all ;  it  is  all  full  of  charming  accessories  to 
all  that :  they  play  pantomimes,  they  dance,  they  sing,  they 
represent  proverbs.  The  proverbs  had  already  gained  favor  in 
society  before  the  establishment  of  the  cafes  :  any  proverb  what¬ 
ever  is  chosen ;  an  outline  is  improvised  which  should  be  acted 
by  many  persons,  and  when  they  have  thoroughly  performed 
their  parts,  the  assemblage  must  guess  the  proverb  they  have 
tried  to  render. 

The  celebrated  David  Hume,  great  and  fat  English  histo¬ 
rian,  known  and  esteemed  by  his  writings,  has  not  so  great  a 
talent  for  the  sort  of  amusement  that  all  we  gay  ladies  have 

decided  he  is  suited  for.  He  makes  his  debut  at  Mrs.  T - ’s. 

He  has  been  cast  for  the  part  of  a  sultan  seated  between  two 
slaves,  employing  all  his  eloquence  to  make  them  love  him  ; 
finding  them  inexorable,  he  is  to  seek  for  the  cause  of  their 
troubles  and  their  resistance.  He  is  placed  on  a  sofa  between 
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two  of  the  liveliest  ladies  of  Paris  ;  he  regards  them  attentively; 
he  strikes  his  knees  and  his  stomach  many  times  in  succession, 
and  finds  never  another  thing  to  say  to  them  except :  “  Eh 
bien !  mes  demoiselles.  ...  Eh  bien  !  vous  voila  done.  ...  Eh 
bien  !  vous  voila.  ...  Vous  voila  ici?  ...  ”  That  phrase  lasts  for 
a  quarter  of  an  hour,  without  his  being  able  to  leave  off.  One 
of  them  rose  impatiently  :  “  Ah !  ”  said  she,  “  I  strongly  sus¬ 
pected  it.  That  man  is  good  for  nothing  but  to  eat  veal !  ” 
Since  that  time  he  is  relegated  to  the  part  of  a  spectator,  and 
is  none  the  less  dined  and  courted.  It  is,  in  truth,  a  pleasant 
thing,  the  part  he  plays  here ;  unfortunately  for  him  —  or 
rather  for  philosophic  dignity,  for  as  for  him,  he  seems  to 
accommodate  himself  well  to  this  train  of  life.  There  had 
been  no  ruling  mania  in  the  country  till  he  arrived  ;  he  is 
regarded  as  a  godsend  under  those  circumstances,  and  the  effer¬ 
vescence  of  our  young  heads  is  turned  toward  him.  All  the 
lively  women  have  taken  possession  of  him ;  he  is  of  all  the  fine 
suppers,  and  there  is  no  good  party  without  him  :  in  a  word, 
he  is  for  us  charmers  what  the  Genevese  are  for  me. 

Apropos,  what  do  you  say  of - .  Truly,  I  was  going  to 

name  him,  and  I  must  not.  Well,  then  !  what  do  you  say  of 
Somebody  who  alleges  that  I  ought  to  write  you  oftener  than 
ever,  because  you  must  have  need  of  dissipation,  now  that  you 
are  married  ?  Ah  !  how  I  can  hear  you  from  here  tell  us 
grandly  and  ironically  :  “  That  man  understands  nothing  but 
the  marriages  of  Paris :  he  has  hardly  an  idea  of  those  of 
Geneva.”  Softly,  uncle  of  ours :  say  that  Somebody  doesn’t 
know  your  wife,  and  you  are  right ;  but  no  national  apostro¬ 
phes.  They  are  always  unjust  :  I  don’t  like  them.  Believe 
me,  men  are  everywhere  the  same  ;  and  as  for  a  little  modifica¬ 
tion  of  more  or  less,  that  is  not  worth  the  trouble  of  puffing 
one’s  self  up,  or  humiliating  others.  Good-by. 

To  Diderot. 

Ah  !  Philosopher  !  how  I  revere  your  surprise,  and  how  I 
congratulate  you  on  your  happy  security  !  What  !  you  are 
serenely  ignorant  whence  Montaigne,  La  Rochefoucauld,  and 
La  Bruyere  have  drawn  their  moral  maxims  ?  You  regard 
them  as  collections  of  physical  experiences,  which  await  some 
maxim  that  shall  tie  them  together  ?  Alas  !  a  thousand  times 
happy  he  who  shall  not  find  it,  or  who  shall  believe  he  has 
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authority  to  deny  its  existence  !  No  :  it  is  neither  in  them¬ 
selves,  nor  in  the  heart  of  the  people  they  have  specially  fre¬ 
quented,  that  they  have  seen  man  wicked,  selfish,  and  false. 
It  is  not  for  policy  that  they  believe  they  ought  to  show  evil 
preferably  to  good  :  it  is  to  speak  the  truth  ;  and  that  truth 
they  have  drawn  from  the  knowledge  of  human  nature  and  its 
weakness,  and  search  into  society  such  as  it  is  instituted. 

Yes,  a  man  consistently  virtuous  —  for  there  are  such  — 
cannot  applaud  himself  except  for  having  escaped  from  cir¬ 
cumstances  ;  and  if  by  chance  men  were  given  opportunity  to 
swap,  —  advantages  and  evils,  —  to  change  their  object,  they 
would  not  by  that  means  have  a  more  equitable  distribution  of 
them  :  each  would  have  his  turn.  That  is  the  whole  story. 

But  to  conclude,  you  tell  me  that  if  man  is  not  vicious,  he 
is  not  virtuous  either.  Shall  I  dare  to  answer  you  that  he  is 
not  horn  either  virtuous  or  vicious?  One  man  is  born  virtuous, 
one  is  born  vicious  —  well  and  good  ;  man  in  general  is  born 
susceptible  of  needs,  handy  and  imitative.  I  do  not  speak  of 
savage  man,  —  I  do  not  know  him  and  have  never  seen  him  ; 
and  the  knowledge  I  have  of  civilized  man  has  taught  me  to 
believe  nothing  of  what  he  says  to  me  that  I  have  not  seen,  not 
examined  for  myself.  I  say,  then,  that  a  being  susceptible  of 
needs,  handy  and  imitative,  cast  into  society  such  as  it  is  insti¬ 
tuted,  can  be  nothing  except  such  as  La  Rochefoucald,  Mon¬ 
taigne,  and  La  Bruyere  paint.  It  is  a  good  thing  to  show  him 
such  as  he  is  :  that  should  at  least  obtain  him  indulgence,  and 
it  is  the  solitary  advantage  one  can  obtain  from  him,  for  he  is 
susceptible  of  modifications. 

It  is  not  for  us  to  mutually  consent  to  the  fact  that  we  are 
what  we  are,  nor  vex  ourselves  about  it,  when  it  is  a  general 
and  necessary  condition.  It  was  necessary  that  men  should 
live  in  society  :  that  first  necessity  entails  all  the  others.  We 
may  modify  all  our  institutions  as  we  will  :  more  or  less 
always  we  shall  be  what  we  are.  We  may  change  govern¬ 
ments,  administrations  ;  we  may  perfect  education. 

Perfect  education  !  That  claim  recalls  to  me  a  conversa¬ 
tion  I  had  fifteen  years  ago  with  Jean-Jacques  [Rousseau],  and 
of  which  I  have  already  spoken  to  you  :  he  maintained  that 
fathers  and  mothers  are  not  made  by  nature  to  teach,  nor  chil¬ 
dren  to  be  taught.  I  lacked  experience  then  ;  I  had  still  all 
the  illusion  and  the  enthusiasm  which  produced  virtue  in  an 
upright  spirit :  also,  that  opinion  revolted  me.  But  now  the 
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veil  is  rent  away,  I  am  sick  of  it  :  Jean- Jacques  is  right,  Phi¬ 
losopher,  and  I  conclude  that  you  are  younger  than  I,  although 
I  have  a  good  decade  of  years  less  than  you. 

To  the  Abb£  Galiani. 

That  I  cannot  have  a  moment  to  myself  !  always  some  anxi¬ 
eties,  some  business  affairs,  some  etceteras.  Oh,  the  stupid  life 
I  lead  !  My  son-in-law  is  there  with  the  toothache.  Oh,  how 
he  suffers  !  He  makes  faces  like  one  with  a  devil.  His  wife 
has  the  colic.  Ragot  has  convulsions.  Rosette  barks  to  split 
my  head.  I  want  to  write  —  no,  there’s  a  visitor  :  a  woman  I 
have  never  seen  ;  she  comes  to  see  the  house.  It  is  to  let,  my 
house  ;  people  must  of  course  come  to  see  it.  This  woman  is  a 
busybody,  a  chatterbox.  —  Madame,  your  servant.  —  Your  most 
humble  servant,  Madame.  —  Madame,  this  house  seems  charm¬ 
ing  :  ah,  heaven,  how  can  you  leave  it  ?  is  it  yours  ?  but  per¬ 
haps  you  don’t  like  country  life  ?  —  Pardon  me,  madame,  I 
regret ...  —  Perhaps  it  is  unhealthy  ?  There  is  plenty  of  water. 
You  have  a  delicate  look. — Madame,  this  residence  is  not 
unhealthy,  but  I . . .  —  Ah,  madame,  there  is  the  river,  I  believe  ? 
—  No,  madame,  it  is  a  canal.  — And  the  furniture?  is  the  fur¬ 
niture  left  in  ?  —  Madame,  one  must  buy  the  canal,  and  may 
fish  in  it  for  the  furniture  the  entire  three  years. 

Truly,  I  did  talk  like  that,  I  was  so  flustered  by  her  ques¬ 
tions  and  her  heedless  gabble.  As  for  the  rest  —  the  details  of 
the  house,  the  inventories  —  everything  has  something  so  sad, 
so  afflicting,  that  I  have  to  make  the  greatest  effort  not  to  weep. 
Everything  that  I  have  done  here,  that  I  have  arranged,  that  I 
have  planted,  seems  to  me  better  done,  more  interesting  than 
ever  :  but  I  am  not  paid  ;  no  one  knows  when  he  will  be.  I 
have  children,  debts,  old  domestics  whom  I  must  be  able  to  pay. 
Equity  counsels  that  I  reduce  myself  to  what  is  necessary,  but 
I  do  not  hide  from  you  that  that  reform  costs  me  infinitely. 
Oh,  what  a  task  my  lot  gives  to  my  friends  !  by  accumulating 
on  my  head  so  many  vexations  and  at  times  even  desperate 
circumstances  !  It  is  only  they,  by  their  friendship,  who  can 
avert  the  progress  of  the  blackness  which  thickens  over  me. 
Judge  what  place  you  occupy  in  the  very  short  list  of  my 
compensations. 

They  say  the  Abbe  Morellet  is  angry  :  he  refutes  you. 
Many  have  seen  his  rejoinder.  I  do  not  know  it ;  but  he  loves 
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me,  and  that  reassures  me  as  to  the  tone  which  they  say  per¬ 
vades  it.  Diderot  will  speak  to  you  about  it.  Your  affairs 
desolate  me  :  that  enchanter  does  not  make  an  end.1  Monsieur 
de  Sartine  has  given  us  a  censor  who  has  allowed  your  book2  to 
be  read  for  the  benefit  of  rural  visages  —  and  who  is  one  of 
them  himself,  I  have  hardly  any  doubt.  I  believe,  neverthe¬ 
less  that  if  he  was  sure  of  it,  he  would  not  find  it  good. 
Patience  and  courage,  my  dear  abbe.  All  that  afflicts  me  is 
the  not  having  power  to  enable  you  to  touch  your  money 
promptly,  for  I  feel  from  experience  that  it  is  often  hard  not  to 
have  it. 

I  believe  that  to  repay  me  for  my  disasters,  I  am  going  to 
make  myself  schoolmistress  ;  or  to  speak  more  correctly,  a  most 
excellent  weaner.  There  has  come  to  me  from  the  depths  of 
the  Pyrenees  a  little  daughter  of  mine,  two  years  old,  who  is 
an  original  little  creature.  She  is  black  as  a  mole,  she  is  of 
Spanish  gravity,  of  a  truly  Huron  wildness  ;  with  that,  the 
most  beautiful  eyes  in  the  world,  and  certain  natural  graces,  a 
mixture  of  good  nature,  of  serenity  in  all  her  person,  very 
marked  and  very  singular  for  her  age.  I  wager  that  she  will 
have  character  ;  yes,  I  wager  it.  And  in  order  that  she  may 
preserve  it,  the  desire  seizes  me  to  possess  myself  of  that  little 
creature.  These  are  terrible  chains  which  I  shall  give  myself. 
I  know  myself — that  merits  reflection,  or  rather  I  must  not 
rush  headlong  into  the  new  snare  my  star  sets  for  me  ;  her  own 
will  be  no  worse.  Ah  well,  here  is  a  deciding  motive  ;  come, 
hear  what  I  say  :  to-morrow  I  lift  her  to  her  mother,  I  take 
possession  of  her,  and  we  shall  see  for  once  what  will  become 
of  a  child  who  is  neither  coerced  nor  restrained.  It  will  be  the 
first  example  in  Paris.  I  think  I  am  the  only  one  who  does  not 
make  her  afraid;  she  smiles  at  me,  abbe,  do  you  see  that?  And 
then  she  calls  me  Emilie.  The  charming  name  and  the  means 
of  ending  it  there  ! 

You  advise  me  to  believe  in  the  excuses  of  M.  de  Pignatelli. 
I  have  much  difficulty  in  taking  them  as  genuine.  I  want  your 
advice  before  writing  to  him.  Adieu,  adieu,  my  dear  abbe.  In 
truth,  I  am  so  stupid  to-day  that  you  are  very  fortunate  that  1 
have  not  time  to  write  more  to  you. 

1  The  Merlin  Library  owed  Galiani  money. 

2  “  Dialogues  on  Wheat.” 
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THE  HAPPY  VALLEY. 

By  SAMUEL  JOHNSON. 

(From  “Rasselas.”) 

[For  biographical  sketch,  see  Vol.  17,  page  198.] 

Ye  who  listen  with  credulity  to  the  whispers  of  fancy,  and 
pursue  with  eagerness  the  phantoms  of  hope  ;  who  expect  that 
age  will  perform  the  promises  of  youth,  and  that  the  deficien¬ 
cies  of  the  present  day  will  be  supplied  by  the  morrow,  attend 
to  the  history  of  Rasselas,  Prince  of  Abyssinia. 

Rasselas  was  the  fourth  son  of  the  mighty  Emperor  in 
whose  dominions  the  father  of  waters  begins  his  course  —  whose 
bounty  pours  down  the  streams  of  plenty,  and  scatters  over  the 
world  the  harvests  of  Egypt. 

According  to  the  custom  which  has  descended  from  age  to 
age  among  the  monarchs  of  the  torrid  zone,  Rasselas  was  con¬ 
fined  in  a  private  palace,  with  the  other  sons  and  daughters  of 
Abyssinian  royalty,  till  the  order  of  succession  should  call  him 
to  the  throne. 

The  place  which  the  wisdom  or  policy  of  antiquity  had  des¬ 
tined  for  the  residence  of  the  Abyssinian  princes  was  a  spa¬ 
cious  valley  in  the  kingdom  of  Amhara,  surrounded  on  every 
side  by  mountains,  of  which  the  summits  overhang  the  middle 
part.  The  only  passage  by  which  it  could  be  entered  was  a 
cavern  that  passed  under  a  rock,  of  which  it  had  long  been  dis¬ 
puted  whether  it  was  the  work  of  natui’e  or  of  human  industry. 
The  outlet  of  the  cavern  was  concealed  by  a  thick  wood,  and 
the  mouth  which  opened  into  the  valley  was  closed  with  gates 
of  iron,  forged  by  the  artificers  of  ancient  days,  so  massive  that 
no  man,  without  the  help  of  engines,  could  open  or  shut  them. 

From  the  mountains  on  every  side  rivulets  descended,  that 
filled  all  the  valley  with  verdure  and  fertility,  and  formed  a  lake 
in  the  middle,  inhabited  by  fish  of  every  species,  and  frequented 
by  every  fowl  whom  nature  has  taught  to  dip  the  wing  in 
water.  This  lake  discharged  its  superfluities  by  a  stream 
which  entered  a  dark  cleft  of  the  mountain  on  the  northern 
side,  and  fell  with  dreadful  noise  from  precipice  to  precipice 
till  it  was  heard  no  more. 

The  sides  of  the  mountains  were  covered  with  trees,  the 
banks  of  the  brooks  were  diversified  with  flowers ;  every  blast 
shook  spices  from  the  rocks,  and  every  month  dropped  fruiti 
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upon  the  ground.  All  animals  that  bite  the  grass  or  browse 
the  shrubs,  whether  wild  or  tame,  wandered  in  this  extensive 
circuit,  secured  from  beasts  of  prey  by  the  mountains  which 
confined  them.  On  one  part  were  flocks  and  herds  feeding  in 
the  pastures,  on  another  all  the  beasts  of  chase  frisking  in  the 
lawns,  the  sprightly  kid  was  bounding  on  the  rocks,  the  subtle 
monkey  frolicking  in  the  trees,  and  the  solemn  elephant  repos¬ 
ing  in  the  shade.  All  the  diversities  of  the  world  were  brought 
together,  the  blessings  of  nature  were  collected,  and  its  evils 
extracted  and  excluded. 

The  valley,  wide  and  fruitful,  supplied  its  inhabitants  with 
all  the  necessaries  of  life,  and  all  delights  and  superfluities  were 
added  at  the  annual  visit  which  the  Emperor  paid  his  children, 
when  the  iron  gate  was  opened  to  the  sound  of  music,  and  dur¬ 
ing  eight  days  every  one  that  resided  in  the  valley  was  required 
to  propose  whatever  might  contribute  to  make  seclusion  pleas¬ 
ant,  to  fill  up  the  vacancies  of  attention,  and  lessen  the  tedious¬ 
ness  of  time.  Every  desire  was  immediately  granted.  All  the 
artificers  of  pleasure  were  called  to  gladden  the  festivity ;  the 
musicians  exerted  the  power  of  harmony,  and  the  dancers 
showed  their  activity  before  the  princes,  in  hopes  that  they 
should  pass  their  lives  in  blissful  captivity,  to  which  those  only 
were  admitted  whose  performance  was  thought  able  to  add 
novelty  to  luxury.  Such  was  the  appearance  of  security  and 
delight  which  this  retirement  afforded,  that  they  to  whom  it 
was  new  always  desired  that  it  might  be  perpetual ;  and  as 
those  on  whom  the  iron  gate  had  once  closed  were  never  suf¬ 
fered  to  return,  the  effect  of  longer  experience  could  not  be 
known.  Thus  every  year  produced  new  scenes  of  delight,  and 
new  competitors  for  imprisonment. 

The  palace  stood  on  an  eminence,  raised  about  thirty  paces 
above  the  surface  of  the  lake.  It  was  divided  into  many  squares 
or  courts,  built  with  greater  or  less  magnificence  according  to 
the  rank  of  those  for  whom  they  were  designed.  The  roofs 
were  turned  into  arches  of  massive  stone,  joined  by  a  cement 
that  grew  harder  by  time,  and  the  building  stood  from  century 
to  century,  deriding  the  solstitial  rains  and  equinoctial  hur¬ 
ricanes,  without  need  of  reparation. 

This  house,  which  was  so  large  as  to  be  fully  known  to  none 
but  some  ancient  officers,  who  successively  inherited  the  secrets 
of  the  place,  was  built  as  if  Suspicion  herself  had  dictated  the 
plan.  To  every  room  there  was  an  open  and  secret  passage; 
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every  square  had  a  communication  with  the  rest,  either  from 
the  upper  stories  by  private  galleries,  or  by  subterraneous  pas¬ 
sages  from  the  lower  apartments.  Many  of  the  columns  had 
unsuspected  cavities,  in  which  a  long  race  of  monarchs  had 
reposited  their  treasures.  They  then  closed  up  the  opening 
with  marble,  which  was  never  to  be  removed  but  in  the  utmost 
exigences  of  the  kingdom,  and  recorded  their  accumulations  in 
a  book,  which  was  itself  concealed  in  a  tower,  not  entered  but 
by  the  Emperor,  attended  by  the  prince  who  stood  next  in  suc¬ 
cession. 

Here  the  sons  and  daughters  of  Abyssinia  lived  only  to 
know  the  soft  vicissitudes  of  pleasure  and  repose,  attended  by 
all  that  wrere  skillful  to  delight,  and  gratified  with  whatever  the 
senses  can  enjoy.  They  wandered  in  gardens  of  fragrance,  and 
slept  in  the  fortresses  of  security.  Every  art  was  practiced  to 
make  them  pleased  with  their  own  condition.  The  sages  who 
instructed  them  told  them  of  nothing  but  the  miseries  of  pub¬ 
lic  life,  and  described  all  beyond  the  mountains  as  regions  of 
calamity,  where  discord  was  always  raging,  and  where  man 
preyed  upon  man.  To  heighten  their  opinion  of  their  own 
felicity,  they  were  daily  entertained  with  songs,  the  subject  of 
which  was  the  Happy  Valley.  Their  appetites  were  excited  by 
frequent  enumerations  of  different  enjoyments,  and  revelry  and 
merriment  were  the  business  of  every  hour,  from  the  dawn  of 
morning  to  the  close  of  the  evening. 

These  methods  were  generally  successful ;  few  of  the  princes 
had  ever  wished  to  enlarge  their  bounds,  but  passed  their  lives 
in  full  conviction  that  they  had  all  within  their  reach  that  art 
or  nature  could  bestow,  and  pitied  those  whom  nature  had  ex¬ 
cluded  from  this  seat  of  tranquillity  as  the  sport  of  chance  and 
the  slaves  of  misery. 

Thus  they  rose  in  the  morning  and  lay  down  at  night, 
pleased  with  each  other  and  with  themselves,  all  but  Rasselas, 
who,  in  the  twenty-sixth  year  of  his  age,  began  to  withdraw 
himself  from  the  pastimes  and  assemblies,  and  to  delight  in 
solitary  walks  and  silent  meditation.  He  often  sat  before 
tables  covered  with  luxury,  and  forgot  to  taste  the  dainties  that 
were  placed  before  him ;  he  rose  abruptly  in  the  midst  of  the 
song,  and  hastily  retired  beyond  the  sound  of  music.  His 
attendants  observed  the  change,  and  endeavored  to  renew  his 
love  of  pleasure.  He  neglected  their  officiousness,  repulsed 
their  invitations,  and  spent  day  after  day  on  the  banks  of  rivu- 
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lets  sheltered  with  trees,  where  he  sometimes  listened  to  the 
birds  in  the  branches,  sometimes  observed  the  fish  playing  in 
the  streams,  and  anon  cast  his  eyes  upon  the  pastures  and 
mountains  filled  with  animals,  of  which  some  were  biting  the 
herbage,  and  some  sleeping  among  the  bushes.  The  singular¬ 
ity  of  his  humor  made  him  much  observed.  One  of  the  sages, 
in  whose  conversation  he  had  formerly  delighted,  followed  him 
secretly,  in  hope  of  discovering  the  cause  of  his  disquiet.  Ras- 
selas,  who  knew  not  that  any  one  was  near  him,  having  for 
some  time  fixed  his  eyes  upon  the  goats  that  were  browsing 
among  the  rocks,  began  to  compare  their  condition  with  his 
own. 

“  What,”  said  he,  “  makes  the  difference  between  man  and 
all  the  rest  of  the  animal  creation  ?  Every  beast  that  strays 
beside  me  has  the  same  corporal  necessities  with  myself :  he  is 
hungry,  and  crops  the  grass  ;  he  is  thirsty,  and  drinks  the 
stream  ;  his  thirst  and  hunger  are  appeased  ;  he  is  satisfied, 
and  sleeps  ;  he  rises  again,  and  is  hungry  ;  he  is  again  fed,  and 
is  at  rest.  I  am  hungry  and  thirsty,  like  him,  but  when  thirst 
and  hunger  cease,  I  am  not  at  rest.  I  am,  like  him,  pained 
with  want,  but  am  not,  like  him,  satisfied  with  fullness.  The 
intermediate  hours  are  tedious  and  gloomy  ;  I  long  again  to 
be  hungry,  that  I  may  again  quicken  the  attention.  The  birds 
peck  the  berries  or  the  corn,  and  fly  away  to  the  groves,  where 
they  sit  in  seeming  happiness  on  the  branches,  and  waste  their 
lives  in  tuning  one  unvaried  series  of  sounds.  I  likewise  can 
call  the  lutist  and  the  singer  ;  but  the  sounds  that  pleased  me 
yesterday  weary  me  to-day,  and  will  grow  yet  more  wearisome 
to-morrow.  I  can  discover  in  me  no  power  of  perception  which 
is  not  glutted  with  its  proper  pleasure,  yet  I  do  not  feel  my¬ 
self  delighted.  Man  surely  has  some  latent  sense  for  which 
this  place  affords  no  gratification  ;  or  he  has  some  desire  dis¬ 
tinct  from  sense,  which  must  be  satisfied  before  he  can  be 
happy.” 

After  this  he  lifted  up  his  head,  and  seeing  the  moon  rising, 
walked  towards  the  palace.  As  he  passed  through  the  fields, 
and  saw  the  animals  around  him,  “Ye,”  said  he,  “are  happy, 
and  need  not  envy  me  that  walk  thus  among  you,  burdened 
with  myself  ;  nor  do  I,  ye  gentle  beings,  envy  your  felicity, 
for  it  is  not  the  felicity  of  man.  I  have  many  distresses  from 
which  you  are  free ;  I  fear  pain  when  I  do  not  feel  it ;  I  some¬ 
times  shrink  at  evils  recollected,  and  sometimes  start  at  evils 
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anticipated  :  surely  the  equity  of  Providence  has  balanced 
peculiar  sufferings  with  peculiar  enjoyments.” 

With  observations  like  these  the  Prince  amused  himself  as 
he  returned,  uttering  them  with  a  plaintive  voice,  yet  with  a 
look  that  discovered  him  to  feel  some  complacence  in  his  own 
perspicacity,  and  to  receive  some  solace  of  the  miseries  of  life 
from  consciousness  of  the  delicacy  with  which  he  felt  and  the 
eloquence  with  which  he  bewailed  them.  He  mingled  cheer¬ 
fully  in  the  diversions  of  the  evening,  and  all  rejoiced  to  find 
that  his  heart  was  lightened. 

On  the  next  day,  his  old  instructor,  imagining  that  he  had 
now  made  himself  acquainted  with  his  disease  of  mind,  was  in 
hope  of  curing  it  by  counsel,  and  officiously  sought  an  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  conference,  which  the  Prince,  having  long  considered 
him  as  one  whose  intellects  were  exhausted,  was  not  very  will¬ 
ing  to  afford.  “  Why,”  said  he,  “  does  this  man  thus  intrude 
upon  me  ?  Shall  I  never  be  suffered  to  forget  these  lectures, 
which  pleased  only  while  they  were  new,  and  to  become  new 
again,  must  be  forgotten?”  He  then  walked  into  the  wood, 
and  composed  himself  to  his  usual  meditations ;  when,  before 
his  thoughts  had  taken  any  settled  form,  he  perceived  his  pur¬ 
suer  at  his  side,  and  was  at  first  prompted  by  his  impatience  to 
go  hastily  away  ;  but  being  unwilling  to  offend  a  man  whom 
he  had  once  reverenced  and  still  loved,  he  invited  him  to  sit 
down  with  him  on  the  bank. 

The  old  man,  thus  encouraged,  began  to  lament  the  change 
which  had  been  lately  observed  in  the  Prince,  and  to  inquire 
why  he  so  often  retired  from  the  pleasures  of  the  palace  to 
loneliness  and  silence.  “  I  fly  from  pleasure,”  said  the  Prince, 
“  because  pleasure  has  ceased  to  please :  I  am  lonely  because 
I  am  miserable,  and  am  unwilling  to  cloud  with  my  presence 
the  happiness  of  others.”  “You,  sir,”  said  the  sage,  “are  the 
first  who  has  complained  of  misery  in  the  Happy  Valley.  I 
hope  to  convince  you  that  your  complaints  have  no  real  cause. 
You  are  here  in  full  possession  of  all  the  Emperor  of  Abyssinia 
can  bestow  ;  here  is  neither  labor  to  be  endured  nor  danger  to 
be  dreaded,  yet  here  is  all  that  labor  or  danger  can  procure  or 
purchase.  Look  round  and  tell  me  which  of  your  wants  is 
without  supply  :  if  you  want  nothing,  how  are  you  unhappy?  ” 

“  That  I  want  nothing,”  said  the  Prince,  “  or  that  I  know 
not  what  I  want,  is  the  cause  of  my  complaint  :  if  I  had  any 
known  want,  I  should  have  a  certain  wish  ;  that  wish  would 
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excite  endeavor,  and  I  should  not  then  repine  to  see  the  sun 
move  so  slowly  towards  the  western  mountains,  or  to  lament 
when  the  day  breaks,  and  sleep  will  no  longer  hide  me  from 
myself.  When  I  see  the  kids  and  the  lambs  chasing  one  an¬ 
other,  I  fancy  that  I  should  be  happy  if  I  had  something  to 
pursue.  But,  possessing  all  that  I  can  want,  I  find  one  day 
and  one  hour  exactly  like  another,  except  that  the  latter  is  still 
more  tedious  than  the  former.  Let  your  experience  inform  me 
how  the  day  may  now  seem  as  short  as  in  my  childhood,  while 
nature  was  yet  fresh,  and  every  moment  showed  me  what  I 
never  had  observed  before.  I  have  already  enjoyed  too  much  : 
give  me  something  to  desire.”  The  old  man  was  surprised  at 
this  new  species  of  affliction,  and  knew  not  what  to  reply,  yet 
was  unwilling  to  be  silent.  “  Sir,”  said  he,  “  if  you  had  seen 
the  miseries  of  the  world,  you  would  know  how  to  value  your 
present  state.”  “Now,”  said  the  Prince,  “you  have  given  me 
something  to  desire.  I  shall  long  to  see  the  miseries  of  the 
world,  since  the  sight  of  them  is  necessary  to  happiness.” 

At  this  time  the  sound  of  music  proclaimed  the  hour  of 
repast,  and  the  conversation  was  concluded.  The  old  man 
went  away  sufficiently  discontented  to  find  that  his  reasonings 
had  produced  the  only  conclusion  which  they  were  intended  to 
prevent.  But  in  the  decline  of  life,  shame  and  grief  are  of 
short  duration  :  whether  it  be  that  we  bear  easily  what  we  have 
borne  long  ;  or  that,  finding  ourselves  in  age  less  regarded,  we 
less  regard  others  ;  or,  that  we  look  with  slight  regard  upon 
afflictions  to  which  we  know  that  the  hand  of  death  is  about  to 
put  an  end. 

The  Prince,  whose  views  were  extended  to  a  wider  space, 
could  not  speedily  quiet  his  emotions.  He  had  been  before 
terrified  at  the  length  of  life  which  nature  promised  him,  be¬ 
cause  he  considered  that  in  a  long  time  much  must  be  endured  : 
he  now  rejoiced  in  his  youth,  because  in  many  years  much 
might  be  done.  The  first  beam  of  hope  that  had  been  ever 
darted  into  his  mind  rekindled  youth  in  his  cheeks,  and  doubled 
the  luster  of  his  eyes.  He  was  fired  with  the  desire  of  doing 
something,  though  he  knew  not  yet,  with  distinctness,  either 
end  or  means.  He  was  now  no  longer  gloomy  and  unsocial ; 
but  considering  himself  as  master  of  a  secret  stock  of  happiness, 
which  he  could  only  enjoy  by  concealing  it,  he  affected  to  be 
busy  in  all  the  schemes  of  diversion,  and  endeavored  to  make 
others  pleased  with  the  state  of  which  he  himself  was  weary. 
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But  pleasures  can  never  be  so  multiplied  or  continued  as  not 
to  leave  much  of  life  unemployed  ;  there  were  many  hours, 
both  of  the  night  and  day,  which  he  could  spend  without  sus¬ 
picion  in  solitary  thought.  The  load  of  life  was  much  light¬ 
ened  ;  he  went  eagerly  into  the  assemblies,  because  he  supposed 
the  frequency  of  his  presence  necessary  to  the  success  of  his 
purposes ;  he  retired  gladly  to  privacy,  because  he  had  now  a 
subject  of  thought.  His  chief  amusement  was  to  picture  to 
himself  that  world  which  he  had  never  seen,  to  place  himself 
in  various  conditions,  to  be  entangled  in  imaginary  difficulties, 
and  to  be  engaged  in  wild  adventures  ;  but  his  benevolence 
always  terminated  his  projects  in  the  relief  of  distress,  the  de-  1 
tection  of  fraud,  the  defeat  of  oppression,  and  the  diffusion  of 
happiness. 

Thus  passed  twenty  months  of  the  life  of  Rasselas.  He 
busied  himself  so  intensely  in  visionary  bustle  that  he  forgot  his 
real  solitude ;  and  amidst  hourly  preparations  for  the  various 
incidents  of  human  affairs,  neglected  to  consider  by  what  means 
he  should  mingle  with  mankind. 

One  day,  as  he  was  sitting  on  a  bank,  he  feigned  to  himself 
an  orphan  virgin  robbed  of  her  little  portion  by  a  treacherous 
lover,  and  crying  after  him  for  restitution.  So  strongly  was 
the  image  impressed  upon  his  mind,  that  he  started  up  in  the 
maid’s  defense,  and  ran  forward  to  seize  the  plunderer  with 
all  the  eagerness  of  real  pursuit.  Fear  naturally  quickens  the 
flight  of  guilt.  Rasselas  could  not  catch  the  fugitive  with  his 
utmost  efforts ;  but,  resolving  to  weary  by  perseverance  him 
whom  he  could  not  surpass  in  speed,  he  pressed  on  till  the  foot 
of  the  mountain  stopped  his  course. 

Here  he  recollected  himself,  and  smiled  at  his  own  useless 
impetuosity.  Then  raising  his  eyes  to  the  mountain,  “  This,” 
said  he,  “is  the  fatal  obstacle  that  hinders  at  once  the  enjoy¬ 
ment  of  pleasure  and  the  exercise  of  virtue.  How  long  is  it 
that  my  hopes  and  wishes  have  flown  beyond  this  boundary 
of  my  life,  which  yet  I  never  have  attempted  to  surmount  ?  ” 
Struck  with  this  reflection,  he  sat  down  to  muse,  and  remem¬ 
bered  that  since  he  first  resolved  to  escape  from  his  confine¬ 
ment,  the  sun  had  passed  twice  over  him  in  his  annual  course. 
He  now  felt  a  degree  of  regret  with  which  he  had  never  been 
before  acquainted.  He  considered  how  much  might  have  been 
done  in  the  time  which  had  passed  and  left  nothing  real  be¬ 
hind  it.  He  compared  twenty  months  with  the  life  of  man. 
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“  In  life,”  said  he,  “  is  not  to  be  counted  the  ignorance  of  in¬ 
fancy  or  imbecility  of  age.  We  are  long  before  we  are  able  to 
think,  and  we  soon  cease  from  the  power  of  acting.  The  true 
period  of  human  existence  may  be  reasonably  estimated  at  forty 
years,  of  which  I  have  mused  away  the  four  and  twentieth  part. 
What  I  have  lost  was  certain,  for  I  have  certainly  possessed  it ; 
but  of  twenty  months  to  come,  who  can  assure  me?  ” 

The  consciousness  of  his  own  folly  pierced  him  deeply,  and 
he  was  long  before  he  could  be  reconciled  to  himself.  “  The 
rest  of  my  time,”  said  he,  “  has  been  lost  by  the  crime  or  folly 
of  my  ancestors,  and  the  absurd  institutions  of  my  country  ; 
I  remember  it  with  disgust,  yet  without  remorse :  but  the 
months  that  have  passed  since  new  light  darted  into  my  soul, 
since  I  formed  a  scheme  of  reasonable  felicity,  have  been  squan¬ 
dered  by  my  own  fault.  I  have  lost  that  which  can  never  be 
restored  ;  I  have  seen  the  sun  rise  and  set  for  twenty  months, 
an  idle  gazer  on  the  light  of  heaven  ;  in  this  time  the  birds 
have  left  the  nest  of  their  mother,  and  committed  themselves 
to  the  woods  and  to  the  skies  ;  the  kid  has  forsaken  the  teat, 
and  learned  by  degrees  to  climb  the  rocks  in  quest  of  inde¬ 
pendent  sustenance.  I  only  have  made  no  advances,  but  am 
still  helpless  and  ignorant.  The  moon,  by  more  than  twenty 
changes,  admonished  me  of  the  flux  of  life  ;  the  stream  that 
rolled  before  my  feet  upbraided  my  inactivity.  I  sat  feasting 
on  intellectual  luxury,  regardless  alike  of  the  examples  of  the 
earth  and  the  instructions  of  the  planets.  Twenty  months  are 
passed  :  who  shall  restore  them  ?  ” 

These  sorrowful  meditations  fastened  upon  his  mind ;  he 
passed  four  months  in  resolving  to  lose  no  more  time  in  idle 
resolves,  and  was  awakened  to  more  vigorous  exertion  by  hear¬ 
ing  a  maid,  who  had  broken  a  porcelain  cup,  remark  that  what 
cannot  be  repaired  is  not  to  be  regretted. 

This  was  obvious  ;  and  Rasselas  reproached  himself  that  he 
had  not  discovered  it  —  having  not  known,  or  not  considered, 
how  many  useful  hints  are  obtained  by  chance,  and  how  often 
the  mind,  hurried  by  her  own  ardor  to  distant  views,  neglects 
the  truths  that  lie  open  before  her.  He  for  a  few  hours  re¬ 
gretted  his  regret,  and  from  that  time  bent  his  whole  mind 
upon  the  means  of  escaping  from  the  Valley  of  Happiness. 
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THE  SHANDY  FAMILY  AT  BOBBY’S  DEATH. 

By  LAURENCE  STERNE. 

(From  “The  Life  and  Opinions  of  Tristram  Shandy.”) 

[Laurence  Sterne,  an  English  novelist,  was  born  at  Clonmel,  Ireland, 
•November  24,  1713  ;  died  at  London,  March  18,  1768.  He  was  the  great-grand¬ 
son  of  Dr.  Richard  Sterne,  Archbishop  of  York.  After  attending  Jesus  College, 
Cambridge,  he  was  ordained  a  minister  of  the  Church  of  England,  and  received 
the  living  of  Stillington,  near  Sutton.  In  January,  1760,  he  published  two  vol¬ 
umes  of  “Tristram  Shandy,”  under  the  pen  name  of  Yorick.  The  book  took 
the  public  by  storm,  and  Sterne  was  immediately  ranked  with  the  greatest  nov¬ 
elists  of  the  day.  He  was  given  the  living  of  Coxwold  by  Lord  Falconbridge, 
and  was  the  eager  and  delighted  recipient  of  all  the  honors  that  the  English 
could  bestow.  “Tristram  Shandy  ”  was  completed  in  nine  volumes  (1760-1767), 
and  steadily  increased  in  popularity.  He  also  published  “A  Sentimental  Jour¬ 
ney  through  France  and  Italy”  (1768),  “  The  Sermons  of  Mr.  Yorick”  (1760), 
and  “Letters  to  his  Most  Intimate  Friends,”  posthumous  (1775).] 

W hen  my  father  received  the  letter  which  brought  him  the 
melancholy  account  of  my  brother  Bobby’s  death,  he  was  busy 
calculating  the  expense  of  his  riding  post  from  Calais  to  Paris, 
and  so  on  to  Lyons.  .  .  . 

When  the  letter  was  brought  into  the  parlor  which  con¬ 
tained  the  news  of  my  brother’s  death,  my  father  had  got 
forwards  again  upon  his  journey  to  within  a  stride  of  the 
compasses  of  the  very  same  stage  of  Nevers.  —  By  your  leave, 
Mons.  Sanson,  cried  my  father,  striking  the  point  of  his  com¬ 
passes  through  Nevers  into  the  table,  and  nodding  to  my 
uncle  Toby  to  see  what  was  in  the  letter  —  twice  of  one  night 
is  too  much  for  an  English  gentleman  and  his  son,  Mons.  San¬ 
son,  to  be  turned  back  from  so  lousy  a  town  as  Nevers.  What 
think’st  thou,  Toby  ?  added  my  father  in  a  sprightly  tone.  — 
Unless  it  be  a  garrison  town,  said  my  uncle  Toby  —  for  then  — 
I  shall  be  a  fool,  said  my  father,  smiling  to  himself,  as  long  as  I 
live.  —  So  giving  a  second  nod,  and  keeping  his  compasses 
still  upon  Nevers  with  one  hand,  and  holding  his  book  of  the 
post-roads  in  the  other,  half  calculating  and  half  listening,  he 
leaned  forwards  upon  the  table  with  both  elbows,  as  my  uncle 
Toby  hummed  over  the  letter. 


-  -  -  -  — lie’s  gone  !  said  my 

uncle  Toby  —  Where?  Who?  cried  my  father _ My  nephew, 
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said  my  uncle  Toby.  —  What,  without  leave,  without  money, 
without  governor?  cried  my  father  in  amazement. — No  :  he 
is  dead,  my  dear  brother,  quoth  my  uncle  Toby. — Without 
being  ill  ?  cried  my  father  again.  —  I  dare  say  not,  said  my 
Uncle  Toby,  in  a  low  voice,  and  fetching  a  deep  sigh  from  the 
bottom  of  his  heart,  he  has  been  ill  enough,  poor  lad  I  I’ll 
answer  for  him  :  for  he  is  dead. 

When  Agrippina  was  told  of  her  son’s  death,  Tacitus  in¬ 
forms  us,  that,  not  being  able  to  moderate  the  violence  of  her 
passions,  she  abruptly  broke  off  her  work.  My  father  stuck 
his  compasses  into  Nevers  but  so  much  the  faster.  What  con¬ 
trarieties  !  his,  indeed,  was  matter  of  calculation !  Agrippina’s 
must  have  been  quite  a  different  affair ;  who  else  could  pretend 
to  reason  from  history  ? 

How  my  father  went  on,  in  my  opinion,  deserves  a  chapter 
to  itself. 

- And  a  chapter  it  shall  have,  and  a  devil  of  a  one 

too  —  so  look  to  yourselves. 

’Tis  either  Plato,  or  Plutarch,  or  Seneca,  or  Xenophon,  or 
Epictetus,  or  Theophrastus,  or  Lucian — or  some  one  perhaps 
of  later  date  —  either  Cardan,  or  Budeeus,  or  Petrarch,  or  Stella 
—  or  possibly  it  may  be  some  divine  or  father  of  the  church,  St. 
Austin,  or  St.  Cyprian,  or  Bernard,  who  affirms  that  it  is  an  irre¬ 
sistible  and  natural  passion  to  weep  for  the  loss  of  our  friends 
or  children  —  and  Seneca  (I’m  positive)  tells  us  somewhere  that 
such  griefs  evacuate  themselves  best  by  that  particular  channel. 
And  accordingly  we  find  that  David  wept  for  his  son  Absalom; 
Adrian  for  his  Antinous  ;  Niobe  for  her  children  ;  and  that 
Apollodorus  and  Crito  both  shed  tears  for  Socrates  before  his 
death. 

My  father  managed  his  affliction  otherwise  ;  and  indeed 
differently  from  most  men  either  ancient  or  modern ;  for  he 
neither  wept  it  away,  as  the  Hebrews  and  the  Romans  —  or 
slept  it  off  as  the  Laplanders  —  or  hanged  it,  as  the  English,  or 
drowned  it,  as  the  Germans  —  nor  did  he  curse  it,  or  damn  it, 
or  excommunicate  it,  or  rhyme  it,  or  lillabullero  it. — 

—  He  got  rid  of  it,  however. 

Will  your  worships  give  me  leave  to  squeeze  in  a  story 
between  these  two  pages  ? 

When  Tully  was  bereft  of  his  dear  daughter  Tullia,  at  first 
he  laid  it  to  his  heart ;  he  listened  to  the  voice  of  nature,  and 
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modulated  his  own  unto  it.  —  O  my  Tullia  !  my  daughter  !  my 
child!  —  still,  still,  still,  —  ’twas  O  my  Tullia!  —  my  Tullia! 
Methinks  I  see  my  Tullia,  I  hear  my  Tullia,  I  talk  with  my 
Tullia.  —  But  as  soon  as  he  began  to  look  into  the  stores  of 
philosophy,  and  consider  how  many  excellent  things  might  be 
said  upon  the  occasion  —  nobody  upon  earth  can  conceive,  says 
the  great  orator,  how  happy,  how  joyful,  it  made  me. 

My  father  was  as  proud  of  his  eloquence  as  Marcus  Tullius 
Cicero  could  be  for  his  life,  and,  for  aught  I  am  convinced  of 
to  the  contrary  at  present,  with  as  much  reason  :  it  was  indeed 
his  strength  —  and  his  weakness  too. — His  strength  —  for  he 
was  by  nature  eloquent;  and  his  weakness  —  for  he  was  hourly 
a  dupe  to  it ;  and,  provided  an  occasion  in  life  would  but  permit 
him  to  show  his  talents,  or  say  either  a  wise  thing,  a  witty,  or 
a  shrewd  one  —  (bating  the  case  of  a  systematic  misfortune)  — 
he  had  all  he  wanted.  —  A  blessing  which  tied  up  my  father’s 
tongue,  and  a  misfortune  which  let  it  loose  with  a  good  grace, 
were  pretty  equal :  sometimes,  indeed,  the  misfortune  was  the 
better  of  the  two ;  for  instance,  where  the  pleasure  of  the  har¬ 
angue  was  as  ten ,  and  the  pain  of  the  misfortune  but  as  five  — 
my  father  gained  half  in  half,  and  consequently  was  as  well 
again  off  as  if  it  had  never  befallen  him. 

This  clew  will  unravel  what  otherwise  would  seem  very 
inconsistent  in  my  father’s  domestic  character ;  and  it  is  this, 
that,  in  the  provocations  arising  from  the  neglects  and  blunders 
of  servants,  or  other  mishaps  unavoidable  in  a  family,  his  anger, 
or  rather  the  duration  of  it,  eternally  ran  counter  to  all 
conjecture. 

My  father  had  a  favorite  little  mare,  which  he  had  con¬ 
signed  over  to  a  most  beautiful  Arabian  horse,  in  order  to  have 
a  pad  out  of  her  for  his  own  riding:  he  was  sanguine  in  all  his 
projects  ;  so  talked  about  his  pad  every  day  with  as  absolute 
a  security,  as  if  it  had  been  reared,  broke,  —  and  bridled  and 
saddled  at  his  door  ready  for  mounting.  By  some  neglect  or 
other  in  Obadiah,  it  so  fell  out  that  my  father’s  expectations 
were  answered  with  nothing  better  than  a  mule,  and  as  ugly  a 
beast  of  the  kind  as  ever  was  produced. 

My  mother  and  my  uncle  Toby  expected  my  father  would 
be  the  death  of  Obadiah  —  and  that  there  never  would  be  an 
end  of  the  disaster. 

See  here  !  you  rascal,  cried  my  father,  pointing  to  the  mule, 
what  you  have  done  !  —  It  was  not  me,  said  Obadiah.  —  How 
do  I  know  that  ?  replied  my  father. 
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Triumph  swam  in  my  father’s  eyes,  at  the  repartee,  the 
Attic  salt  brought  water  into  them,  and  so  Obadiah  heard  no 
more  about  it. 

Now  let  us  go  back  to  my  brother’s  death. 

Philosophy  has  a  fine  saying  for  everything.  For  Death 
it  has  an  entire  set ;  the  misery  was,  they  all  at  once  rushed 
into  my  father’s  head,  that  ’twas  difficult  to  string  them  to¬ 
gether,  so  as  to  make  anything  of  a  consistent  show  out  of 
them.  He  took  them  as  they  came. 

“’Tis  an  inevitable  chance  —  the  first  statute  in  Magna 
Charta  —  it  is  an  everlasting  act  of  parliament,  my  dear  brother, 

—  All  must  die. 

“  If  my  son  could  not  have  died,  it  had  been  matter  of  won¬ 
der,  —  not  that  he  is  dead. 

46  Monarchs  and  princes  dance  in  the  same  ring  with  us. 

“ —  To  die ,  is  the  great  debt  and  tribute  due  unto  nature: 
tombs  and  monuments,  which  should  perpetuate  our  memories, 
pay  it  themselves  ;  and  the  proudest  pyramid  of  them  all,  which 
wealth  and  science  have  erected,  has  lost  its  apex,  and  stands 
obtruncated  in  the  traveler’s  horizon.”  (My  father  found  he 
got  great  ease,  and  went  on)  —  “  Kingdoms  and  provinces,  and 
towns  and  cities,  have  they  not  their  periods  ?  and  when  those 
principles  and  powers,  which  at  first  cemented  and  put  them 
together,  have  performed  their  several  evolutions,  they  fall 
back.”  —  Brother  Shandy,  said  my  uncle  Toby,  laying  down 
his  pipe  at  the  word  evolutions  —  Revolutions,  I  meant,  quoth 
my  father;  by  heaven!  I  meant  revolutions,  brother  Toby; 

—  evolutions  is  nonsense. — ’Tis  not  nonsense,  said  my  uncle 
Toby.  —  But  is  it  not  nonsense  to  break  the  thread  of  such  a  dis¬ 
course  upon  such  an  occasion  ?  cried  my  father  —  do  not,  dear 
Toby,  continued  he,  taking  him  by  the  hand,  do  not,  do  not, 
I  beseech  thee,  interrupt  me  at  this  crisis. — My  uncle  Toby 
put  his  pipe  into  his  mouth. 

“  Where  is  Troy  and  My  cense,  and  Thebes  and  Delos,  and 
Persepolis  and  Agrigentum  ?  ”  continued  my  father,  taking 
up  his  book  of  post-roads,  which  he  had  laid  down.  —  “  What 
is  become,  brother  Toby,  of  Nineveh  and  Babylon,  of  Cizicum 
and  Mitylense  ?  The  fairest  towns  that  ever  the  sun  rose  upon 
are  now  no  more  ;  the  names  only  are  left,  and  those  (for  many 
of  them  are  wrong  spelt)  are  falling  themselves  by  piecemeals 
to  decay,  and  in  length  of  time  will  be  forgotten,  and  involved 
with  everything  in  a  perpetual  night :  the  world  itself,  brother 
Toby,  must  —  must  come  to  an  end, 
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“  Returning  out  of  Asia,  when  I  sailed  from  dEgina  towards 
Megara”  (when  can  this  have  been ?  thought  my  uncle  Toby ),  “I 
began  to  view  the  country  round  about.  iEgina  was  behind 
me,  Megara  was  before,  Pyrgeus  on  the  right  hand,  Corinth 
on  the  left.  —  What  flourishing  towns  now  prostrate  upon  the 
earth  !  Alas  !  alas  !  said  I  to  myself,  that  man  should  disturb 
his  soul  for  the  loss  of  a  child,  when  so  much  as  this  lies  awfully 
buried  in  his  presence.  —  Remember,  said  I  to  myself  again, 
remember  thou  art  a  man.”  — 

Now  my  uncle  Toby  knew  not  that  this  last  paragraph  was 
an  extract  of  Servius  Sulpicius's  consolatory  letter  to  Tully. 
He  had  as  little  skill,  honest  man,  in  the  fragments,  as  he  had 
in  the  whole  pieces  of  antiquity.  And  as  my  father,  whilst 
he  was  concerned  in  the  Turkey  trade,  had  been  three  or  four 
different  times  in  the  Levant,  in  one  of  which  he  had  stayed  a 
whole  year  and  a  half  at  Zant,  my  uncle  Toby  naturally  con¬ 
cluded,  that,  in  some  one  of  these  periods,  he  had  taken  a  trip 
across  the  Archipelago  into  Asia  ;  and  that  all  this  sailing  affair 
with  dEgina  behind,  and  Megara  before,  and  Pyrseus  on  the 
right  hand,  etc.,  etc.,  was  nothing  more  than  the  true  course 
of  my  father’s  voyage  and  reflections.  ’Twas  certainly  in  his 
manner ,  and  many  an  undertaking  critic  would  have  built  two 
stories  higher  upon  worse  foundations.  —  And  pray,  brother, 
quoth  my  uncle  Toby,  laying  the  end  of  his  pipe  upon  my 
father’s  hand  in  a  kindly  way  of  interruption,  but  waiting 
till  he  finished  the  account  —  what  year  of  our  Lord  was  this  ? 
—-’Twas  no  year  of  our  Lord,  replied  my  father. — That’s 
impossible,  cried  my  uncle  Toby.  —  Simpleton  !  said  my  father, 
—  ’twas  forty  years  before  Christ  was  born. 

My  uncle  Toby  had  but  two  things  for  it;  either  to  sup¬ 
pose  his  brother  to  be  the  wandering  Jew,  or  that  his  misfor¬ 
tunes  had  disordered  his  brain.  —  “  May  the  Lord  God  of 
heaven  and  earth  protect  him  and  restore  him,”  said  my  uncle 
Toby,  praying  silently  for  my  father,  and  with  tears  in  his 
eyes. 

—  My  father  placed  the  tears  to  a  proper  account,  and  went 
on  with  his  harangue  with  great  spirit. 

“There  is  not  such  great  odds,  brother  Toby,  betwixt  good 
and  evil,  as  the  world  imagines  ”  (this  way  of  setting  off,  by 
the  bye,  was  not  likely  to  cure  my  uncle  Toby’s  suspicions).  — • 
“  Labor,  sorrow,  grief,  sickness,  want,  and  woe,  are  the  sauces 
of  life.”  —  Much  good  may  it  do  them,  said  my  uncle  Toby 
to  himself.  — 
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“  My  sou  is  dead  !  —  so  much  the  better ;  —  ’tis  a  shame  in 
such  a  tempest  to  have  but  one  anchor.” 

“  But  he  is  gone  forever  from  us  !  —  be  it  so.  He  is  got 
from  under  the  hands  of  his  barber  before  he  was  bald  —  he  is 
but  risen  from  a  feast  before  he  was  surfeited  —  from  a  banquet 
before  he  had  got  drunken.” 

“  The  Thracians  wept  when  a  child  was  born  ”  —  (and  we 
were  very  near  it,  quoth  my  uncle  Toby)  —  “and  feasted  and 
made  merry  when  a  man  went  out  of  the  world ;  and  with  rea¬ 
son.  — -  Death  opens  the  gate  of  fame,  and  shuts  the  gate  of 
envy  after  it,  —  it  unlooses  the  chain  of  the  captive,  and  puts 
the  bondsman’s  task  into  another  man’s  hands.” 

“  Show  me  the  man,  who  knows  what  life  is,  who  dreads  it, 
and  I’ll  show  thee  a  prisoner  who  dreads  his  liberty.” 

Is  it  not  better,  my  dear  brother  Toby  (for  mark  —  our 
appetites  are  but  diseases)  —  is  it  not  better  not  to  hunger  at 
all,  than  to  eat  ?  —  not  to  thirst,  than  to  take  physic  to  cure  it  ? 

Is  it  not  better  to  be  freed  from  cares  and  agues,  from  love 
and  melancholy,  and  the  other  hot  and  cold  fits  of  life,  than, 
like  a  galled  traveler,  who  comes  weary  to  his  inn,  to  be  bound 
to  begin  his  journey  afresh? 

There  is  no  terror,  brother  Toby,  in  its  looks,  but  what  it 
borrows  from  groans  and  convulsions  —  and  the  blowing  of 
noses  and  the  wiping  away  of  tears  with  the  bottoms  of  curtains, 
in  a  dying  man’s  room.  —  Strip  it  of  these,  what  is  it  ?  —  ’Tis 
better  in  battle  than  in  bed,  said  my  uncle  Toby.  —  Take  away 
its  hearses,  its  mutes,  and  its  mourning,  —  its  plumes,  scutch¬ 
eons,  and  other  mechanic  aids  —  What  is  it  ?  —  Better  in  battle  ! 
continued  my  father,  smiling,  for  he  had  absolutely  forgot  my 
brother  Bobby  —  ’tis  terrible  no  way  —  for  consider,  brother 
Toby,  —  when  we  are  —  death  is  not;  —  and  when  death  is  — 
we  are  not.  My  uncle  Toby  laid  down  his  pipe  to  consider  the 
proposition  ;  my  father’s  eloquence  was  too  rapid  to  stay  for 
any  man  —  away  it  went,  —  and  hurried  my  uncle  Toby’s  ideas 
along  with  it.  — 

-T*  'T*  ^T»  *TN  V 

From  the  strange  mode  of  Cornelius’s  death,  my  father  had 
made  a  transition  to  that  of  Socrates,  and  was  giving  my  uncle 
Toby  an  abstract  of  his  pleading  before  his  judges  ;  —  ’twas 
irresistible  :  —  not  the  oration  of  Socrates,  —  but  my  father’s 
temptation  to  it.  —  He  had  wrote  the  Life  of  Socrates  himself 
the  year  before  he  left  off  trade,  which,  I  fear,  was  the  means 
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of  hastening  him  out  of  it ;  —  so  that  no  one  was  able  to  set 
out  with  so  full  a  sail,  and  in  so  swelling  a  tide  of  heroic  lofti¬ 
ness  upon  the  occasion,  as  my  father  was.  Not  a  period  in 
Socrates’s  oration,  which  closed  with  a  shorter  word  than 
transmigration ,  or  annihilation ,  —  or  a  worse  thought  in  the 
middle  of  it  than  to  he  —  or  not  to  be,  —  the  entering  upon  a 
new  and  untried  state  of  things,  —  or,  upon  a  long,  a  profound 
and  peaceful  sleep,  without  dreams,  without  disturbance?  — 
That  we  and  our  children  were  horn  to  die,  —  hut  neither  of  us 
horn  to  he  slaves. — No,  there  I  mistake;  that  was  part  of 
Eleazer’s  oration,  as  recorded  by  Josephus  (de  Bell.  Judaic.')  — 
Eleazer  owns  he  had  it  from  the  philosophers  of  India ;  in  all 
likelihood  Alexander  the  Great,  in  his  ii’ruption  into  India, 
after  he  had  overrun  Persia,  amongst  the  many  things  he 
stole,  — stole  that  sentiment  also  ;  by  which  means  it  was  car¬ 
ried,  if  not  all  the  way  by  himself  (for  we  all  know  he  died  at 
Babylon),  at  least  by  some  of  his  maroders,  into  Greece,  — 
from  Greece  it  got  to  Rome,  —  from  Rome  to  France,  —  and 
from  France  to  England  :  — So  things  come  round. — 

By  land  carriage,  I  can  conceive  no  other  way.  — 

By  water  the  sentiment  might  easily  have  come  down  the 
Ganges  into  the  Sinus  Gangeticus,  or  Bay  of  Bengal,  and  so 
into  the  Indian  Sea ;  and  following  the  course  of  trade  (the 
way  from  India  by  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  being  then  un 
known)  might  be  carried  with  other  drugs  and  spices  up  tho 
Red  Sea  to  Joddah,  the  port  of  Mekka,  or  else  to  Tor  or  Sues, 
towns  at  the  bottom  of  the  gulf ;  and  from  thence  by  karra- 
wans  to  Coptos,  but  three  days’  journey  distant,  so  down  the 
Nile  directly  to  Alexandria,  where  the  sentiment  would  be 
landed  at  the  very  foot  of  the  great  staircase  of  the  Alexandrian 
library,  —  and  from  that  storehouse  it  would  be  fetched.  — 
Bless  me  !  what  a  trade  was  driven  by  the  learned  in  those  days  ! 

—  Now  my  father  had  a  way,  a  little  like  that  of  Job’s  (in 
case  there  ever  was  such  a  man  —  if  not,  there’s  an  end  of  the 
matter.  — 

Though,  by  the  bye,  because  your  learned  men  find  some 
difficulty  in  fixing  the  precise  era  in  which  so  great  a  man 
lived ;  —  whether,  for  instance,  before  or  after  the  patriarchs, 
etc.  —  to  vote,  therefore,  that  he  never  lived  at  all,  is  a  little 
cruel,  —  ’tis  not  doing  as  they  would  be  done  by, — happen  that 
as  it  may)  —  My  father,  I  say,  had  a  way,  when  things  went 
extremely  wrong  with  him,  especially  upon  the  first  sally  of  his 
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impatience,  —  of  wondering  why  he  was  begot,  —  wishing  him¬ 
self  dead ;  —  sometimes  worse  :  —  And  when  the  provocation 
ran  high,  and  grief  touched  his  lips  with  more  than  ordinary 
powers  —  Sir,  you  scarce  could  have  distinguished  him  from 
Socrates  himself.  —  Every  word  would  breathe  the  sentiments 
of  a  soul  disdaining  life,  and  careless  about  all  its  issues ;  for 
which  reason,  though  my  mother  was  a  woman  of  no  deep  read¬ 
ing,  yet  the  abstract  of  Socrates’s  oration,  which  my  father  was 
giving  my  uncle  Toby,  was  not  altogether  new  to  her.  —  She 
listened  to  it  with  composed  intelligence,  and  would  have  done 
so  to  the  end  of  the  chapter,  had  not  my  father  plunged  (which 
he  had  no  occasion  to  have  done)  into  that  part  of  the  pleading 
where  the  great  philosopher  reckons  up  his  connections,  his 
alliances,  and  children ;  but  renounces  a  security  to  be  so  won 
by  working  upon  the  passions  of  his  judges.  —  “I  have  friends, 
• —  I  have  relations,  —  I  have  three  desolate  children,”  — -  says 
Socrates.  — 

—  Then,  cried  my  mother,  opening  the  door,  —  you  have 
one  more,  Mr.  Shandy,  than  I  know  of. 

By  heaven  !  I  have  one  less,  —  said  my  father,  getting  up 
and  walking  out  of  the  room.  .  .  . 

—  My  young  master  in  London  is  dead  !  said  Obadiah.  — 

—  A  green  satin  nightgown  of  my  mother’s,  which  had  been 
twice  scoured,  was  the  first  idea  which  Obadiah’s  exclamation 
brought  into  Susannah’s  head. — Well  might  Locke  write  a 
chapter  upon  the  imperfections  of  words.  —  Then,  quoth  Susan¬ 
nah,  we  must  all  go  into  mourning.  But  note  a  second  time  : 
the  word  mourning,  notwithstanding  Susannah  made  use  of  it 
herself  —  failed  also  of  doing  its  office  ;  it  excited  not  one 
single  idea,  tinged  either  with  gray  or  black,  —  all  was  green. 

—  The  green  satin  nightgown  hung  there  still. 

O  !  ’twill  be  the  death  of  my  poor  mistress,  cried  Susannah. 

—  My  mother’s  whole  wardrobe  followed.  —  What  a  procession  ! 
her  red  damask,  —  her  orange  tawney,  —  her  white  and  yellow 
lutestrings,  —  her  brown  taffeta,  —  her  bone-laced  caps,  her  bed¬ 
gowns,  and  comfortable  under-petticoats.  — Not  a  rag  was  left 
behind.  —  “Wo,  —  she  will  never  look  up  again ,”  said  Susannah. 

We  had  a  fat,  foolish  scullion  —  my  father,  I  think,  kept  her 
for  her  simplicity  ;  —  she  had  been  all  autumn  struggling  with 
a  dropsy.  —  He  is  dead,  said  Obadiah,  —  he  is  certainly  dead  ! 

—  So  am  not  I,  said  the  foolish  scullion. 
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—  Here  is  sad  news,  Trim,  cried  Susannah,  wiping  her  eyes 
as  Trim  stepped  into  the  kitchen,  —  master  Bobby  is  dead  and 
buried  —  the  funeral  was  an  interpolation  of  Susannah’s  —  we 
shall  have  all  to  go  into  mourning,  said  Susannah. 

I  hope  not,  said  Trim. — You  hope  not!  cried  Susannah 
earnestly. — The  mourning  ran  not  in  Trim’s  head,  whatever 
it  did  in  Susannah’s.  — -I  hope  —  said  Trim,  explaining  himself, 
I  hope  in  God  the  news  is  not  true.  —  I  heard  the  letter  read 
with  my  own  ears,  answered  Obadiah  ;  and  we  shall  have  a 
terrible  piece  of  work  of  it  in  stubbing  the  Ox-moor.  —  Oh  ! 
he’s  dead,  said  Susannah.  —  As  sure,  said  the  scullion,  as  I’m 
alive. 

I  lament  for  him  from  my  heart  and  my  soul,  said  Trim, 
fetching  a  sigh.  —  Poor  creature — poor  boy  !  — poor  gentleman  ! 

—  He  was  alive  last  Whitsuntide  !  said  the  coachman.  — 
Whitsuntide  !  alas  !  cried  Trim,  extending  his  right  arm,  and 
falling  instantly  into  the  same  attitude  in  which  he  read  the 
sermon,  —  what  is  Whitsuntide,  J onathan  (for  that  was  the 
coachman’s  name),  or  Shrovetide,  or  any  tide  or  time  past,  to 
this  ?  Are  we  not  here  now,  continued  the  corporal  (striking 
the  end  of  his  stick  perpendicularly  upon  the  floor,  so  as  to  give 
an  idea  of  health  and  stability)  —  and  are  we  not  —  (dropping 
his  hat  upon  the  ground)  gone  !  in  a  moment?  —  ’Twas  infi¬ 
nitely  striking  !  Susannah  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears.  —  We 
are  not  stocks  and  stones.  —  Jonathan,  Obadiah,  the  cook-maid, 
all  melted.  —  The  foolish  fat  scullion  herself,  who  was  scouring 
a  fish-kettle  upon  her  knees,  was  roused  with  it.  —  The  whole 
kitchen  crowded  about  the  corporal. 

Now,  as  I  perceive  plainly,  that  the  preservation  of  our  con¬ 
stitution  in  church  and  state,  —  and  possibly  the  preservation 
of  the  whole  world —  or  what  is  the  same  thing,  the  distribu¬ 
tion  and  balance  of  its  property  and  power,  may  in  time  to 
come  depend  greatly  upon  the  right  understanding  of  this 
stroke  of  the  corporal’s  eloquence  —  I  do  demand  your  atten¬ 
tion  —  your  worships  and  reverences,  for  any  ten  pages  together, 
take  them  where  you  will  in  any  other  part  of  the  work,  shall 
sleep  for  it  at  your  ease. 

I  said,  “  we  were  not  stocks  and  stones  ”  —  ’tis  very  well. 
I  should  have  added,  nor  ai'e  we  angels,  I  wish  we  were,  — but 
men  clothed  with  bodies,  and  governed  by  our  imaginations  ; 
and  what  a  junketing  piece  of  work  of  it  there  is,  betwixt  these 
and  our  seven  senses,  especially  some  of  them,  for  my  own 
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part,  I  own  it,  I  am  ashamed  to  confess.  Let  it  suffice  to  affirm, 
that  of  all  the  senses,  the  eye  (for  I  absolutely  deny  the  touch, 
though  most  of  you  Barbati,  I  know,  are  for  it)  has  the  quickest 
commerce  with  the  soul,  —  gives  a  smarter  stroke,  and  leaves 
something  more  inexpressible  upon  the  fancy,  than  words  can 
either  convey  —  or  sometimes  get  rid  of. 

—  I’ve  gone  a  little  about  —  no  matter,  ’tis  for  health  —  let 
us  only  carry  it  back  in  our  mind  to  the  mortality  of  Trim’s 
hat.  —  “  Are  we  not  here  now,  —  and  gone  in  a  moment  ?  ”  — 
There  was  nothing  in  the  sentence  —  ’twas  one  of  your  self- 
evident  truths  we  have  the  advantage  of  hearing  every  day  ; 
and  if  Trim  had  not  trusted  more  to  his  hat  than  his  head  —  he 
had  made  nothing  at  all  of  it. 

—  “  Are  we  not  here  now  ;  ”  continued  the  corporal,  “  and 
are  we  not  ”  —  (dropping  his  hat  plumb  upon  the  ground  — 
and  pausing,  before  he  pronounced  the  word)  —  “  gone  !  in  a 
moment  ?  ”  The  descent  of  the  hat  was  as  if  a  heavy  lump  of 
clay  had  been  kneaded  into  the  crown  of  it. —  Nothing  could 
have  expressed  the  sentiment  of  mortality,  of  which  it  was  the 
type  and  forerunner,  like  it,  —  his  hand  seemed  to  vanish  from 
under  it,  —  it  fell  dead,  —  the  corporal’s  eye  fixed  upon  it,  as 
upon  a  corpse,  —  and  Susannah  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears. 

Now —  Ten  thousand,  and  ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand 
(for  matter  and  motion  are  infinite),  are  the  ways  by  which  a 
hat  may  be  dropped  upon  the  ground,  without  any  effect.  — 
Had  he  flung  it,  or  thrown  it,  or  cast  it,  or  skimmed  it,  or 
squirted  it,  or  let  it  slip  or  fall  in  any  possible  direction  under 
heaven,  —  or  in  the  best  direction  that  could  be  given  to  it,  — 
had  he  dropped  it  like  a  goose  —  like  a  puppy  —  like  an  ass  — 
or  in  doing  it,  or  even  after  he  had  done,  had  he  looked  like  a 
fool  —  like  a  ninny  —  like  a  nincompoop  —  it  had  failed,  and 
the  effect  upon  the  heart  had  been  lost. 

Ye  who  govern  this  mighty  world  and  its  mighty  concerns 
with  the  engines  of  eloquence,  —  who  heat  it,  and  cool  it,  and 
melt  it,  and  mollify  it,  —  and  then  harden  it  again  to  your 
purpose  — 

Ye  who  wind  and  turn  the  passions  with  this  great  wind¬ 
lass,  and  having  done  it,  lead  the  owners  of  them,  whither  ye 
think  meet  — 

Ye,  lastly,  who  drive  —  and  why  not,  ye  also  who  are 
driven,  like  turkeys  to  market  with  a  stick  and  a  red  clout  — 
meditate — meditate,  I  beseech  you,  upon  Trim’s  hat. 
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SOLIMAN  II. :  A  STORY. 

By  MARMONTEL. 

[Jean  Franqois  Marmontel,  French  man  of  letters,  of  the  Voltaire  group, 
was  born  in  Limousin  in  1723  ;  brought  up  for  the  church  by  the  Jesuits  ;  became 
in  1741  a  tutor  in  philosophy  at  Toulouse  ;  went  to  Paris,  won  literary  prizes,  and 
wrote  several  tragedies  with  no  great  success  ;  then  wrote  articles  for  the  “  En¬ 
cyclopedic,”  collected  as  “  Po^tique  Frai^aise”  (1763),  and  “Elements  de  lit¬ 
erature”  (1787),  the  latter  being  highly  influential  and  one  of  his  chief  claims 
to  distinction.  He  published  also  two  series  of  “Contes  Moraux,”  (not  quite 
accurately  translated  “Moral  Tales”),  in  1761  and  1792  ;  “Belisaire,”  a  philo¬ 
sophical  novel  (1767),  and  “  The  Incas,”  a  historical  novel  (1777)  ;  translated 
Lucan’s  “  Pharsalia,”  and  wrote  librettos  for  comic  operas.  He  died  in  1799. 
Posthumously  were  published  “Memoirs  of  a  Father  and  his  Children”  and 
“  Lessons  of  a  Father  and  his  Children  in  the  French  Language.”] 

It  is  pleasant  to  see  grave  historians  racking  tlieir  brains, 
in  order  to  find  out  great  causes  for  great  events.  Sylla’s  valet- 
de-chambre  would  perhaps  have  laughed  heartily  to  hear  poli¬ 
ticians  reasoning  on  the  abdication  of  his  master ;  but  it  is  not 
of  Sylla  that  I  am  now  going  to  speak. 

Soliman  II.  married  his  slave,  in  contempt  of  the  laws  of 
the  sultans.  One  at  once  imagines  this  slave  an  accomplished 
beauty,  with  a  lofty  soul,  an  uncommon  genius,  and  a  profound 
skill  in  politics.  No  such  thing  ;  the  fact  was  as  follows  :  — 

Soliman  in  the  midst  of  his  glory  suffered  from  ennui ;  the 
various  but  facile  pleasures  of  the  seraglio  had  become  insipid 
to  him.  “  I  am  weary,”  said  he  one  day,  “  of  receiving  here 
the  caresses  of  mere  machines.  These  slaves  move  my  pity. 
Their  soft  docility  has  nothing  piquant,  nothing  flattering.  It 
is  to  hearts  nourished  in  the  bosom  of  liberty  that  it  would  be 
delightful  to  make  slavery  agreeable.” 

The  whimsies  of  a  sultan  are  laws  to  his  ministers.  Large 
sums  were  instantly  promised  to  such  as  should  bring  European 
slaves  to  the  seraglio.  In  a  short  time  there  arrived  three,  who, 
like  the  three  Graces,  seemed  to  have  divided  among  themselves 
all  the  charms  of  beauty. 

Features  noble  and  modest,  eyes  tender  and  languishing,  an 
ingenuous  temper  and  a  sensitive  soul,  distinguished  the  touch¬ 
ing  Elmira.  Her  entrance  into  the  seraglio,  and  the  idea  of 
servitude,  had  frozen  her  with  a  mortal  terror.  Soliman  found 
her  in  a  swoon  in  the  arms  of  his  women.  He  approached  ; 
he  recalled  her  to  life ;  he  encouraged  her ;  she  raised  towards 
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him  a  pair  of  large  blue  eyes  bedewed  with  tears  ;  he  reached 
forth  his  hand  to  her ;  he  supported  her  himself ;  she  followed 
him  with  a  tottering  step.  The  slaves  retired ;  and  as  soon  as 
he  was  alone  with  her,  “  It  is  not  with  fear,  beautiful  Elmira,” 
said  he  to  her,  “that  I  would  inspire  you.  Forget  that  you 
have  a  master,  see  in  me  only  a  lover.”  —  “  The  name  of  lover,” 
said  she  to  him,  “  is  not  less  unknown  to  me  than  that  of  mas¬ 
ter,  and  both  the  one  and  the  other  make  me  tremble.  They 
have  told  me  —  and  I  still  shudder  at  the  thought  —  that  I  am 
destined  to  your  pleasures.  Alas  !  what  pleasure  can  it  be  to 
tyrannize  over  weakness  and  innocence  ?  Believe  me,  I  am  not 
capable  of  the  compliances  of  servitude  ;  and  the  only  pleasure 
possible  for  you  to  taste  with  me  is  that  of  being  generous. 
Restore  me  to  my  parents  and  my  country,  and  by  respecting 
my  virtue,  my  youth,  and  my  misfortunes,  merit  my  gratitude, 
my  esteem,  and  my  regret.” 

This  discourse  from  a  slave  was  new  to  Soliman,  his  great 
soul  was  moved  by  it.  “No,”  said  he,  “my  dear  child,  I  will 
owe  nothing  to  violence.  You  charm  me.  I  would  make  it 
my  happiness  to  love  and  please  you ;  but  I  prefer  the  torment 
of  never  seeing  you  more  to  that  of  seeing  you  unhappy.  How¬ 
ever,  before  I  restore  you  to  liberty,  give  me  leave  to  try,  at 
least,  whether  it  be  not  possible  for  me  to  dissipate  that  terror 
which  the  name  of  slave  strikes  into  you.  I  ask  only  one 
month’s  trial,  after  which,  if  my  love  cannot  move  you,  I  will 
avenge  myself  no  otherwise  on  your  ingratitude  than  by  deliver¬ 
ing  you  up  to  the  inconstancy  and  perfidy  of  mankind.”  —  “Ah! 
my  lord  !  ”  cried  Elmira,  with  an  emotion  mixed  with  joy,  “how 
unjust  are  the  prejudices  of  my  country,  and  how  little  are  your 
virtues  known  there  !  Continue  such  as  I  now  see  you,  and  I 
shall  no  longer  count  this  day  unfortunate.” 

Some  moments  after,  she  saw  slaves  enter,  carrying  baskets 
filled  with  stuffs  and  precious  jewels.  “  Choose,”  said  the 
sultan  to  her  :  “  these  are  clothes,  not  ornaments,  that  are  here 
presented  to  you;  nothing  can  adorn  you.”  —  “Decide  for 
me,”  said  Elmira  to  him,  running  her  eyes  over  the  baskets. 
“  Do  not  consult  me,”  replied  the  sultan  :  “  I  hate  everything, 
without  distinction,  that  can  hide  your  charms  from  me.” 
Elmira  blushed,  and  the  sultan  perceived  she  preferred  the 
colors  most  favorable  to  the  character  of  her  beauty.  He  con¬ 
ceived  an  agreeable  hope  from  that  circumstance ;  for  care  to 
adorn  one’s  self  is  almost  a  desire  to  please. 
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The  month  of  trial  passed  away  in  timid  gallantries  on  the 
part  of  the  sultan,  and  on  Elmira’s  side,  in  complaisance  and 
delicate  attentions.  Her  confidence  in  him  increased  every 
day,  without  her  perceiving  it.  At  first,  he  was  not  permitted 
to  see  her  but  after  her  toilette  was  completed,  and  before  she 
besran  to  undress  ;  in  a  short  time  he  was  admitted  both  to  her 
toilette  and  dishabille.  It  was  then  that  the  plan  of  their 
amusements  for  that  day  and  the  next  was  formed.  Whatever 
either  proposed  was  exactly  what  the  other  was  going  to  pro¬ 
pose.  Their  disputes  turned  only  on  the  plagiarism  of  their 
thoughts.  Elmira,  in  these  disputes,  perceived  not  some  small 
carelessnesses,  which  escaped  her  modesty.  A  dressing-gown 
in  disorder,  or  a  garter  put  on  unthinkingly,  indulged  the  sul¬ 
tan  in  pleasures  which  he  was  cautious  not  to  testify.  He 
knew  (and  it  was  much  for  a  sultan  to  know)  that  it  was 
impolitic  to  advertise  modesty  of  the  dangers  to  which  it 
exposes  itself ;  that  it  is  never  less  kind  than  when  alarmed  ; 
and  that  in  order  to  subdue  it,  one  should  render  it  familiar. 
Nevertheless,  the  more  he  discovered  of  Elmira’s  charms,  the 
more  he  felt  his  fears  increase,  on  account  of  the  approach  of 
the  day  that  might  deprive  him  of  them. 

The  fatal  period  arrived.  Soliman  caused  chests  to  be  pre¬ 
pared,  filled  with  stuffs,  precious  stones,  and  perfumes.  He 
repaired  to  Elmira,  followed  by  these  presents.  “  To-morrow,” 
said  he,  “  I  promised  to  restore  you  to  liberty,  if  you  still  regret 
the  want  of  it.  I  now  come  to  acquit  myself  of  my  promise, 
and  to  bid  you  adieu  for  ever.”  —  “What!”  said  Elmira, 
trembling.  “To-morrow?  I  had  forgot  it.”  —  “It  is  to-mor¬ 
row,”  went  on  the  sultan,  “that,  delivered  up  to  my  despair, 
I  am  to  become  the  most  unhappy  of  men.”  —  “Then  you  are 
very  cruel  to  yourself  to  put  me  in  mind  of  it  !  ”  —  “Alas  !  it 
depends  only  on  you,  Elmira,  that  I  should  forget  it  for  ever.” 
— -  “  I  confess,”  said  she  to  him,  “  that  your  sorrow  touches  me  ; 
that  your  behavior  has  interested  me  in  your  happiness ;  and 
that  if,  to  show  my  gratitude,  it  were  necessary  only  to  prolong 
the  time  of  my  slavery  .  .  —  “No,  Madam.  I  am  but  too 

much  accustomed  to  the  happiness  of  possessing  you  ;  I  per¬ 
ceive  that  the  more  I  know  of  you,  the  more  terrible  it  would 
be  to  me  to  lose  you  :  this  sacrifice  will  cost  me  my  life ;  but  I 
shall  only  render  it  the  more  grievous  by  deferring  it.  May 
your  country  prove  worthy  of  it !  May  those  mortals  whom 
you  bless  deserve  you  better  than  I  do  !  I  ask  but  one  favor  of 
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you,  which  is,  that  you  would  be  pleased  cordially  to  accept 
these  presents  as  the  feeble  pledges  of  a  love,  the  purest  and 
tenderest  that  yourself,  yes,  that  you  yourself  are  capable  of 
inspiring.”  —  “No,”  replied  she,  with  an  almost  smothered 
voice,  “  I  will  not  accept  of  your  presents.  I  go :  you  will 
have  it  so  !  But  I  will  carry  away  from  you  nothing  but  your 
image.”  Soliman,  lifting  up  his  eyes  to  Elmira,  met  hers 
bedewed  with  tears.  “  Adieu  then,  Elmira  !  ”  —  “  Adieu, 
Soliman !  ” 

They  bid  each  other  so  many  and  such  tender  adieus,  that 
they  ended  by  swearing  not  to  separate  for  life.  The  avenues 
of  pleasure  through  which  he  had  passed  so  rapidly  with  his 
slaves  from  Asia  appeared  to  him  so  delicious  with  Elmira,  that 
he  found  an  inexpressible  charm  in  going  through  them  step 
by  step.  But  when  he  had  arrived  at  complete  happiness  his 
pleasures  had  from  that  time  the  same  defect  as  before  :  they 
became  too  facile,  and  in  a  short  time  after  too  languid.  The 
days,  so  well  filled  up  till  then,  began  to  hang  heavy.  In  one 
of  these  moments,  when  complaisance  alone  retained  Soliman 
with  Elmira,  “Would  it  be  agreeable  to  you,”  said  he,  “to 
hear  a  slave  from  your  own  country,  whose  voice  has  been 
greatly  commended  to  me  ?  ”  Elmira,  at  this  proposal,  plainly 
perceived  that  she  was  lost :  but  to  put  any  constraint  on  a 
lover  who  begins  to  grow  tired  is  to  tire  him  still  more.  “  I 
am  for  anything,”  said  she,  “  that  you  please  ” ;  and  the  slave 
was  ordered  to  enter. 

Delia  (for  that  was  the  singer’s  name)  had  the  stature  of  a 
goddess.  Her  hair  exceeded  ebony  in  blackness,  and  her  skin 
the  whiteness  of  ivory.  Two  eyebrows,  boldly  arched,  crowned 
her  sparkling  eyes.  As  soon  as  she  began  her  strain,  her  lips, 
which  were  of  the  finest  vermilion,  displayed  two  rows  of  pearl 
set  in  coral.  At  first  she  sung  the  victories  of  Soliman,  and 
the  hero  felt  his  soul  elevated  at  the  remembrance  of  his  tri¬ 
umphs.  His  pride  so  far,  rather  than  his  taste,  applauded  the 
accents  of  the  thrilling  voice,  which  filled  the  whole  saloon 
with  a  volume  of  harmony. 

Delia  changed  her  style  to  sing  the  charms  of  pleasure. 
She  took  the  theorbo,  an  instrument  favorable  to  the  display 
of  a  rounded  arm  and  to  the  movements  of  a  light  and  delicate 
hand.  Her  voice,  more  flexible  and  tender,  now  gave  forth 
none  but  the  most  touching  sounds.  Her  notes,  connected  by 
imperceptible  gradations,  uttered  the  delirium  of  a  soul  intoxi- 
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cated  with  pleasure,  or  exhausted  by  passion.  The  sounds, 
sometimes  expiring  on  her  lips,  sometimes  swelling,  and  sink¬ 
ing  Avith  rapidity,  expressed  by  turns  the  sighs  of  modesty  and 
the  vehemence  of  desire ;  while  her  eyes  even  more  than  her 
voice  gave  animation  to  these  lively  descriptions. 

Soliman,  quite  transported,  devoured  her  both  with  his  ears 
and  eyes.  “No,”  said  he,  “never  before  did  so  beautiful  a 
mouth  utter  such  pleasing  sounds.  With  what  delight  must 
she,  who  sings  so  feelingly  of  pleasure,  inspire  and  relish  it  ! 
How  charming  to  draw  in  that  harmonious  breath,  and  to  inter¬ 
cept  in  their  passage  those  sounds  animated  by  love !  ”  The 
sultan,  lost  in  these  reflections,  perceived  not  that  all  the  while 
he  kept  beating  time  on  the  knee  of  the  trembling  Elmira,  who, 
her  heart  oppressed  with  jealousy,  was  scarce  able  to  breathe. 
“  How  happy  is  Delia,”  said  she,  in  a  low  voice,  to  Soliman, 
“  to  have  so  tunable  a  voice  !  Alas  !  it  ought  to  be  the  organ 
of  my  heart !  everything  that  she  expresses  you  have  taught 
me  to  feel.”  So  said  Elmira,  but  Soliman  did  not  listen  to  her. 

Delia  changed  her  tone  a  second  time  for  the  purpose  of 
celebrating  inconstancy.  Everything  either  interesting  or  ami¬ 
able  in  the  changeful  variety  of  nature  was  recapitulated  in  her 
song.  It  seemed  like  the  fluttering  of  the  butterfly  over  roses, 
or  like  the  zephyrs,  losing  themsel\res  among  the  flowers. 
“  Listen  to  the  turtle,”  said  Delia  :  “  she  is  faithful,  but  she  is 
sad.  See  the  inconstant  warbler  :  pleasure  moves  his  wings  ; 
his  bright  voice  is  exerted  merely  to  return  thanks  to  love. 
Water  freezes  only  in  stagnation  ;  a  heart  never  languishes  but 
in  constancy.  There  is  but  one  mortal  on  earth  whom  it  is 
possible  to  love  always.  Let  him  change  ;  let  him  enjoy  the 
advantage  of  making  a  thousand  hearts  happy  :  all  prevent  his 
wishes,  or  pursue  him.  They  adore  him  in  their  OAvn  arms ; 
they  love  him  even  in  the  arms  of  another.  Let  him  give  him¬ 
self  up  to  our  desires,  or  withdraw  himself  from  them,  still  he 
will  find  love  wherever  he  goes ;  wherever  he  goes  will  he 
leave  the  print  of  love  on  his  footsteps.” 

Elmira  was  no  longer  able  to  dissemble  her  vexation  and 
her  grief.  She  got  up  and  retired  :  the  sultan  did  not  recall 
her  ;  and  while  she  was  drowned  in  tears,  repeating  a  thou¬ 
sand  times,  “  Ah !  the  ingrate ;  ah  !  the  traitor !  ”  Soliman, 
charmed  with  his  divine  songstress,  proceeded  to  realize  with 
her  some  of  those  pictures  which  she  had  drawn  so  much  to  the 
life.  The  next  morning  the  unhappy  Elmira  wrote  a  billet 
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filled  with  reproach  and  tenderness,  in  which  she  put  him  in 
mind  of  the  promise  he  had  made  her.  “  That  is  but  just,” 
said  the  sultan  :  “  let  us  send  her  back  to  her  country,  loaded 
with  marks  of  my  favor.  This  poor  girl  loved  me  truly,  and 
I  did  not  behave  too  well  to  her.” 

The  first  moments  of  his  love  for  Delia  were  intoxication ; 
but  as  soon  as  he  had  time  for  reflection,  he  perceived  that  she 
had  more  petulance  than  sensibility,  and  was  more  greedy  of 
pleasure  than  pleased  at  administering  it ;  in  a  word,  fitter 
than  himself  to  have  a  seraglio  at  command.  To  feed  his  illu¬ 
sion,  he  sometimes  invited  Delia  to  let  him  hear  the  voice 
which  had  enchanted  him  ;  but  that  voice  was  no  longer  the 
same.  The  impression  made  by  it  became  every  day  weaker 
and  weaker  by  habit ;  and  it  was  now  no  more  than  a  slight 
emotion,  when  an  unforeseen  circumstance  dissipated  it  for  ever. 

The  chief  officer  of  the  seraglio  came  to  inform  the  sultan 
that  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  restrain  the  intractable  vivac¬ 
ity  of  one  of  the  European  slaves  ;  that  she  made  a  jest  of  his 
prohibitions  and  menaces  ;  and  that  she  answered  him  only  by 
cutting  railleries  and  immoderate  bursts  of  laughter.  Soliman, 
who  was  too  great  a  prince  to  make  a  state  affair  of  the  regula¬ 
tion  of  his  pleasures,  was  curious  to  see  this  young  madcap. 
He  repaired  to  her,  followed  by  the  eunuch.  As  soon  as  she 
saw  Soliman,  “  Heaven  be  praised  !  ”  said  she,  “  here  comes  a 
human  figure  !  You  are  without  doubt  the  sublime  sultan, 
whose  slave  I  have  the  honor  to  be.  Do  me  the  favor  to  get 
rid  of  this  old  rascal,  who  shocks  my  very  sight.”  The  sultan 
had  a  good  deal  of  difficulty  to  refrain  from  laughing  at  this 
beginning.  “  Roxalana,”  said  he  to  her  (for  that  was  her 
name),  “  show  some  respect,  if  you  please,  to  the  minister  of 
my  wishes.  You  are  yet  a  stranger  to  the  manners  of  the 
seraglio  ;  till  you  are  instructed  in  them,  contain  yourself  and 
obey.”  —  “A  pretty  compliment,”  said  Roxalana.  “  Obey!  Is 
that  your  Turkish  gallantry?  Sure  you  must  be  mightily 
beloved,  if  it  is  in  this  strain  you  begin  your  addresses  to  the 
ladies!  ‘j Respect  the  minister  of  my  wishes!'  You  have  your 
wishes,  then?  and,  good  Heaven,  what  must  they  be  like,  if 
they  resemble  their  minister !  an  old  amphibious  monster,  who 
keeps  us  here,  penned  in,  like  sheep  in  a  fold,  and  who  prowls 
round  with  his  frightful  eyes  always  ready  to  devour  us ! 
This  is  the  confidant  of  your  pleasures,  and  the  guardian  of 
our  conduct  I  To  give  him  his  due,  if  you  pay  him  to  make 
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yourself  hated,  he  does  not  cheat  you  of  his  wages.  We  can¬ 
not  take  a  step  but  he  growls.  He  forbids  us  even  to  walk, 
and  to  receive  or  pay  visits.  In  a  short  time,  I  suppose,  he 
will  weigh  out  the  air  to  us,  and  give  us  light  by  the  yard.  If 
you  had  seen  him  rave  last  night,  because  he  found  me  in  these 
solitary  gardens  !  Did  you  order  him  to  forbid  our  going  into 
them  ?  Are  you  afraid  that  it  should  rain  men  ?  And  if  a  few 
should  fall  from  the  clouds,  there  would  be  no  great  harm 
done  !  Heaven  owes  us  this  miracle.” 

While  Roxalana  spoke  thus,  the  sultan  examined,  with  sur¬ 
prise,  the  fire  of  her  looks,  and  the  play  of  her  countenance. 
“By  Mahomet,”  said  he  to  himself,  “here  is  the  prettiest  little 
face  in  all  Asia.  Such  as  these  are  only  made  in  Europe.” 
Roxalana  had  nothing  beautiful,  nothing  regular  in  her  fea¬ 
tures  ;  but,  taken  all  together,  they  had  that  piquant  singularity 
which  attracts  more  than  beauty.  A  speaking  look,  a  fresh 
and  rosy  mouth,  an  arch  smile,  a  nose  somewhat  turned  up,  a 
neat  and  well-made  shape  —  all  this  gave  her  giddiness  a  charm 
which  disconcerted  the  gravity  of  Soliman.  But  the  great,  in 
his  situation,  have  the  resource  of  silence ;  and  Soliman,  not 
knowing  how  to  answer  her,  fairly  walked  off,  concealing  his 
embarrassment  under  an  air  of  majesty. 

The  eunuch  asked  him  what  orders  he  would  be  pleased  to 
give  with  respect  to  this  saucy  slave.  “  She  is  a  mere  child,” 
replied  the  sultan  :  “you  must  make  allowance  for  her.” 

The  air,  the  tone,  the  figure,  the  disposition  of  Roxalana  had 
excited  in  the  soul  of  Soliman  an  anxiety  and  emotion  which 
sleep  was  not  able  to  dispel.  As  soon  as  he  awoke,  he  ordered 
the  chief  of  the  eunuchs  to  come  to  him.  “You  seem  to  me,” 
said  he,  “  to  be  but  little  in  Roxalana’s  good  graces ;  to  make 
your  peace,  go  and  tell  her  I  will  come  and  drink  tea  with  her.” 
On  the  arrival  of  the  officer,  Roxalana’s  women  hastened  to 
wake  her.  “  What  does  the  ape  want  with  me  ?  ”  cried  she, 
rubbing  her  eyes.  “  I  come,”  replied  the  eunuch,  “  from  the 
emperor,  to  kiss  the  dust  of  your  feet,  and  to  inform  you  that 
he  will  come  and  drink  tea  with  the  delight  of  his  soul.”  — 
“  Get  away  with  your  strange  speeches  !  There  is  no  dust  on 
my  feet,  and  I  do  not  drink  tea  so  early.” 

The  eunuch  retired  without  replying,  and  gave  an  account 
of  his  embassy.  “  She  is  in  the  right,”  said  the  sultan  ;  “  why 
did  you  wake  her?  You  do  everything  wrong.”  As  soon  as 
it  was  broad  day  with  Roxalana,  he  went  thither.  “You  are 
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angry  with  me,”  said  he  :  “  they  have  disturbed  your  sleep,  and 
I  am  the  innocent  cause  of  it.  There,  let  us  make  peace  ; 
imitate  me :  you  see  that  I  forget  all  you  said  to  me  yester¬ 
day.” —  “You  forget  it!  So  much  the  worse:  I  said  some 
excellent  things  to  you.  My  frankness  displeases  you  I  see  : 
but  you  will  soon  grow  accustomed  to  it.  And  are  you  not 
too  happy  to  find  a  friend  in  a  slave?  Yes,  a  friend  who  inter¬ 
ests  herself  in  your  welfare,  and  who  would  teach  you  to  love  ? 
Why  have  you  not  traveled  in  my  country  ?  They  know  what 
love  is  there:  there  it  is  lively  and  tender;  and  why?  —  be¬ 
cause  it  is  free.  Passion  is  involuntary,  and  does  not  come  by 
force.  The  yoke  of  marriage  amongst  us  is  much  lighter  than 
that  of  slavery  ;  and  yet  a  husband  that  is  beloved  is  a  prodigy. 
Everything  that  takes  the  name  of  duty  saddens  the  soul,  blasts 
imagination,  cools  desire,  and  takes  off  that  edge  of  self-love 
which  gives  all  the  relish  and  seasoning  to  affection.  Now,  if 
it  be  so  difficult  to  love  a  husband,  how  much  harder  is  it  to 
love  a  master,  especially  if  he  has  not  the  address  to  conceal 
the  fetters  he  puts  upon  us  ?  ” 

“Well,  then,”  replied  the  sultan,  “I  will  forget  nothing  to 

soften  your  servitude  ;  but  you  ought  in  your  turn - ”  —  “I 

ought!  nothing  but  what  one  ought!  Leave  off,  1  prithee  now, 
these  humiliating  phrases.  They  come  with  a  very  ill  grace 
from  the  mouth  of  a  man  of  gallantry,  who  has  the  honor  of 
talking  to  a  pretty  woman.”  —  “But,  Roxalana,  do  you  forget 
who  I  am,  and  who  you  are  ?  ”  —  “  Who  you  are,  and  who 
I  am?  You  are  powerful,  I  am  pretty  :  and  so  we  are  even.” 

—  “  It  may  be  so,”  replied  the  sultan,  haughtily,  “  in  your 
country;  but  here,  Roxalana,  I  am  master,  and  you  a  slave.” 

—  “  Yes,  I  know  you  have  purchased  me  ;  but  the  robber  who 
sold  me  could  transfer  to  you  only  those  rights  over  me  which 
he  had  himself,  the  rights  of  rapine  and  violence,  in  one  word, 
the  rights  of  a  robber ;  and  you  are  too  much  a  man  of  honor 
to  think  of  abusing  them.  After  all,  you  are  my  master,  be¬ 
cause  my  life  is  in  your  hands ;  but  I  am  no  longer  your  slave, 
if  I  know  how  to  despise  life  ;  and  truly  the  life  one  leads  here 
is  not  worth  taking  much  care  of.” 

“  What  a  frightful  notion  !  ”  cried  the  sultan  :  “  do  you  take 
me  for  a  barbarian?  No,  my  dear  Roxalana;  I  would  make 
use  of  my  power  only  to  render  this  life  delightful  to  yourself 
and  me.”  —  “Upon  my  word,”  said  Roxalana,  “the  prospect  is 
not  very  promising.  These  guards,  for  instance,  so  black,  so 
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disgusting,  so  ugly,  are  they  the  Smiles  and  Sports  which  here 
accompany  love?”  —  “These  guards  are  not  set  upon  you 
alone.  I  have  five  hundred  women,  whom  our  manners  and 
laws  oblige  me  to  keep  watched.”  —  “And  what  is  the  good  of 
five  hundred  women  ?  ”  said  she  to  him,  with  a  confidential  air. 
“  It  is  a  kind  of  state  which  the  dignity  of  sultan  imposes  upon 
me.”  —  “But  what  do  you  do  with  them,  pray?  for  you  lend 
them  to  nobody.”  —  “Inconstancy,”  replied  the  sultan,  “intro¬ 
duced  this  custom.  A  heart  void  of  love  stands  in  need  of 
variety.  Lovers  only  are  constant,  and  I  never  was  a  lover  till 
I  saw  you.  Let  not  the  number  of  these  women  give  you  the 
shadow  of  uneasiness  :  they  will  serve  only  to  grace  your  tri¬ 
umph.  You  will  see  them  all  eager  to  please  you,  and  you  will 
see  me  attentive  to  no  one  but  yourself.” 

“  Indeed,”  said  Roxalana,  with  an  air  of  compassion  ;  “  you 
deserve  better  luck.  It  is  a  pity  you  are  not  a  plain  private 
gentleman  in  my  country.  I  might  have  a  weakness  for  you  ; 
for,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  I  hate  not  you  but  your  surroundings. 
You  are  much  better  than  a  Turk  ought  to  be  ;  you  have  even 
something  of  the  Frenchman  about  you;  and,  without  flattery, 
I  have  loved  some  who  were  not  so  deserving  as  yourself.” 

—  “  You  have  loved  !  ”  cried  Soliman,  with  horror.  —  “  Oh  !  of 
course  not !  I  never  thought  of  such  a  thing.  Do  you  really 
expect  one  to  have  been  proper  all  one’s  lifetime,  in  order  to 
cease  to  be  so  with  you?  Indeed,  these  Turks  are  amusing 
people.”  —  “And  you  have  not  been  proper?  O  heavens! 
what  do  I  hear  ?  I  am  betrayed ;  I  am  lost !  Destruction 
seize  the  traitors  who  tried  to  impose  upon  me.”  —  “Forgive 
them,”  said  Roxalana.  “  The  poor  creatures  are  not  to  blame. 
The  most  knowing  are  often  deceived.  And  then,  the  mis¬ 
fortune  is  not  very  great.  Why  do  not  you  restore  me  to  my 
liberty,  if  you  think  me  unworthy  of  the  honors  of  slavery  ?  ” 

—  “Yes,  yes,  I  will  restore  you  to  that  liberty  of  which  you 
have  made  such  good  use.”  At  these  words,  the  sultan  retired 
in  a  rage,  saying  to  himself,  “  I  knew  this  little  turned-up  nose 
must  have  been  in  mischief.” 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  confusion  into  which  this 
imprudent  avowal  of  Roxalana’s  threw  him.  Sometimes  he 
had  a  mind  to  have  her  sent  away  ;  sometimes  that  she  should 
be  shut  up  ;  next  that  she  should  be  brought  to  him,  and  then 
again  that  she  should  be  sent  away.  The  great  Soliman  no 
longer  knew  what  he  said.  “  My  lord,”  remonstrated  the 
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eunuch,  “can  you  fall  into  despair  for  a  trifle?  One  girl 
more  or  less  :  is  there  anything  so  uncommon  in  her  ?  Besides, 
who  knows  whether  the  confession  she  has  made  be  not  an 
artifice  to  get  herself  sent  back  to  her  own  country?”  — 
“  What  say  you  ?  how !  can  it  be  possible  ?  It  is  the  very  thing. 
He  opens  my  eyes.  Women  are  not  used  to  make  such  con¬ 
fessions.  It  is  a  trick,  a  stratagem.  Ah  !  the  perfidious  hussy ! 
Let  me  dissemble  in  my  turn :  I  will  drive  her  to  the  last 
extremity.  —  Hark  ye  !  go  and  tell  her  .  .  .  that  I  invite  my¬ 
self  to  supper  this  evening.  But  no  ;  order  the  songstress  to 
come  here :  it  is  better  to  send  her.” 

Delia  was  charged  to  employ  all  her  art  in  gaining  the  con¬ 
fidence  of  Roxalana.  As  soon  as  the  latter  had  heard  what  she 
had  to  say,  “  What !  ”  said  she,  “  young  and  handsome  as  you 
are,  he  makes  you  his  go-between,  and  you  have  the  weakness 
to  obey  him  ?  Get  you  gone  :  you  are  not  worthy  to  be  my 
countrywoman.  Ah  !  I  see  plainly  that  he  is  spoilt,  and  that 
I  alone  must  take  upon  me  to  teach  this  Turk  how  to  behave. 
I  will  send  him  word  that  I  keep  you  to  sup  with  me ;  I  must 
have  him  make  some  atonement  for  his  impertinence.”  —  “But, 
madam,  he  will  take  it  ill.”  —  “He  !  I  should  be  glad  to  see 
him  take  anything  ill  that  I  please  to  do.”  —  “But  he  seemed 
desirous  of  seeing  you  alone.”  —  “Alone  !  ah  !  it  is  not  come 
to  that  yet ;  and  I  shall  make  him  go  over  a  good  deal  of 
ground  before  we  have  anything  to  say  to  each  other  in  private.” 

The  sultan  was  as  much  surprised  as  piqued  to  learn  that 
a  third  person  was  to  be  present.  However,  he  repaired  early 
to  Roxalana’s.  As  soon  as  she  saw  him  coming,  she  ran  to 
meet  him  with  as  easy  an  air  as  if  they  had  been  upon  the  best 
footing  in  the  world  together.  “  There,”  says  she,  “  is  a  hand¬ 
some  man  come  to  sup  with  us !  Do  you  like  him,  madam  ? 
Confess,  Soliman,  that  I  am  a  good  friend.  Come,  draw  near, 
salute  the  lady.  There  !  very  well.  Now,  thank  me.  Softly  ! 
I  do  not  like  to  have  people  dwell  too  long  on  their  acknowl¬ 
edgments.  Wonderful  !  I  assure  you  he  surprises  me.  He 
has  had  but  two  lessons,  and  see  how  he  is  improved  !  I 
do  not  despair  of  making  him,  one  day  or  other,  an  absolute 
Frenchman.” 

Do  but  imagine  the  astonishment  of  a  sultan,  a  sultan  who 
had  conquered  Asia,  to  see  himself  treated  like  a  schoolboy, 
by  a  slave  of  eighteen.  During  supper,  her  gayety  and  extrava¬ 
gance  were  inconceivable.  The  sultan  was  beside  himself  with 
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transport.  He  questioned  her  concerning  the  manners  of 
Europe.  One  picture  followed  another.  Our  prejudices,  our 
follies,  our  faults,  were  all  laid  hold  of,  all  represented.  Soli- 
man  thought  himself  in  Paris.  “  The  witty  rogue  !  ”  cried  he, 
“the  witty  rogue  !  ”  From  Europe  she  fell  upon  Asia.  This 
was  much  worse  :  the  haughtiness  of  the  men,  the  imbecility 
of  the  women,  the  ennui  of  their  society,  the  sulky  gravity  of 
their  amours  —  nothing  escaped  her,  though  she  had  seen  noth¬ 
ing  but  cursorily.  The  seraglio  had  its  turn,  and  Roxalana 
began  by  felicitating  the  sultan  on  having  been  the  first  to 
imagine  that  he  could  insure  the  virtue  of  the  women  by  the 
absolute  impotence  of  the  blacks.  She  was  preparing  to  en¬ 
large  upon  the  honor  that  this  circumstance  of  his  reign  would 
do  him  in  history  ;  but  he  begged  her  to  spare  him.  “  Well,” 
said  she,  “  I  perceive  that  I  take  up  those  moments  which  Delia 
could  employ  much  better.  ThroAV  yourself  at  her  feet  to 
obtain  from  her  one  of  those  airs  which,  they  say,  she  sings 
with  so  much  taste  and  spirit.”  Delia  did  not  want  pressing. 
Roxalana  appeared  charmed  :  she  asked  Soliman,  in  a  low  voice, 
for  a  handkerchief.  He  gave  her  one,  without  the  least  suspi¬ 
cion  of  her  design.  “Madam,”  said  she  to  Delia,  presenting 
it  to  her,  “  I  am  desired  by  the  sultan  to  give  you  the  handker¬ 
chief  :  you  have  well  deserved  it.” — “Oh,  to  be  sure,”  said 
Soliman,  transported  with  anger,  and  presenting  his  hand  to 
the  songstress,  retired  along  with  her. 

As  soon  as  they  were  alone,  “  I  confess,”  said  he  to  her, 
“that  this  giddy  girl  confounds  me.  You  see  the  style  in 
which  she  treats  me.  I  have  not  the  courage  to  be  angry  with 
her  ;  in  short,  I  am  madly  in  love  with  her,  and  I  do  not  know 
what  method  to  take  to  bring  her  to  reason.”- — “My  lord,” 
said  Delia,  “  I  believe  I  have  discovered  her  temper.  Authority 
can  do  nothing.  You  have  nothing  for  it  but  extreme  cold¬ 
ness  or  extreme  gallantry.  Coldness  may  pique  her  ;  but  I  am 
afraid  we  are  too  far  gone  for  that.  She  knows  that  you  love 
her.  She  will  enjoy  the  pain  that  this  will  cost  you,  and  you 
will  come  to  sooner  than  she.  Besides,  this  method  is  dis¬ 
agreeable  and  painful ;  and  if  one  moment’s  weakness  should 
escape  you,  you  will  have  all  to  begin  again.”  —  “Well,  then,” 
said  the  sultan,  “let  us  try  gallantry.” 

From  that  time  the  seraglio  saw  every  day  a  new  festival,  of 
which  Roxalana  was  the  object ;  but  she  took  all  this  as  an 
homage  due  to  her,  without  concern  or  pleasure,  but  with  a 
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cool  complaisance.  The  sultan  sometimes  asked  her,  “  How 
did  you  like  those  sports,  those  concerts,  those  spectacles  ?  ”  — 
“Well  enough,”  said  she;  “but  there  was  something  want¬ 
ing.” —  “And  what?”  —  “Men  and  liberty.” 

Soliman  was  in  despair  :  he  had  recourse  to  Delia.  “  Upon 
my  word,”  said  the  songstress,  “  I  know  nothing  else  that  can 
touch  her,  at  least  unless  glory  undertake  the  business.  To¬ 
morrow  you  receive  the  ambassadors  of  your  allies  :  cannot  I 
bring  her  to  see  this  ceremony,  behind  a  curtain,  which  may 
conceal  us  from  the  eyes  of  your  court  ?  ”  —  “  And  do  you 
think,”  said  the  sultan,  “  that  this  would  make  any  impression 
on  her  ?  ”  —  “I  hope  so,”  said  Delia  :  “  the  women  of  her  coun¬ 
try  love  glory.”  —  “You  charm  me !  ”  cried  Soliman.  “  Yes,  my 
dear  Delia,  I  shall  owe  my  happiness  to  you.” 

At  his  return  from  this  ceremony,  which  he  took  care  to 
render  as  pompous  as  possible,  he  repaired  to  Roxalana.  “  Get 
you  gone,”  said  she  to  him,  “  out  of  my  sight,  and  never  see 
me  more.”  The  sultan  remained  motionless  and  dumb  with 
astonishment.  “  Is  this,  then,”  pursued  she,  “  your  art  of  love  ? 
Glory  and  grandeur,  the  only  good  things  worthy  to  touch  the 
soul,  are  reserved  for  you  alone  :  shame  and  oblivion,  the  most 
insupportable  of  all  evils,  are  my  portion  ;  and  you  would  have 
me  love  you  !  I  hate  you  worse  than  death.”  The  sultan 
would  fain  have  turned  this  reproach  into  raillery.  “Nay, 
but  I  am  serious,”  continued  she.  “  If  my  lover  had  but  a  hut, 
I  would  share  his  hut  with  him,  and  be  content.  He  has  a 
throne  ;  I  will  share  his  throne,  or  he  is  no  lover  of  mine.  If 
you  think  me  unworthy  to  reign  over  the  Turks,  send  me  back 
to  my  own  country,  where  all  pretty  women  are  sovereigns, 
and  much  more  absolute  than  I  should  be  here,  for  they  reign 
over  hearts.” 

“  So  the  sovereignty  of  mine  is  not  sufficient  for  you  ?  ” 
said  Soliman,  with  the  most  tender  air  in  the  world. —  “No,  I 
desire  no  heart  which  enjoys  pleasures  that  I  have  not.  Talk 
to  me  no  more  of  your  entertainments,  they  are  all  mere  pas¬ 
times  for  children.  I  must  have  embassies.”  —  “But,  Roxa¬ 
lana,  you  are  either  mad  or  you  dream.”  —  “And  pray  what 
do  you  find  so  extravagant  in  my  desiring  to  reign  with  you  ? 
Am  I  formed  to  disgrace  a  throne  ?  And  do  you  think  that  I 
should  have  displayed  less  greatness  and  dignity  than  yourself 
in  assuring  our  subjects  and  allies  of  our  protection?”  —  “I 
think,”  said  the  sultan,  “that  you  would  do  everything  with 
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grace  ;  but  it  is  not  in  my  power  to  satisfy  your  ambition,  and 
I  beseech  you  to  think  no  more  of  it.”  —  “Think  no  more  of 
it !  Oh  !  I  promise  you  I  shall  think  of  nothing  else,  and  I 
shall  from  henceforth  dream  of  nothing  but  a  scepter,  a  crown, 
an  embassy.” 

She  kept  her  word.  By  next  morning  she  had  already  con¬ 
trived  the  design  of  her  diadem ;  and  was  only  in  doubt  about 
the  color  of  the  ribbon  which  was  to  tie  it.  She  ordered  rich 
stuffs  to  be  brought  her  for  her  habits  of  ceremony  ;  and  as 
soon  as  the  sultan  appeared,  she  asked  his  opinion  on  the 
choice.  He  did  all  he  could  to  divert  her  from  this  idea  ;  but 
contradiction  plunged  her  into  the  deepest  melancholy ;  and  to 
draw  her  out  of  it  again,  he  was  obliged  to  flatter  her  illusion. 
Then  she  displayed  the  most  brilliant  gayety.  He  seized  these 
moments  to  talk  to  her  of  love  ;  but  without  listening,  she 
talked  to  him  of  politics.  All  her  answers  to  the  harangues  of 
the  deputies,  on  her  accession  to  the  crown,  were  already  pre¬ 
pared.  She  even  drafted  edicts  for  the  territories  of  the  Grand 
Seignior.  She  would  have  vineyards  planted  and  opera-houses 
built ;  eunuchs  done  away  with,  because  they  were  good  for 
nothing :  jealous  husbands  imprisoned,  because  they  disturbed 
society  :  and  all  self-interested  persons  punished,  because  sooner 
or  later  they  became  rogues. 

The  sultan  amused  himself  for  some  time  with  these  follies ; 
nevertheless  he  still  burnt  with  the  most  violent  love,  without 
any  hope  of  being  happy.  On  the  least  suspicion  of  violence 
she  became  furious,  and  tried  to  kill  herself.  On  the  other 
hand,  Soliman  could  not  pronounce  the  ambition  of  Roxalana 
so  very  foolish:  “For,  after  all,”  said  he,  “is  it  not  cruel  that 
I  alone  should  be  deprived  of  the  happiness  of  associating  in 
my  fortune  a  woman  whom  I  esteem  and  love  ?  All  my 
subjects  may  have  a  lawful  wife :  an  absurd  law  forbids  mar¬ 
riage  to  me  alone.”  Thus  spoke  love,  but  policy  put  him  to 
silence. 

He  took  the  step  of  confiding  to  Roxalana  the  reasons  which 
restrained  him.  “I  would  make  it,”  said  he,  “my  happiness 
to  leave  nothing  wanting  to  yours  :  but  our  manners  ”  —  “  Idle 
stories  !  ”  —  “  Our  laws  ”  —  “  Old  songs  !  ”  — “  The  priests  ”  — 
“What  business  is  it  of  theirs?” — “The  people  and  the  sol¬ 
diery” —  “What  is  it  to  them?  will  they  be  more  wretched 
when  you  have  me  for  your  consort?  You  must  have  very 
little  love,  if  you  have  so  little  courage  !  ” 
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She  prevailed  so  lar  that  Soliman  was  ashamed  of  being  so 
timid.  He  ordered  the  mufti,  the  vizier,  the  caimacan,  the  aga 
of  the  sea,  and  the  aga  of  the  janissaries,  to  come  to  him ;  and 
he  said  to  them:  “  I  have  exalted,  as  far  as  I  was  able,  the  glory 
of  the  Crescent ;  I  have  established  the  power  and  the  peace  of 
my  empire  ;  and  I  desire  nothing,  by  way  of  recompense  for 
my  labors,  but  to  enjoy  with  the  good  will  of  my  subjects  a 
blessing  which  they  all  enjoy.  Some  law  or  other,  one  that 
does  not  come  down  to  us  from  the  Prophet,  forbids  to  sultans 
the  sweets  of  the  marriage-bed  :  therefore  I  find  myself  reduced 
to  slaves,  whom  I  despise  ;  and  I  have  resolved  to  marry  a  woman 
whom  I  adore.  Prepare  my  people  for  this  marriage.  If  they 
approve  it,  I  receive  their  approbation  as  a  mark  of  their  grati¬ 
tude  ;  but  if  they  dare  to  murmur  at  it,  tell  them  that  I  will 
have  it  so.”  The  assembly  received  the  sultan’s  orders  with  a 
respectful  silence,  and  the  people  followed  their  example. 

Soliman,  transported  with  joy  and  love,  went  to  fetch  Roxa- 
lana,  in  order  to  lead  her  to  the  mosque  ;  and  said  to  himself 
in  a  low  voice,  as  he  was  conducting  her  thither,  “  Is  it  possible 
that  a  little  turned-up  nose  should  overthrow  the  laws  of  an 
empire  ?  ” 

THE  ROSCIAD. 

By  CHARLES  CHURCHILL. 

[Charles  Churchill,  a  satirist  of  great  savagery  and  some  real  but  spo¬ 
radic  literary  art,  was  born  at  Westminster  in  1731,  a  curate’s  son.  After  an 
intractable  boyhood  and  dissolute  youth,  refused  admission  to  Oxford,  and  leav¬ 
ing  Cambridge  at  once  on  admission,  he  became  a  cleric,  and  led  so  scandalous 
a  life  that  his  dean  reproved  him  and  he  left  the  church.  Meantime  he  had 
written  his  one  poem  worth  remembering,  “The  Rosciad  ”  (1761)  ;  and  “The 
Apology,”  a  retort  on  his  critics.  The  wife  he  had  married  with  disrepute  he 
now  left  with  more,  and  justified  himself  in  “Night”  (1762),  and  the  same 
year  published  “The  Ghost”  (of  Cock  Lane).  He  now  became  a  partisan 
and  friend  of  Wilkes,  and  wrote  “  The  Prophecy  of  Famine,”  and  an  “  Epistle 
to  Hogarth”  in  retort  for  his  caricatures  of  himself  and  Wilkes.  In  the  next 
two  years  he  wrote  eight  other  satires,  and  visiting  Wilkes  at  Boulogne,  died 
there  (1764).] 

Roscius  deceased,  each  high  aspiring  play’r 
Pushed  all  his  int’rest  for  the  vacant  chair. 

The  buskined  heroes  of  the  mimic  stage 
No  longer  whine  in  love,  and  rant  in  rage ; 
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The  monarch  quits  his  throne,  and  condescends 
Humble  to  court  the  favor  of  his  friends ; 

For  pity’s  sake  tells  undeserved  mishaps, 

And,  their  applause  to  gain,  recounts  his  claps. 

Thus  the  victorious  chiefs  of  ancient  Rome, 

To  win  the  mob,  a  suppliant’s  form  assume, 

In  pompous  strain  fight  o’er  th’  extinguished  war, 

And  show  where  honor  bled  in  ev’ry  scar. 

But  though  bare  merit  might  in  Rome  appear 
The  strongest  plea  for  favor,  ’tis  not  here  ; 

We  form  our  judgment  in  another  way  ; 

And  they  will  best  succeed  who  best  can  pay : 

Those  who  would  gain  the  votes  of  British  tribes, 

Must  add  to  force  of  merit,  force  of  bribes. 

******* 

But,  hark !  The  trumpet  sounds,  the  crowd  gives  way 
And  the  procession  comes  in  just  array. 

******* 

Legions  of  angels  all  in  white  advance  ; 

Furies,  all  fire,  come  forward  in  a  dance ; 

Pantomime  figures  then  are  brought  to  view, 

Fools  hand  in  hand  with  fools,  go  two  by  two. 

Next  came  the  treasurer  of  either  house; 

One  with  full  purse,  t’other  with  not  a  fous. 

Behind,  a  group  of  figures  awe  create, 

Set  off  with  all  th’  impertinence  of  state ; 

By  lace  and  feather  consecrate  to  fame, 

Expletive  kings,  and  queens  without  a  name. 

Here  Havard,  all  serene,  in  the  same  strains, 

Loves,  hates,  and  rages,  triumphs,  and  complains  ; 

His  easy  vacant  face  proclaimed  a  heart 
Which  could  not  feel  emotions,  nor  impart. 

With  him  came  mighty  Davies.  On  my  life, 

That  Davies  hath  a  very  pretty  wife  !  — 

Statesman  all  over  !  —  In  plots  famous  grown  !  — 

He  mouths  a  sentence,  as  curs  mouth  a  bone. 

Next  Holland  came.  — With  truly  tragic  stalk, 

He  creeps,  he  flies,  —  a  hero  should  not  walk. 

As  if  wi  heav’n  he  warred,  his  eager  eyes 
Planted  tiieir  batteries  against  the  skies ; 

Attitude,  action,  air,  pause,  start,  sigh,  groan, 

He  borrowed,  and  made  use  of  as  his  own. 
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By  fortune  thrown  on  any  other  stage, 

He  might,  perhaps,  have  pleased  an  easy  age , 

But  now  appears  a  copy,  and  no  more, 

Of  something  better  we  have  seen  before. 

The  actor  who  would  build  a  solid  fame, 

Must  imitation’s  servile  arts  disclaim ; 

Act  from  himself,  on  his  own  bottom  stand  ; 

I  hate  e’en  Garrick  thus  at  second-hand. 

Lo  Yates  !  —  Without  the  least  finesse  of  art 
He  gets  applause  —  I  wish  he’d  get  his  part. 

When  hot  impatience  is  in  full  career, 

How  vilely  “  Hark’e  !  Hark’e  !  ”  grates  the  ear  ! 
When  active  fancy  from  the  brain  is  sent, 

And  stands  on  tiptoe  for  some  wished  event, 

I  hate  those  careless  blunders  which  recall 
Suspended  sense,  and  prove  it  fiction  all. 

In  characters  of  low  and  vulgar  mold, 

Where  nature’s  coarsest  features  we  behold, 

Where,  destitute  of  ev’ry  decent  grace, 

Unmannered  jests  are  blurted  in  your  face, 

There  Yates  with  justice  strict  attention  draws, 

Acts  truly  from  himself,  and  gains  applause. 

But  when  to  please  himself  or  charm  his  wife, 

He  aims  at  something  in  politer  life, 

When,  blindly  thwarting  nature’s  stubborn  plan, 

He  treads  the  stage,  by  way  of  gentleman, 

The  clown,  who  no  one  touch  of  breeding  knows, 
Looks  like  Tom  Errand  dressed  in  Clincher’s  clothes. 
Bond  of  his  dress,  fond  of  his  person  grown, 
Laughed  at  by  all,  and  to  himself  unknown, 

From  side  to  side  he  struts,  he  smiles,  he  prates, 

And  seems  to  wonder  what’s  become  of  Yates. 


By  turns  transformed  into  all  kinds  of  shapes, 
Constant  to  none,  Foote  laughs,  cries,  struts,  and  scrapes : 
Now  in  the  centre,  now  in  van  or  rear, 

The  Proteus  shifts  bawd,  parson,  auctioneer. 

His  strokes  of  humor,  and  his  burst  of  sport, 

Are  all  contained  in  this  one  word,  distort. 

Doth  a  man  stutter,  look  a-squint,  or  halt  ? 

Mimics  draw  humor  out  of  nature’s  fault, 

With  personal  defects  their  mirth  adorn, 

And  hang  misfortunes  out  to  public  scorn. 

Ev’n  I,  whom  nature  cast  in  hideous  mold, 

Whom,  having  made,  she  trembled  to  behold, 
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Beneath  the  load  of  mimicry  may  groan, 

And  find  that  nature’s  errors  are  my  own. 

By  nature  formed  in  her  perversest  mood, 

With  no  one  requisite  of  art  endued, 

Next  Jackson  came.  —  Observe  that  settled  glare, 

Which  better  speaks  a  puppet  than  a  player : 

List  to  that  voice  —  did  ever  discord  hear 
Sounds  so  well  fitted  to  her  untuned  ear  ? 

When,  to  enforce  some  very  tender  part, 

The  right  hand  sleeps  by  instinct  on  the  heart, 

His  soul,  of  every  other  thought  bereft, 

Is  anxious  only  where  to  place  the  left ; 

He  sobs  and  pants  to  soothe  his  weeping  spouse, 

To  soothe  his  weeping  mother,  turns  and  bows. 

Awkward,  embarrassed,  stiff,  without  the  skill 
Of  moving  gracefully,  or  standing  still, 

One  leg,  as  if  suspicious  of  his  brother, 

Desirous  seems  to  run  away  from  th’  other. 

Arms  crossed,  brows  bent,  eyes  fixed,  feet  marching  slow, 
A  band  of  malcontents  with  spleen  o’erflow  ; 

Wrapt  in  conceit’s  impenetrable  fog, 

Which  pride,  like  Phoebus,  draws  from  ev’ry  bog, 

They  curse  the  managers,  and  curse  the  town, 

Whose  partial  favors  keep  such  merit  down. 

But  if  some  man,  more  hardy  than  the  rest, 

Should  dare  attack  these  gnatlings  in  their  nest ;  — 

At  once  they  rise  with  impotence  of  rage, 

Whet  their  small  stings,  and  buzz  about  the  stage. 

“  ’Tis  breach  of  privilege  !  —  Shall  any  dare 
To  arm  satiric  truth  against  a  player  ? 

Prescriptive  rights  we  plead  time  out  of  mind ; 

Actors,  unlashed  themselves,  may  lash  mankind.” 

What !  shall  opinion  then,  of  nature  free 
And  lib’ral  as  the  vagrant  air,  agree 
To  rust  in  chains  like  these,  imposed  by  things 
Which,  less  than  nothing,  ape  the  pride  of  kings  ? 

No  —  though  half-poets  with  half-players  join 
To  curse  the  freedom  of  each  honest  line ; 

Though  rage  and  malice  dim  their  faded  cheek ; 

What  the  muse  freely  thinks,  she’ll  freely  speak. 

With  just  disdain  of  ev’ry  paltry  sneer, 

Stranger  alike  to  flattery  and  fear, 

In  purpose  fixed,  and  to  herself  a  rule, 

Public  contempt  shall  wait  the  public  fool. 
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As  one  with  various  disappointments  sad, 
Whom  dullness  only  kept  from  being  mad, 

Apart  from  all  the  rest  great  Murphy  came  — 
Common  to  fools  and  wits,  the  rage  of  fame. 
What  though  the  sons  of  nonsense  hail  him  sire, 
Auditor,  Author,  Manager,  and  ’Squire, 

His  restless  soul’s  ambition  stops  not  there : 

To  make  his  triumphs  perfect,  dub  him  Player. 

In  person  tall,  a  figure  formed  to  please, 

If  symmetry  could  charm,  deprived  of  ease ; 
When  motionless  he  stands,  we  all  approve ; 
What  pity  ’tis  the  thing  was  made  to  move ! 

His  voice,  in  one  dull,  deep,  unvaried  sound, 
Seems  to  break  forth  from  caverns  under  ground. 
Prom  hollow  chest  the  low  sepulchral  note 
Unwilling  heaves,  and  struggles  in  his  throat. 

Could  authors  butchered  give  an  actor  grace, 
All  must  to  him  resign  the  foremost  place. 

When  he  attempts,  in  some  one  fav’rite  part, 

To  ape  the  feelings  of  a  manly  heart, 

His  honest  features  the  disguise  defy, 

And  his  face  loudly  gives  his  tongue  the  lie. 


Next  to  the  field  a  band  of  females  draw 
Their  force ;  for  Britain  owns  no  saliqne  law : 
Just  to  their  worth,  we  female  rights  admit, 

Nor  bar  their  claim  to  empire  or  to  wit. 

First,  giggling,  plotting  chambermaids  arrive, 
Hoydens  and  romps  led  on  by  Gen’ral  Clive. 

In  spite  of  outward  blemishes,  she  shone 
For  humor  famed,  and  humor  all  her  own. 

Easy,  as  if  at  home,  the  stage  she  trod, 

Nor  sought  the  critic’s  praise,  nor  feared  his  rod. 
Original  in  spirit  and  in  ease, 

She  pleased  by  hiding  all  attempts  to  please. 

No  comic  actress  ever  yet  could  raise, 

On  humor’s  base,  more  merit  or  more  praise. 

With  all  the  native  vigor  of  sixteen, 

Among  the  merry  troop  conspicuous  seen, 

See  lively  Pope  advance  in  jig  and  trip, 

Corinna,  Cherry,  Honeycomb,  and  Snip. 

Not  without  art,  but  yet  to  nature  true, 

She  charms  the  town  with  humor  just,  yet  new. 
Cheered  by  her  promise,  we  the  less  deplore 
The  fatal  time  when  Clive  shall  be  no  more. 
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Lo!  Vincent  comes  —  with  simple  grace  arrayed, 
She  laughs  at  paltry  arts,  and  scorns  parade. 

Nature  through  her  is  by  reflection  shown, 

Whilst  Gay  once  more  knows  Polly  for  his  own. 

Talk  not  to  me  of  diffidence  and  fear  — 

I  see  it  all,  but  must  forgive  it  here. 

Defects  like  these  which  modest  terrors  cause, 

From  impudence  itself  extort  applause. 

Candor  and  reason  still  take  virtue’s  part ; 

We  love  ev’n  foibles  in  so  good  an  heart. 

Let  Tommy  Arne,  with  usual  pomp  of  style, 
Whose  chief,  whose  only  merit’s  to  compile, 

Who  meanly  pilfering  here  and  there  a  bit, 

Deals  music  out  as  Murphy  deals  out  wit, 

Publish  proposals,  laws  for  taste  prescribe, 

And  chant  the  praise  of  an  Italian  tribe ; 

Let  him  reverse  kind  nature’s  first  decrees, 

And  teach  ev’n  Brent  a  method  not  to  please : 

But  never  shall  a  truly  British  age 
Bear  a  vile  race  of  eunuchs  on  the  stage. 

The  boasted  work’s  called  national  in  vain, 

If  one  Italian  voice  pollutes  the  strain. 

Where  tyrants  rule,  and  slaves  with  joy  obey, 

Let  slavish  minstrels  pour  the  enervate  lay  ; 

To  Britons  far  more  noble  pleasures  spring ; 

In  native  notes  whilst  Beard  and  Vincent  sing. 


Pritchard,  by  nature  for  the  stage  designed, 

In  person  graceful,  and  in  sense  refined ; 

Her  art  as  much  as  nature’s  friend  became, 

Her  voice  as  free  from  blemish  as  her  fame. 

Who  knows  so  well  in  majesty  to  please, 
Attempered  with  the  graceful  charms  of  ease? 

When  Congreve’s  favored  pantomime  to  grace, 
She  comes  a  captive  queen  of  Moorish  race ; 

When  love,  hate,  jealousy,  despair,  and  rage, 

With  wildest  tumults  in  her  breast  engage ; 

Still  equal  to  herself  is  Zara  seen  ; 

Her  passions  are  the  passions  of  a  queen. 

When  she  to  murder  whets  the  timorous  thane, 

I  feel  ambition  rush  through  ev’ry  vein ; 

Persuasion  hangs  upon  her  daring  tongue, 

My  heart  grows  flint,  and  ev’ry  nerve’s  new  strung. 

In  comedy  —  “Nay,  there,”  cries  critic,  “hold, 
Pritchard’s  for  comedy  too  fat  and  old. 
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Who  can,  with  patience,  bear  the  gray  coquette, 

Or  force  a  laugh  with  overgrown  Julett  ? 

Her  speech,  look,  action,  humor,  all  are  just, 

But  then,  her  age  and  figure  give  disgust.” 

Are  foibles,  then,  and  graces  of  the  mind, 

In  real  life,  to  size  or  age  confined? 

Do  spirits  flow,  and  is  good-breeding  placed 
In  any  set  circumference  of  waist? 

As  we  grow  old,  does  affectation  cease, 

Or  gives  not  age  new  vigor  to  caprice  ? 

If  in  originals  these  things  appear, 

Why  should  we  bar  them  in  the  copy  here  ? 

The  nice  punctilio-mongers  of  this  age, 

The  grand  minute  reformers  of  the  stage, 

Slaves  to  propriety  of  ev’ry  kind, 

Some  standard-measure  for  each  part  should  find 
Which  when  the  best  of  actors  shall  exceed, 

Let  it  devolve  to  one  of  smaller  breed. 

All  actors  too  upon  the  back  should  bear 
Certificate  of  birth  ;  —  time,  when ;  —  place,  where. 
For  how  can  critics  rightly  fix  their  worth, 

Unless  they  know  the  minute  of  their  birth  ? 

An  audience  too,  deceived,  may  find  too  late 
That  they  have  clapped  an  actor  out  of  date. 

Figure,  I  own,  at  first  may  give  offense, 

And  harshly  strike  the  eye’s  too  curious  sense. 

But  when  perfections  of  the  mind  break  forth, 
Humor’s  chaste  sallies,  judgment’s  solid  worth ; 
When  the  pure  genuine  flame,  by  nature  taught, 
Springs  into  sense,  and  ev’ry  action’s  thought ;  — 
Before  such  merit  all  objections  fly; 

Pritchard’s  genteel,  and  Garrick’s  six  feet  high. 


What  man,  like  Barry,  with  such  pains,  can  err 
In  elocution,  action,  character  ? 

What  man  could  give,  if  Barry  was  not  here, 

Such  well-applauded  tenderness  to  Lear  ? 

Who  else  can  speak  so  very,  very  fine, 

That  sense  may  kindly  end  with  ev’ry  line  ? 

Some  dozen  lines  before  the  ghost  is  there, 
Behold  him  for  the  solemn  scene  prepare. 

See  how  he  frames  his  eyes,  poises  each  limb, 

Puts  the  whole  body  into  proper  trim.  — 

From  whence  we  learn,  with  no  great  stretch  of  art, 
Five  lines  hence  comes  a  ghost,  and,  ha!  a  start. 
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When  he  appears  most  perfect,  still  we  find 
Something  which  jars  upon,  and  hurts  the  mind* 
Whatever  lights  upon  a  part  are  thrown, 

We  see  too  plainly  they  are  not  his  own. 

No  flame  from  nature  ever  yet  he  caught; 

Nor  knew  a  feeling  which  he  was  not  taught; 

He  raised  his  trophies  on  the  base  of  art, 

And  conned  his  passions,  as  he  conned  his  part. 

Quin,  from  afar,  lured  by  the  scent  of  fame, 

A  stage  Leviathan,  put  in  his  claim,  — 

Pupil  of  Betterton  and  Booth.  Alone, 

Sullen  he  walked,  and  deemed  the  chair  his  own. 

For  how  should  moderns,  mushrooms  of  the  day, 

Who  ne’er  those  masters  knew,  know  how  to  play  ? 
Gray-bearded  vet’rans,  who,  with  partial  tongue, 
Extol  the  times  when  they  themselves  were  young; 
Who  having  lost  all  relish  for  the  stage, 

See  not  their  own  defects,  but  lash  the  age. 

Received  with  joyful  murmurs  of  applause, 

Their  darling  chief,  and  lined  his  favorite  cause. 

Speech !  Is  that  all  ?  —  And  shall  an  actor  found 
An  universal  fame  on  partial  ground  ? 

Parrots  themselves  speak  properly  by  rote, 

And,  in  six  months,  my  dog  shall  howl  by  note. 

I  laugh  at  those,  who,  when  the  stage  they  tread, 
Neglect  the  heart  to  compliment  the  head; 

With  strict  propriety  their  care’s  confined 
To  weigh  out  words,  while  passion  halts  behind. 

To  syllable-directors  they  appeal, 

Allow  them  accent,  cadence,  —  fools  may  feel ; 

But,  spite  of  all  the  criticising  elves, 

Those  who  would  make  us  feel,  must  feel  themselves, 
His  eyes,  in  gloomy  socket  taught  to  roll, 
Proclaimed  the  sullen  habit  of  his  soul. 

Heavy  and  phlegmatic  he  trod  the  stage, 

Too  proud  for  tenderness,  too  dull  for  rage. 

When  Hector’s  lovely  widow  shines  in  tears, 

Or  Rowe’s  gay  rake  dependent  virtue  jeers, 

With  the  same  cast  of  features  he  is  seen 
To  chide  the  libertine  and  court  the  queen. 

From  the  tame  scene,  which  without  passion  flows, 
With  just  desert  his  reputation  rose ; 

Nor  less  he  pleased,  when,  on  some  surly  plan, 

He  was,  at  once,  the  actor  and  the  man. 
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Last  Garrick  came.  —  Behind  him  throng  a  train 
Of  snarling  critics,  ignorant  as  vain. 

One  finds  out,  — -  “  He’s  of  stature  somewhat  low,  •— 
Your  hero  always  should  be  tall,  you  know.  — 

True  nat’ral  greatness  all  consists  in  height.” 

Produce  your  voucher,  critic.  —  “  Sergeant  Kite.” 

Another  can’t  forgive  the  paltry  arts 
By  which  he  makes  his  way  to  shallow  hearts ; 

Mere  pieces  of  finesse,  traps  for  applause  — 
w  Avaunt,  unnat’ral  start,  affected  pause.” 

Let  wits,  like  spiders,  from  the  tortured  brain 
Fine-draw  the  critic-web  with  curious  pain ; 

The  gods  —  a  kindness  I  with  thanks  must  pay  — 

Have  formed  me  of  a  coarser  kind  of  clay ; 

Nor  stung  with  envy,  nor  with  spleen  diseased, 

A  poor  dull  creature,  still  with  nature  pleased ; 

Hence  to  thy  praises,  Garrick,  I  agree, 

And,  pleased  with  nature,  must  be  pleased  with  thee. 

Now  might  I  tell  how  silence  reigned  throughout, 
And  deep  attention  hushed  the  rabble  rout ! 

How  ev’ry  claimant,  tortured  with  desire, 

Was  pale  as  ashes,  or  as  red  as  fire : 

But,  loose  to  fame,  the  muse  more  simply  acts, 

Bejects  all  flourish,  and  relates  mere  facts. 

The  judges,  as  the  several  parties  came, 

With  temper  heard,  with  judgment  weighed  each  claim, 
And,  in  their  sentence  happily  agreed, 

In  name  of  both,  great  Shakespeare  thus  decreed :  — 

“  If  manly  sense ;  if  nature  linked  with  art 
If  thorough  knowledge  of  the  human  heart  j 
If  pow’rs  of  acting  vast  and  unconfined ; 

If  fewest  faults  with  greatest  beauties  joined  ; 

If  strong  expression,  and  strange  pow’rs  which  lie 
Within  the  magic  circle  of  the  eye ; 

If  feelings  which  few  hearts,  like  his,  can  know, 

And  which  no  face  so  well  as  his  can  show ; 

Deserve  the  pref’rence ;  —  Garrick,  take  the  chair  j 
Nor  quit  it — till  thou  place  an  equal  there.” 
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By  william  falconer. 


[William  Falconer  was  born  at  Edinburgh  in  1732,  son  of  a  poor  shop¬ 
keeper,  and  was  sent  to  sea  after  a  scanty  schooling  ;  at  eighteen  his  ship  was 
wrecked  off  Cape  Colonna,  and  he  was  one  of  three  saved.  On  his  return  he 
wrote  some  short  poems,  but  remained  a  seaman.  In  1762  he  published  the  first 
edition  of  “The  Shipwreck,”  describing  his  own  experiences  and  still  justly 
remembered;  in  1764  a  second,  much  enlarged,  and  a  satire,  “The  Dema¬ 
gogue,”  against  Wilkes  and  Churchill;  in  1769  a  valuable  “Marine  Diction¬ 
ary,”  and  a  third  edition  of  “The  Shipwreck.”  The  same  year  he  sailed  for 
India,  but  the  ship  was  never  heard  of  after  leaving  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope, 
December  27.] 


In  vain  the  cords  and  axes  were  prepared, 

For  every  wave  now  smites  the  quivering  yard; 
High  o’er  the  ship  they  throw  a  dreadful  shade, 
Then  on  her  burst  in  terrible  cascade ; 

Across  the  foundered  deck  o’erwhelming  roar, 

And  foaming,  swelling,  bound  upon  the  shore. 

Swift  up  the  mountain  billow  now  she  flies, 

Her  shattered  top  half  buried  in  the  skies ; 

Borne  o’er  a  latent  reef  the  hull  impends, 

Then  thundering  on  the  marble  crag  descends : 

Her  ponderous  bulk  the  dire  concussion  feels, 

And  o’er  upheaving  surges  wounded  reels  — 

Again  she  plunges  !  hark  !  a  second  shock 
Bilges  the  splitting  vessel  on  the  rock  — 

Down  on  the  vale  of  death,  with  dismal  cries, 

The  fated  victims  shuddering  cast  their  eyes 
In  wild  despair ;  while  yet  another  stroke 
With  strong  convulsion  rends  the  solid  oak ; 

Ah,  Heaven  !  —  behold  her  crashing  ribs  divide, 

She  loosens,  parts,  and  spreads  in  ruin  o’er  the  tide. 

As  o’er  the  surf  the  bending  mainmast  hung, 
Still  on  the  rigging  thirty  seamen  clung: 

Some  on  a  broken  crag  were  struggling  cast, 

And  there  by  oozy  tangles  grappled  fast ; 

Awhile  they  bore  the  o’erwhelming  billows’  rage, 
Unequal  combat  with  their  fate  to  wage  ; 

Till  all  benumbed,  and  feeble,  they  forego 
Their  slippery  hold,  and  sink  to  shades  below : 
Some,  from  the  main  yardarm  impetuous  thrown 
On  marble  ridges,  die  without  a  groan : 
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Three  with  Palemon  on  their  skill  depend, 

And  from  the  wreck  on  oars  and  rafts  descend ; 
Now  on  the  mountain-wave  on  high  they  ride, 

Then  downward  plunge  beneath  the  involving  tide ; 
Till  one,  who  seems  in  agony  to  strive, 

The  whirling  breakers  heave  on  shore  alive : 

The  rest  a  speedier  end  of  anguish  knew, 

And  pressed  the  stony  beach  —  a  lifeless  crew  ! 

Next,  0  unhappy  chief !  the  eternal  doom 
Of  Heaven  decreed  thee  to  the  briny  tomb : 

What  scenes  of  misery  torment  thy  view  ! 

What  painful  struggles  of  thy  dying  crew  ! 

Thy  perished  hopes  all  buried  in  the  flood 
O’erspread  with  corses  !  red  with  human  blood  ! 

So  pierced  with  anguish  hoary  Priam  gazed, 

When  Troy’s  imperial  domes  in  ruin  blazed ; 

While  he,  severest  sorrow  doomed  to  feel, 

Expired  beneath  the  victor’s  murdering  steel.  — ■ 
Thus  with  his  helpless  partners  to  the  last, 

Sad  refuge !  Albert  grasps  the  floating  mast. 

His  soul  could  yet  sustain  this  mortal  blow, 

But  droops,  alas  !  beneath  superior  woe ; 

Eor  now  strong  nature’s  sympathetic  chain 
Tugs  at  his  yearning  heart  with  powerful  strain; 
His  faithful  wife,  forever  doomed  to  mourn 
Eor  him,  alas !  who  never  shall  return ; 

To  black  adversity’s  approach  exposed, 

With  want,  and  hardships  unforeseen,  inclosed ; 

His  lovely  daughter,  left  without  a  friend 
Her  innocence  to  succor  and  defend, 

By  youth  and  indigence  set  forth  a  prey 
To  lawless  guilt,  that  flatters  to  betray  — 

While  these  reflections  rack  his  feeling  mind, 
Rodmond,  who  hung  beside,  his  grasp  resigned ; 
And,  as  the  tumbling  waters  o’er  him  rolled, 

His  outstretched  arms  the  master’s  legs  enfold : 

Sad  Albert  feels  their  dissolution  near, 

And  strives  in  vain  his  fettered  limbs  to  clear, 

Eor  death  bids  every  clenching  joint  adhere : 

All  faint,  to  Heaven  he  throws  his  dying  eyes, 

And,  “Oh,  protect  my  wife  and  child !  ”  he  cries.  — 
The  gushing  streams  roll  back  the  unfinished  sound, 
He  gasps  !  and  sinks  amid  the  vast  profound. 

Five  only  left  of  all  the  shipwrecked  throng 
Yet  ride  the  mast  which  shoreward  drives  along 
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With  these  Arion  still  his  hold  secures, 

And  all  assaults  of  hostile  waves  endures : 

O’er  the  dire  prospect  as  for  life  he  strives. 

He  looks  if  poor  Palemon  yet  survives  — 

“Ah,  wherefore,  trusting  to  unequal  art, 

Didst  thou,  incautious  !  from  the  wreck  depart  ? 
Alas  !  these  rocks  all  human  skill  defy ; 

Who  strikes  them  once,  beyond  relief  must  die : 
And  now  sore  wounded,  thou  perhaps  art  tost 
On  these,  or  in  some  oozy  cavern  lost.” 

Thus  thought  Arion,  anxious  gazing  round 
In  vain,  his  eyes  no  more  Palemon  found  — 

The  demons  of  destruction  hover  nigh, 

And  thick  their  mortal  shafts  commissioned  fly : 
When  now  a  breaking  surge,  with  forceful  sway, 
Two,  next  Arion,  furious  tears  away ; 

Hurled  on  the  crags,  behold  they  gasp,  they  bleed  t 
And  groaning,  cling  upon  the  elusive  weed ; 
Another  billow  bursts  in  boundless  roar  ! 

Arion  sinks  !  and  memory  views  no  more. 

Ha !  total  night  and  horror  here  preside, 

My  stunned  ear  tingles  to  the  whizzing  tide ; 

It  is  their  funeral  knell !  and  gliding  near 
Methinks  the  phantoms  of  the  dead  appear ! 

But  lo !  emerging  from  the  watery  grave 
Again  they  float  incumbent  on  the  wave, 

Again  the  dismal  prospect  opens  round, — 

The  wreck,  the  shore,  the  dying  and  the  drowned ! 
And  see  !  enfeebled  by  repeated  shocks, 

Those  two,  who  scramble  on  the  adjacent  rocks, 
Their  faithless  hold  no  longer  can  retain. 

They  sink  o’er  whelmed  !  and  never  rise  again. 

Two  with  Arion  yet  the  mast  upbore, 

That  now  above  the  ridges  reached  the  shore ; 

Still  trembling  to  descend,  they  downward  gaze 
With  horror  pale,  and  torpid  with  amaze : 

The  floods  recoil !  the  ground  appears  below ! 

And  life’s  faint  embers  now  rekindling  glow : 
Awhile  they  wait  the  exhausted  waves’  retreat, 
Then  climb  slow  up  the  beach  with  hands  and  feet. 
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A  POEM  OF  OSSIAN. 

By  JAMES  MACPHERSON. 

[James  Macpherson,  the  alleged  translator  of  the  Ossianic  poems,  was  bom 
at  Ruthven,  in  Inverness,  in  1738.  In  1760,  while  a  schoolmaster  in  his  native 
village,  he  published  some  fragments  of  Gaelic  verse  with  translations.  These 
excited  so  much  interest  that  a  subscription  was  formed  to  enable  the  author  to 
discover  more  of  these  poems.  The  result  was  the  appearance,  in  1762,  of  the 
so-called  “Poems  of  Ossian,1’  consisting  of  the  epics,  “  Fingal  ”  and  “Temora.” 
The  controversy  which  at  once  arose  as  to  their  genuineness  (as  Gaelic  remains) 
has  not  yet  been  settled,  though  opinion  is  generally  against  Macpherson.  He 
was  secretary  to  the  governor  general  of  Florida  (1764);  sat  for  a  number  of 
years  in  Parliament  ;  and  died  in  1796.  At  his  own  request  and  expense  he 
was  buried  in  Westminster  Abbey.] 

Lathmon. 

Selma,  thy  halls  are  silent.  There  is  no  sound  in  the 
woods  of  Morven.  The  wave  tumbles  alone  on  the  coast. 
The  silent  beam  of  the  sun  is  on  the  field.  The  daughters  of 
Morven  come  forth,  like  the  bow  of  the  shower  ;  they  look 
towards  green  Erin  for  the  white  sails  of  the  king.  He  had 
promised  to  return,  but  the  winds  of  the  north  arose  ! 

Who  pours  from  the  eastern  hill,  like  a  stream  of  dark¬ 
ness?  It  is  the  host  of  Lathmon.  He  has  heard  of  the  absence 
of  Fingal.  He  trusts  in  the  wind  of  the  north.  His  soul 
brightens  with  joy.  Why  dost  thou  come,  O  Lathmon?  The 
mighty  are  not  in  Selma.  Why  comest  thou  with  thy  forward 
spear?  Will  the  daughters  of  Morven  fight?  But  stop,  O 
mighty  stream,  in  thy  course  !  Does  not  Lathmon  behold 
these  sails  ?  Why  dost  thou  vanish,  Lathmon,  like  the  mist 
of  the  lake?  But  the  squally  storm  is  behind  thee  ;  Fingal 
pursues  thy  steps  ! 

The  king  of  Morven  had  started  from  sleep,  as  we  rolled  on 
the  dark  blue  wave.  He  stretched  his  hand  to  his  spear,  his 
heroes  rose  around.  We  knew  that  he  had  seen  his  fathers, 
for  they  often  descended  to  his  dreams,  when  the  sword  of  the 
foe  rose  over  the  land,  and  the  battle  darkened  before  us. 
“  Whither  hast  thou  fled,  O  wind  !  ”  said  the  king  of  Morven. 
“  Dost  thou  rustle  in  the  chambers  of  the  south,  pursuest  thou 
the  shower  in  other  lands?  Why  dost  thou  not  come  to  my 
sails  ?  to  the  blue  face  of  my  seas  ?  The  foe  is  in  the  land  of 
Morven,  and  the  king  is  absent  far.  But  let  each  bind  on  his 
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mail,  and  each  assume  his  shield.  Stretch  every  spear  over 
the  wave  ;  let  every  sword  be  unsheathed.  Lathmon  is  before 
us  with  his  host :  he  that  fled  from  Fingal  on  the  plains  of 
Lona.  But  he  returns,  like  a  collected  stream,  and  his  roar  is 
between  our  hills.” 

Such  were  the  words  of  Fingal.  We  rushed  into  Carmona’s 
bay.  Ossian  ascended  the  hill :  he  thrice  struck  his  bossy 
shield.  The  rock  of  Morven  replied  :  the  bounding  roes  came 
forth.  The  foe  was  troubled  in  my  presence  :  he  collected  his 
darkened  host.  I  stood,  like  a  cloud  on  the  hill,  rejoicing  in 
the  arms  of  my  youth. 

Morni  sat  beneath  a  tree,  at  the  roaring  waters  of  Strumon  : 
his  locks  of  age  are  gray :  he  leans  forward  on  his  staff ;  young 
Gaul  is  near  the  hero,  hearing  the  battles  of  his  father.  Often 
did  he  rise,  in  the  fire  of  his  soul,  at  the  mighty  deeds  of 
Morni.  The  aged  heard  the  sound  of  Ossian’s  shield :  he 
knew  the  sign  of  war.  He  started  at  once  from  his  place. 
His  gray  hair  parted  on  his  back.  He  remembered  the  deeds 
of  other  years. 

“  My  son,”  he  said  to  fair-haired  Gaul,  “  I  hear  the  sound 
of  war.  The  king  of  Morven  is  returned,  his  signals  are  spread 
on  the  wind.  Go  to  the  halls  of  Strumon  ;  bring  his  arms  to 
Morni.  Bring  the  shield  of  my  father’s  latter  years,  for  my 
arm  begins  to  fail.  Take  thou  thy  armor,  O  Gaul !  and  rush  to 
the  first  of  thy  battles.  Let  thine  arm  reach  to  the  renown  of 
thy  fathers.  Be  thy  course  in  the  field,  like  the  eagle’s  wing. 
Why  shouldst  thou  fear  death,  my  son  ?  the  valiant  fall  with 
fame  ;  their  shields  turn  the  dark  stream  of  danger  away ; 
renown  dwells  on  their  aged  hairs.  Dost  thou  not  see,  O 
Gaul !  how  the  steps  of  my  age  are  honored  ?  Morni  moves 
forth,  and  the  young  meet  him  with  awe,  and  turn  their  eyes, 
with  silent  joy,  on  his  course.  But  I  never  fled  from  danger, 
my  son  !  my  sword  lightened  through  the  darkness  of  war. 
The  stranger  melted  before  me ;  the  mighty  were  blasted  in 
my  presence.” 

Gaul  brought  the  arms  to  Morni :  the  aged  warrior  is  cov¬ 
ered  with  steel.  He  took  the  spear  in  his  hand,  which  was 
stained  with  the  blood  of  the  valiant.  He  came  towards  Fin¬ 
gal,  his  son  attended  his  steps.  The  son  of  Comhal  arose 
before  him  with  joy,  when  he  came  in  his  locks  of  age. 

“  Chief  of  roaring  Strumon  !  ”  said  the  rising  soul  of  Fin¬ 
gal,  “  do  I  behold  thee  in  arms,  after  thy  strength  has  failed  ? 
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Often  has  Morni  shone  in  fight,  like  the  beam  of  the  ascending 
sun  ;  when  he  disperses  the  storms  of  the  hill,  and  brings  peace 
to  the  glittering  fields.  But  why  didst  thou  not  rest  in  thine 
age?  Thy  renown  is  in  the  song.  The  people  behold  thee, 
and  bless  the  departure  of  mighty  Morni.  Why  didst  thou 
not  rest  in  thine  age  ?  The  foe  will  vanish  before  Fingal  !  ” 

“  Son  of  Comhal,”  replied  the  chief,  “  the  strength  of 
Morni’s  arm  has  failed.  I  attempt  to  draw  the  sword  of  my 
youth,  but  it  remains  in  its  place.  I  throw  the  spear,  but  it 
falls  short  of  the  mark.  I  feel  the  weight  of  my  shield.  We 
decay  like  the  grass  of  the  hill  :  our  strength  returns  no  more. 
I  have  a  son,  O  Fingal !  his  soul  has  delighted  in  Morni’s 
deeds  ;  but  his  sword  has  not  been  lifted  against  a  foe,  neither 
has  his  fame  begun.  I  come  with  him  to  war;  to  direct  his 
arm  in  fight.  His  renown  will  be  a  light  to  my  soul,  in  the 
dark  hour  of  my  departure.  O  that  the  name  of  Morni  were 
forgot  among  the  people  !  that  the  heroes  would  only  say, 
‘  Behold  the  father  of  Gaul !  ’  ” 

“  King  of  Strumon,”  Fingal  replied,  “  Gaul  shall  lift  the 
sword  in  fight.  But  he  shall  lift  it  before  Fingal;  my  arm 
shall  defend  his  youth.  But  rest  thou  in  the  halls  of  Selma, 
and  hear  of  our  renown.  Bid  the  harp  to  be  strung,  and  the 
voice  of  the  bard  to  arise,  that  those  who  fall  may  rejoice  in 
their  fame  ;  and  the  soul  of  Morni  brighten  with  joy.  Ossian! 
thou  hast  fought  in  battles :  the  blood  of  strangers  is  on  thy 
spear  :  thy  course  be  with  Gaul,  in  the  strife  ;  but  depart  not 
from  the  side  of  Fingal !  lest  the  foe  should  find  you  alone, 
and  your  fame  fail  in  my  presence. 

“  I  saw  Gaul  in  his  arms  ;  my  soul  was  mixed  with  his. 
The  fire  of  the  battle  was  in  his  eyes  !  he  looked  to  the  foe 
with  joy.  We  spoke  the  words  of  friendship  in  secret;  the 
lightning  of  our  swords  poured  together ;  for  we  drew  them 
behind  the  wood,  and  tried  the  strength  of  our  arms  on  the 
empty  air.” 

Night  came  down  on  Morven.  Fingal  sat  at  the  beam  of 
the  oak.  Morni  sat  by  his  side  with  all  his  gray  waving  locks. 
Their  words  were  of  other  times,  of  the  mighty  deeds  of  their 
fathers.  Three  bards,  at  times,  touched  the  harp  :  Ullin  was 
near  with  his  song.  He  sung  of  the  mighty  Comhal ;  but 
darkness  gathered  on  Morni’s  brow.  He  rolled  his  red  eye  on 
Ullin  :  at  once  ceased  the  song  of  the  bard.  Fingal  observed 
the  aged  hero,  and  he  mildly  spoke.  “  Chief  of  Strumon,  why 
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that  darkness  ?  Let  the  days  of  other  years  be  forgot.  Our 
fathers  contended  in  war,  but  we  meet  together  at  the  feast. 
Our  swords  are  turned  on  the  foe  of  our  land  :  he  melts  before 
us  on  the  field.  Let  the  days  of  our  fathers  be  forgot,  hero  of 
mossy  Strumon  !  ” 

“  King  of  Morven,”  replied  the  chief,  “  I  remember  thy 
father  with  joy.  He  was  terrible  in  battle ;  the  rage  of  the 
chief  was  deadly.  My  eyes  were  full  of  tears,  when  the  king 
of  heroes  fell.  The  valiant  fall,  O  Fingal !  the  feeble  remain 
on  the  hills !  How  many  heroes  have  passed  away,  in  the  days 
of  Morni !  Yet  I  did  not  shun  the  battle  ;  neither  did  I  fly 
from  the  strife  of  the  valiant.  Now  let  the  friends  of  Fingal 
rest ;  for  the  night  is  around  ;  that  they  may  rise,  with 
strength,  to  battle  against  car-borne  Lathmon.  I  hear  the 
sound  of  his  host,  like  thunder  moving  on  the  hills.  Ossian  ! 
and  fair-haired  Gaul  !  ye  are  young  and  swift  in  the  race. 
Observe  the  foes  of  Fingal  from  that  woody  hill.  But  approach 
them  not,  your  fathers  are  not  near  to  shield  you.  Let  not 
your  fame  fall  at  once.  The  valor  of  youth  may  fail  !  ” 

We  heard  the  words  of  the  chief  with  joy.  We  moved  in 
the  clang  of  our  arms.  Our  steps  are  on  the  woody  hill. 
Heaven  burns  with  all  its  stars.  The  meteors  of  death  fly 
over  the  field.  The  distant  noise  of  the  foe  reached  our  ears. 
It  was  then  Gaul  spoke,  in  his  valor  :  his  hand  half-unsheathed 
the  sword. 

“Son  of  Fingal  !  ”  he  said,  “why  burns  the  soul  of  Gaul? 
My  heart  beats  high.  My  steps  are  disordered  ;  my  hand 
trembles  on  my  sword.  When  I  look  towards  the  foe,  my  soul 
lightens  before  me.  I  see  their  sleeping  host.  Tremble  thus 
the  souls  of  the  valiant  in  battles  of  the  spear  ?  How  would 
the  soul  of  Morni  rise  if  we  should  rush  on  the  foe !  Our 
renown  would  grow  in  song  ;  our  steps  would  be  stately  in  the 
eyes  of  the  brave.” 

“  Son  of  Morni,”  I  replied,  “  my  soul  delights  in  war.  I 
delight  to  shine  in  battle  alone,  to  give  my  name  to  the  bards. 
But  what  if  the  foe  should  prevail ;  can  I  behold  the  eyes  of 
the  king  ?  They  are  terrible  in  his  displeasure,  and  like  the 
flames  of  death.  But  I  will  not  behold  them  in  his  wrath  ! 
Ossian  shall  prevail  or  fall.  But  shall  the  fame  of  the  van¬ 
quished  rise?  They  pass  like  a  shade  away.  But  the  fame  of 
Ossian  shall  rise  !  His  deeds  shall  be  like  his  father’s.  Let 
us  rush  in  our  arms ;  son  of  Morni,  let  us  rush  to  fight.  Gaul 
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if  thou  shouldst  return,  go  to  Selma’s  lofty  hall.  Tell  to 
Everallin  that  I  fell  with  fame  ;  carry  this  sword  to  Branno’s 
daughter.  Let  her  give  it  to  Oscar,  when  the  years  of  his 
youth  shall  arise.” 

“Son  of  Fingal,”  Gaul  replied  with  a  sigh,  “shall  I  return 
after  Ossian  is  low  ?  What  would  my  father  say,  what  Fingal, 
the  king  of  men  ?  The  feeble  would  turn  their  eyes  and  say, 
‘  Behold  Gaul,  who  left  his  friend  in  his  blood  !  ’  Ye  shall  not 
behold  me,  ye  feeble,  but  in  the  midst  of  my  renown !  Ossian, 
I  have  heard  from  my  father  the  mighty  deeds  of  heroes ;  their 
mighty  deeds  when  alone;  for  the  soul  increases  in  danger.” 

“  Son  of  Morni,”  I  replied,  and  strode  before  him  on  the 
heath,  “  our  fathers  shall  praise  our  valor  when  they  mourn  our 
fall.  A  beam  of  gladness  shall  rise  on  their  souls,  when  their 
eyes  are  full  of  tears.  They  will  say,  ‘  Our  sons  have  not  fallen 
unknown  :  they  spread  death  around  them.’  But  why  should 
we  think  of  the  narrow  house  ?  The  sword  defends  the  brave. 
But  death  pursues  the  flight  of  the  feeble  ;  their  renown  is 
never  heard.” 

We  rushed  forward  through  night;  we  came  to  the  roar  of 
a  stream,  which  bent  its  blue  course  round  the  foe,  through 
trees  that  echoed  to  its  sound.  We  came  to  the  bank  of  the 
stream,  and  saw  the  sleeping  host.  Their  fires  were  decayed 
on  the  plain ;  the  lonely  steps  of  their  scouts  were  distant  far. 
I  stretched  my  spear  before  me  to  support  my  steps  over  the 
stream.  But  Gaul  took  my  hand,  and  spoke  the  words  of  the 
brave.  “Shall  the  son  of  Fingal  rush  on  the  sleeping  foe? 
Shall  he  come  like  a  blast  by  night,  when  it  overturns  the 
young  trees  in  secret?  Fingal  did  not  thus  receive  his  fame, 
nor  dwells  renown  on  the  gray  hairs  of  Morni,  for  actions 
like  these.  Strike,  Ossian,  strike  the  shield,  and  let  their 
thousands  rise  !  Let  them  meet  Gaul  in  his  first  battle,  that 
he  may  try  the  strength  of  his  arm.” 

My  soul  rejoiced  over  the  warrior  :  my  bursting  tears  came 
down.  “  And  the  foe  shall  meet  thee,  Gaul !  ”  I  said  :  “  the 
fame  of  Morni’s  son  shall  arise.  But  rush  not  too  far,  my  hero  : 
let  the  gleam  of  thy  steel  be  near  to  Ossian.  Let  our  hands 
join  in  slaughter.  Gaul,  dost  thou  not  behold  that  rock  ?  Its 
gray  side  dimly  gleams  to  the  stars.  Should  the  foe  prevail, 
let  our  back  be  towards  the  rock.  Then  shall  they  fear  to 
approach  our  spears,  for  death  is  in  our  hands  !  ” 

I  struck  thrice  my  echoing  shield.  The  starting  foe  arose. 
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We  rushed  on  in  the  sound  of  our  arms.  Their  crowded  steps 
fly  over  the  heath.  They  thought  that  the  mighty  Fingal  was 
come.  The  strength  of  their  arms  withered  away.  The 
sound  of  their  flight  was  like  that  of  flame,  when  it  rushes 
through  the  blasted  groves.  It  was  then  the  spear  of  Gaul 
flew  in  its  strength  ;  it  was  then  his  sword  arose.  Cremor 
fell,  and  mighty  Leth.  Dunthormo  struggled  in  his  blood. 
The  steel  rushed  through  Crotho’s  side,  as  bent,  he  rose  on  his 
spear  ;  the  black  stream  poured  from  the  wound,  and  hissed  on 
the  half-extinguished  oak.  Cathmin  saw  the  steps  of  the  hero 
behind  him,  he  ascended  a  blasted  tree  ;  but  the  spear  pierced 
him  from  behind.  Shrieking,  panting,  he  fell.  Moss  and 
withered  branches  pursue  his  fall,  and  strew  the  blue  arms  of 
Gaul. 

Such  were  thy  deeds,  son  of  Morni,  in  the  first  of  thy  battles. 
Nor  slept  the  sword  by  thy  side,  thou  last  of  Fingal’s  race  ! 
Ossian  rushed  forward  in  his  strength ;  the  people  fell  before 
him  ;  as  the  grass  by  the  staff  of  the  boy,  when  he  whistles 
along  the  field,  and  the  gray  beard  of  the  thistle  falls.  But 
careless  the  youth  moves  on  ;  his  steps  are  towards  the  desert. 
Gray  morning  rose  around  us ;  the  winding  streams  are  br  ight 
along  the  heath.  The  foe  gathered  on  a  hill ;  and  the  rage 
of  Lathmon  rose.  He  bent  the  red  eye  of  his  wrath  :  he  is 
silent  in  his  rising  grief.  Fie  often  struck  his  bossy  shield ; 
and  his  steps  are  unequal  on  the  heath.  I  saw  the  distant 
darkness  of  the  hero,  and  I  spoke  to  Morni’s  son. 

“  Car-borne  chief  of  Strumon,  dost  thou  behold  the  foe  ? 
They  gather  on  the  hill  in  their  wrath.  Let  our  steps  be 
towards  the  king.  He  shall  rise  in  his  strength,  and  the 
host  of  Lathmon  vanish.  Our  fame  is  around  us,  warrior, 
the  eyes  of  the  aged  will  rejoice.  But  let  us  fly,  son  of 
Morni,  Lathmon  descends  the  hill.”  “Then  let  our  steps  be 
slow,”  replied  the  fair-haired  Gaul ;  “  lest  the  foe  say,  with  a 
smile,  ‘  Behold  the  warriors  of  night.  They  are,  like  ghosts, 
terrible  in  darkness  ;  they  melt  away  before  the  beam  of  the 
east.’  Ossian,  take  the  shield  of  Gormar,  who  fell  beneath  thy 
spear.  The  aged  heroes  will  rejoice  beholding  the  deeds  of 
their  sons.” 

Such  were  our  words  on  the  plain,  when  Sulmath  came  to 
car-borne  Lathmon  :  Sulmath,  chief  of  Dutha  at  the  dark-roll¬ 
ing  stream  of  Duvranna.  “  Why  dost  thou  not  rush,  son  of 
Nuath,  with  a  thousand  of  thy  heroes  ?  Why  dost  thou  not 
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descend  with  thy  host,  before  the  warriors  fly  ?  Their  blue 
arms  are  beaming  to  the  rising  light,  and  their  steps  are  before 
us  on  the  heath  !  ” 

“  Son  of  the  feeble  hand,”  said  Lathmon,  “  shall  my  host 
descend  !  They  are  but  two,  son  of  Dutha  !  shall  a  thousand 
lift  their  steel !  Nuath  would  mourn,  in  his  hall,  for  the  depar¬ 
ture  of  his  fame.  His  eyes  would  turn  from  Lathmon,  when 
the  tread  of  his  feet  approached.  Go  thou  to  the  heroes,  chief 
of  Dutha  !  I  behold  the  stately  steps  of  Ossian.  His  fame  is 
worthy  of  my  steel !  let  us  contend  in  fight.” 

The  noble  Sulmath  came.  I  rejoiced  in  the  words  of  the 
king.  I  raised  the  shield  on  my  arm  ;  Gaul  placed  in  my  hand 
the  sword  of  Morni.  We  returned  to  the  murmuring  stream; 
Lathmon  came  down  in  his  strength.  His  dark  host  rolled, 
like  clouds,  behind  him  :  but  the  son  of  Nuath  was  bright  in 
his  steel ! 

“  Son  of  Fingal,”  said  the  hero,  “  thy  fame  has  grown  on  our 
fall.  How  many  lie  there  of  my  people  by  thy  hand,  thou  king 
of  men  !  Lift  now  thy  spear  against  Lathmon  ;  lay  the  son  of 
Nuath  low !  Lay  him  low  among  his  warriors,  or  thou  thyself 
must  fall !  It  shall  never  be  told  in  my  halls  that  my  people 
fell  in  my  presence ;  that  they  fell  in  the  presence  of  Lathmon 
when  his  sword  rested  by  his  side :  the  blue  eyes  of  Cutha 
would  roll  in  tears ;  her  steps  be  lonely  in  the  vales  of  Dun- 
lathmon  !  ” 

“  Neither  shall  it  be  told,”  I  replied,  “  that  the  son  of  Fingal 
fled.  Were  his  steps  covered  with  darkness,  yet  would  not 
Ossian  fly  !  his  soul  would  meet  him  and  say,  ‘  Does  the  bard 
of  Selma  fear  the  foe?’  No;  he  does  not  fear  the  foe.  His 
joy  is  in  the  midst  of  battle  !  ” 

Lathmon  came  on  with  his  spear.  He  pierced  the  shield  of 
Ossian.  I  felt  the  cold  steel  by  my  side.  I  drew  the  sword  of 
Morni.  I  cut  the  spear  in  twain.  The  bright  point  fell  glit¬ 
tering  on  earth.  The  son  of  Nuath  burnt  in  his  wrath.  He 
lifted  high  his  sounding  shield.  His  dark  eyes  rolled  above  it, 
as  bending  forward,  it  shone  like  a  gate  of  brass  !  But  Ossian’s 
spear  pierced  the  brightness  of  its  bosses,  and  sunk  in  a  tree 
that  rose  behind.  The  shield  hung  on  the  quivering  lance  ; 
but  Lathmon  still  advanced !  Gaul  foresaw  the  fall  of  the 
chief.  He  stretched  his  buckler  before  my  sword;  when  it 
descended,  in  a  stream  of  light,  over  the  king  of  Dunlathmon  ! 

Lathmon  beheld  the  son  of  Morni.  The  tear  started  from 
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his  eye.  He  threw  the  sword  of  his  fathers  on  earth,  and  spoke 
the  words  of  the  brave.  “  Why  should  Lathmon  fight  against 
the  first  of  men?  Your  souls  are  beams  from  heaven;  your 
swords  the  flames  of  death !  Who  can  equal  the  renown  of 
the  heroes,  whose  deeds  are  so  great  in  youth  !  O  that  ye 
were  in  the  halls  of  Nuath,  in  the  green  dwelling  of  Lathmon! 
then  would  my  father  say  that  his  son  did  not  yield  to  the 
weak  :  But  who  comes,  a  mighty  stream,  along  the  echoing 
heath?  the  little  hills  are  troubled  before  him;  a  thousand 
ghosts  are  on  the  beams  of  his  steel ;  the  ghosts  of  those 
who  are  to  fall  by  the  arm  of  the  king  of  resounding  Mor- 
ven.  Happy  art  thou,  O  Fingal,  thy  sons  shall  fight  thy 
wars  !  They  go  forth  before  thee ;  they  return  with  the  steps 
of  their  renown  !  ” 

Fingal  came,  in  his  mildness,  rejoicing  in  secret  over  the 
deeds  of  his  son.  Morni’s  face  brightened  with  gladness ;  his 
aged  eyes  look  faintly  through  tears  of  joy.  We  came  to  the 
halls  of  Selma.  We  sat  around  the  feast  of  shells.  The  maids 
of  song  came  into  our  presence,  and  the  mildly  blushing  Ever- 
allin  !  Her  hair  spreads  on  her  neck  of  snow,  her  eye  rolls  in 
secret  on  Ossian.  She  touched  the  harp  of  music ;  we  blessed 
the  daughter  of  Branno  ! 

Fingal  rose  in  his  place,  and  spoke  to  Lathmon,  king  of 
spears.  The  sword  of  Trenmor  shook  by  his  side,  as  high  he 
raised  his  mighty  arm.  “Son  of  Nuath,”  he  said,  “why  dost 
thou  search  for  fame  in  Morven  ?  We  are  not  of  the  race  of 
the  feeble  ;  our  swords  gleam  not  over  the  weak.  When  did 
we  rouse  thee,  O  Lathmon,  with  the  sound  of  war?  Fingal 
does  not  delight  in  battle,  though  his  arm  is  strong  !  My  re¬ 
nown  grows  on  the  fall  of  the  haughty.  The  light  of  my  steel 
pours  on  the  proud  in  arms.  The  battle  comes  !  and  the  tombs 
of  the  valiant  rise  ;  the  tombs  of  my  people  rise,  O  my  fathers  ! 
I  at  last  must  remain  alone  !  But  I  will  remain  renowned  ;  the 
departure  of  my  soul  shall  be  a  stream  of  light  !  Lathmon, 
retire  to  thy  place  !  Turn  thy  battles  to  other  lands  !  The 
race  of  Morven  are  renowned  ;  their  foes  are  the  sons  of  the 
unhappy  I  ” 


' 


■ 

•  ■  • 


: 


Rousseau 


THE  SOCIAL  CONTRACT. 


79 


THE  SOCIAL  CONTRACT. 

By  JEAN  JACQUES  ROUSSEAU. 

[Jean  Jacques  Rousseau  :  A  French  author  ;  born  at  Geneva,  June  28, 1712  ; 
died  at  Ermenonville,  near  Paris,  July  2,  1778.  He  was  early  thrown  upon  his 
own  resources  and  acquired  by  his  own  exertions  a  desultory  education,  mean¬ 
while  earning  his  living  in  various  ways,  and  spending  not  a  little  time  in  travel. 
He  was  given  first  place  in  a  competition  before  the  Academy  of  Dijon  for  a 
memorial  upon  the  question  “  Has  the  Progress  of  Sciences  and  Arts  con¬ 
tributed  to  corrupt  or  to  purify  Morals”  (1749).  This,  almost  his  first  attempt 
at  literary  work,  won  for  him  immediate  fame,  but  had  the  effect  of  making  him 
misanthropic  and  melancholy.  Among  his  subsequent  works  are  :  “  The  Village 
Soothsayer”  (1753),  an  opera  which  brought  him  a  pension  from  the  king; 
“  Narcissus  ”  (1753)  ;  “  Letter  on  French  Music  ”  (1753)  ;  “  On  the  Origins  and 
Foundations  of  Inequality  among  Mankind  ”  (1755)  ;  “  On  Political  Economy  ” 
(1758);  “Letters  to  Voltaire”;  “A  Project  of  Perpetual  Peace”  (1761); 
“The  Social  Contract”  (1762);  “Emile”  (1762);  “To  the  Archbishop  of 
Paris”  (1763)  ;  “The  Departure  of  Silvie”  (1763)  ;  “Letters  from  the  Moun¬ 
tain  ”  (1764)  ;  “  Dictionary  of  Music  ”  (1767)  ;  “  Letters  on  his  Exile  ”  (1770)  ; 
“Emile  and  Sophie”  (1780)  ;  “Consolations  of  my  Life”  (1781);  “  Govern¬ 
ment  of  Poland  ”  (1782)  ;  and  “Confessions”  (1782-1790).] 

Man  is  born  free,  and  everywhere  he  is  in  chains.  Many  a 
one  believes  himself  the  master  of  others,  and  yet  he  is  a  greater 
slave  than  they.  How  has  this  change  come  about  ?  I  do  not 
know.  What  can  render  it  legitimate  ?  I  believe  that  I  can 
settle  this  question. 

If  I  considered  only  force  and  the  results  that  proceed  from 
it,  I  should  say  that  so  long  as  a  people  is  compelled  to  obey 
and  does  obey,  it  does  well  ;  but  that  so  soon  as  it  can  shake 
off  the  yoke  and  does  shake  it  off,  it  does  better  ;  for  if  men 
recover  their  freedom  by  virtue  n  the  same  right  by  which  it 
was  taken  away,  cither  they  are  justified  in  resuming  it,  or 
there  was  no  justification  for  depriving  them  of  it.  But  the 
social  order  is  a  sacred  right  which  serves  as  a  foundation  for 
all  others.  This  right,  however,  does  not  come  from  nature. 
It  is  therefore  based  on  conventions.  The  question  is,  to  know 
what  these  conventions  are. 

Primitive  Societies. 

The  earliest  of  all  societies,  and  the  only  natural  one,  is  the 
family  ;  yet  children  remain  attached  to  their  father  only  so 
long  as  they  have  need  of  him  for  their  own  preservation.  As 
soon  as  this  need  ceases,  the  natural  bond  is  dissolved.  The 
children  being  freed  from  the  obedience  which  they  owed  to 
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their  father,  and  the  father  from  the  cares  which  he  owed  to  his 
children,  become  equally  independent.  If  they  remain  united, 
it  is  no  longer  naturally  but  voluntarily  ;  and  the  family  itself 
is  kept  together  only  by  convention. 

This  common  liberty  is  a  consequence  of  man’s  nature.  His 
first  law  is  to  attend  to  his  own  preservation,  his  first  cares  are 
those  which  he  owes  to  himself  ;  and  as  soon  as  he  comes  to 
years  of  discretion,  being  sole  judge  of  the  means  adapted  for 
his  own  preservation,  he  becomes  his  own  master. 

The  family  is,  then,  if  you  will,  the  primitive  model  of  politi¬ 
cal  societies  ;  the  chief  is  the  analogue  of  the  father,  while  the 
people  represent  the  children  ;  and  all,  being  born  free  and 
equal,  alienate  their  liberty  only  for  their  own  advantage.  The 
whole  difference  is,  that,  in  the  family,  the  father’s  love  for  his 
children  repays  him  for  the  care  that  he  bestows  upon  them  ; 
while  in  the  state,  the  pleasure  of  ruling  makes  up  for  the 
chief’s  lack  of  love  for  his  people.  .  .  . 

Aristotle  said  that  men  are  not  naturally  equal,  but  that 
some  are  born  for  slavery  and  others  for  dominion. 

Aristotle  was  right,  but  he  mistook  the  effect  for  the  cause. 
Every  man  born  in  slavery  is  born  for  slavery  ;  nothing  is  more 
certain.  Slaves  lose  everything  in  their  bonds,  even  the  desire 
to  escape  from  them  ;  they  love  their  servitude  as  the  compan¬ 
ions  of  Ulysses  loved  their  brutishness.  If,  then,  there  are 
slaves  by  nature,  it  is  because  there  have  been  slaves  contrary 
to  nature.  The  first  slaves  were  made  such  by  force  ;  their 
cowardice  kept  them  in  bondage. 

The  Right  op  the  Strongest. 

The  strongest  man  is  never  strong  enough  to  be  always 
master,  unless  he  transforms  his  power  into  right,  and  obedi¬ 
ence  into  duty.  Hence  the  right  of  the  strongest  —  a  right 
apparently  assumed  in  irony,  and  really  established  in  princi¬ 
ple.  But  will  this  phrase  never  be  explained  to  us?  Force  is 
a  physical  power  ;  I  do  not  see  what  morality  can  result  from 
its  effects.  To  yield  to  force  is  an  act  of  necessity,  not  of 
will  ;  it  is  at  most  an  act  of  prudence.  In  what  sense  can  it 
be  a  duty  ? 

Let  us  assume  for  a  moment  this  pretended  right.  I  say 
that  nothing  results  from  it  but  inexplicable  nonsense  ;  for  if 
force  constitutes  right,  the  effect  changes  with  the  cause,  and 
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any  force  which  overcomes  the  first  succeeds  to  its  rights.  As 
soon  as  men  can  disobey  with  impunity,  they  may  do  so  legiti¬ 
mately  ;  and  since  the  strongest  is  always  in  the  right,  the 
only  thing  is  to  act  in  such  a  way  that  one  may  be  the  strong¬ 
est.  But  what  sort  of  a  right  is  it  that  perishes  when  force 
ceases  ?  If  it  is  necessary  to  obey  by  compulsion,  there  is  no 
need  to  obey  from  duty  ;  and  if  men  are  no  longer  forced  to 
obey,  obligation  is  at  an  end.  We  see,  then,  that  this  word 
right  adds  nothing  to  force  ;  it  here  means  nothing  at  all. 

Obey  the  powers  that  be.  If  that  means,  Yield  to  force, 
the  precept  is  good  but  superfluous  ;  I  reply  that  it  will  never 
be  violated.  All  power  comes  from  God,  I  admit  ;  but  every 
disease  comes  from  him,  too  ;  does  it  follow  that  we  are  pro¬ 
hibited  from  calling  in  a  physician  ?  If  a  brigand  should  sur¬ 
prise  me  in  the  recesses  of  a  wood,  am  I  bound  not  only  to  give 
up  my  purse  when  forced,  but  am  I  also  morally  bound  to  do 
so  when  I  might  conceal  it?  For,  in  effect,  the  pistol  which 
he  holds  is  a  superior  force. 

Let  us  agree,  then,  that  might  does  not  make  right,  and 
that  we  are  bound  to  obey  none  but  lawful  authorities.  Thus 
my  original  question  ever  recurs. 

Slavery. 

Since  no  man  has  any  natural  authority  over  his  fellow- 
men,  and  since  force  is  not  the  source  of  right,  conventions 
remain  as  the  basis  of  all  lawful  authority  among  men. 

If  an  individual,  says  Grotius,  can  alienate  his  liberty  and 
become  the  slave  of  a  master,  why  should  not  a  whole  people 
be  able  to  alienate  theirs,  and  become  subject  to  a  king  ?  In 
this  there  are  many  equivocal  terms  requiring  explanation  ; 
blit  let  us  confine  ourselves  to  the  word  alienate.  To  alienate 
is  to  give  or  sell.  Now,  a  man  who  becomes  another’s  slave 
does  not  give  himself  ;  he  sells  himself  at  the  very  least  for  his 
subsistence.  But  why  does  a  nation  sell  itself  ?  So  far  from  a 
king  supplying  his  subjects  with  their  subsistence,  he  draws 
his  from  them  ;  and  according  to  Rabelais,  a  king  does  not 
live  on  a  little.  Do  subjects,  then,  give  up  their  persons  on 
condition  that  their  property  also  shall  be  taken  ?  I  do  not 
see  what  is  left  for  them  to  keep. 

It  will  be  said  that  the  despot  secures  to  his  subjects  civil 
peace.  Be  it  so  ;  but  what  do  they  gain  by  that,  if  the  wars 
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which  his  ambition  brings  upon  them,  together  with  his  insati¬ 
able  greed,  and  the  vexations  of  his  administration,  harass  them 
more  than  their  own  dissensions  would  ?  What  do  they  gain 
by  it  if  this  tranquillity  is  itself  one  of  their  miseries?  Men 
live  tranquilly  also  in  dungeons  :  is  that  enough  to  make  them 
contented  there  ?  The  Greeks  confined  in  the  cave  of  the 
Cyclops  lived  peacefully  until  their  turn  came  to  be  devoured. 

To  say  that  a  man  gives  himself  for  nothing  is  to  say  what 
is  absurd  and  inconceivable  ;  such  an  act  is  illegitimate  and 
invalid,  for  the  simple  reason  that  he  who  performs  it  is  not 
in  his  right  mind.  To  say  the  same  thing  of  a  whole  nation 
is  to  suppose  a  nation  of  fools  ;  and  madness  does  not  confer 
rights. 

Even  if  each  person  could  alienate  himself,  he  could  not 
alienate  his  children  ;  they  are  born  free  men  ;  their  liberty 
belongs  to  them,  and  no  one  has  a  right  to  dispose  of  it  except 
themselves.  Before  they  have  come  to  years  of  discretion,  the 
father  can,  in  their  name,  stipulate  conditions  for  their  preser¬ 
vation  and  welfare,  but  not  surrender  them  irrevocably  and 
unconditionally  ;  for  such  a  gift  is  contrary  to  the  ends  of 
nature,  and  exceeds  the  rights  of  paternity.  In  order,  then, 
that  an  arbitrary  government  might  be  legitimate,  it  would  be 
necessary  that  the  people  in  each  generation  should  have  the 
option  of  accepting  or  rejecting  it  ;  but  in  that  case  such  a 
government  would  no  longer  be  arbitrary. 

To  renounce  one’s  liberty  is  to  renounce  one’s  quality  as  a 
man,  the  rights  and  also  the  duties  of  humanity.  For  him  who 
renounces  everything  there  is  no  possible  compensation.  Such 
a  renunciation  is  incompatible  with  man’s  nature,  for  to  take 
away  all  freedom  from  his  will  is  to  take  away  all  morality 
from  his  actions.  In  short,  a  convention  which  stipulates  abso¬ 
lute  authority  on  the  one  side  and  unlimited  obedience  on  the 
other  is  vain  and  contradictory.  Is  it  not  clear  that  we  arc 
under  no  obligations  whatsoever  towards  a  man  from  whom  we 
have  a  right  to  demand  everything  ?  And  does  not  this  single 
condition,  without  equivalent,  without  exchange,  involve  the 
nullity  of  the  act?  For  what  right  would  my  slave  have 
against  me,  since  all  that  he  has  belongs  to  me  ?  His  rights 
being  mine,  this  right  of  me  against  myself  is  a  meaningless 
phrase. 

Grotius  and  others  derive  from  war  another  origin  for  the 
pretended  right  of  slavery.  The  victor  having,  according  tc 
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them,  the  right  of  .slaying  the  vanquished,  the  latter  may  pur¬ 
chase  his  life  at  the  cost  of  his  freedom  ;  an  agreement  so 
much  the  more  legitimate  that  it  turns  to  the  advantage  of  both. 

But  it  is  manifest  that  this  pretended  right  of  slaying  the 
vanquished  in  no  way  results  from  the  state  of  war.  Men  are 
not  naturally  enemies,  if  only  for  the  reason  that,  living  in 
their  primitive  independence,  they  have  no  mutual  relations 
sufficiently  durable  to  constitute  a  state  of  peace  or  a  state  of 
war.  It  is  the  relation  of  things  and  not  of  men  which  consti¬ 
tutes  war  ;  and  since  the  state  of  war  cannot  arise  from  simple 
personal  relations,  but  only  from  real  relations,  private  war  — 
war  between  man  and  man  —  cannot  exist  either  in  the  state  of 
nature,  where  there  is  no  settled  ownership,  or  in  the  social 
state,  where  everything  is  under  the  authority  of  the  laws. 

Private  combats,  duels,  and  encounters  are  acts  which  do 
not  constitute  a  state  of  war  ;  and  with  regard  to  the  private 
wars  authorized  by  the  Establishments  of  Louis  IX.,  king  of 
France,  and  suspended  by  the  Peace  of  God,  they  were  abuses 
of  the  feudal  government,  an  absurd  system  if  ever  there  was 
one,  contrary  both  to  the  principles  of  natural  right  and  to  all 
sound  government. 

War,  then,  is  not  a  relation  between  man  and  man,  but  a 
relation  between  state  and  state,  in  which  individuals  are  ene¬ 
mies  only  by  accident,  not  as  men,  nor  even  as  citizens,  but  as 
soldiers  ;  not  as  members  of  the  fatherland,  but  as  its  de¬ 
fenders.,  In  short,  each  state  can  have  as  enemies  only  other 
states  and  not  individual  men,  inasmuch  as  it  is  impossible  to 
fix  any  true  relation  between  things  of  different  kinds. 

This  principle  is  also  conformable  to  the  established  maxims 
of  all  ages  and  to  the  invariable  practice  of  all  civilized  nations. 
Declarations  of  war  are  not  so  much  warnings  to  the  powers  as 
to  their  subjects.  The  foreigner,  whether  king,  or  nation,  or 
private  person,  that  robs,  slays,  or  detains  subjects  without 
declaring  war  against  the  government,  is  not  an  enemy  but  a 
brigand.  Even  in  open  war,  a  just  prince,  while  he  rightly 
takes  possession  of  all  that  belongs  to  the  state  in  an  enemy’s 
country,  respects  the  person  and  property  of  individuals  ;  he 
respects  the  rights  on  which  his  own  are  based.  The  aim  of 
war  being  the  destruction  of  the  hostile  state,  we  have  a  right 
to  slay  its  defenders  so  long  as  they  have  arms  in  their  hands  ; 
but  as  soon  as  they  lay  them  down  and  surrender,  ceasing  to 
he  enemies  or  instruments  of  the  enemy,  they  become  again 
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simply  men,  and  no  one  lias  any  further  right  over  their  lives. 
Sometimes  it  is  possible  to  destroy  the  state  without  killing  a 
single  one  of  its  members  ;  but  war  confers  no  right  except 
what  is  necessary  to  its  end.  These  are  not  the  principles  of 
Grotius  ;  they  are  not  based  on  the  authority  of  poets,  but  are 
derived  from  the  nature  of  things,  and  are  founded  on  reason. 

With  regard  to  the  right  of  conquest,  it  has  no  other  founda¬ 
tion  than  the  law  of  the  strongest.  If  war  does  not  confer  on 
the  victor  the  right  of  slaying  the  vanquished,  this  right,  which 
he  does  not  possess,  cannot  be  the  foundation  of  a  right  to 
enslave  them.  If  we  have  a  right  to  slay  an  enemy  only 
when  it  is  impossible  to  enslave  him,  the  right  to  enslave  him 
is  not  derived  from  the  right  to  kill  him  ;  it  is  therefore  an 
iniquitous  bargain  to  make  him  purchase  his  life,  over  which 
the  victor  has  no  right,  at  the  cost  of  his  liberty.  In  establish¬ 
ing  the  right  of  life  and  death  upon  the  right  of  slavery,  and 
the  right  of  slavery  upon  the  right  of  life  and  death,  is  it  not 
manifest  that  one  falls  into  a  vicious  circle  ? 

Even  if  we  grant  this  terrible  right  of  killing  everybody,  I 
say  that  a  slave  made  in  war,  or  a  conquered  nation,  is  under 
no  obligation  at  all  to  a  master,  except  to  obey  him  so  far  as 
compelled.  In  taking  an  equivalent  for  his  life  the  victor  has 
conferred  no  favor  on  the  slave  ;  instead  of  killing  him  unprofit- 
ably,  he  has  destroyed  him  for  his  own  advantage.  Far,  then, 
from  having  acquired  over  him  any  authority  in  addition  to 
that  of  force,  the  state  of  war  subsists  between  them  as  before, 
their  relation  even  is  the  effect  of  it ;  and  the  exercise  of  the 
rights  of  war  supposes  that  there  is  no  treaty  of  peace.  They 
have  made  a  convention.  Be  it  so  ;  but  this  convention,  far 
from  terminating  the  state  of  war,  supposes  its  continuance. 

Thus,  in  whatever  way  we  regard  things,  the  right  of  slavery 
is  invalid,  not  only  because  it  is  illegitimate,  but  because  it  is 
absurd  and  meaningless.  These  terms,  slavery  and  right ,  are 
contradictory  and  mutually  exclusive. 

That  it  is  always  Necessary  to  go  back  to  a  First 

Convention. 

If  I  should  concede  all  that  I  have  so  far  refuted,  those 
who  favor  despotism  would  be  no  farther  advanced.  There 
will  always  be  a  great  difference  between  subduing  a  multitude 
and  ruling  a  society  When  isolated  men,  however  numerous 
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they  may  be,  are  subjected  one  after  another  to  a  single  person, 
this  seems  to  me  only  a  case  of  master  and  slaves,  not  of  a 
nation  and  its  chief ;  they  form,  if  you  will,  an  aggregation,  but 
not  an  association,  for  they  have  neither  public  property  nor  a 
body  politic.  Such  a  man,  had  he  enslaved  half  the  world,  is 
never  anything  but  an  individual ;  his  interest,  separated  from 
that  of  the  rest,  is  never  anything  but  a  private  interest.  If 
he  dies,  his  empire  after  him  is  left  disconnected  and  disunited, 
as  an  oak  dissolves  and  becomes  a  heap  of  ashes  after  the  fire 
has  consumed  it. 

A  nation,  says  Grotius,  can  give  itself  to  a  king.  Accord¬ 
ing  to  Grotius,  then,  a  nation  is  a  nation  before  it  gives  itself 
to  a  king.  This  gift  itself  is  a  civil  act,  and  presupposes  a 
public  resolution.  Consequently,  before  examining  the  act  by 
which  a  nation  elects  a  king,  it  would  be  proper  to  examine  the 
act  by  which  a  nation  becomes  a  nation  ;  for  this  act,  being 
necessarily  anterior  to  the  other,  is  the  real  foundation  of  the 
society. 

In  fact,  if  there  were  no  anterior  convention,  where,  unless 
the  election  were  unanimous,  would  be  the  obligation  upon  the 
minority  to  submit  to  the  decision  of  the  majority  ?  And 
whence  do  the  hundred  who  desire  a  master  derive  the  right  to 
vote  on  behalf  of  ten  who  do  not  desire  one  ?  The  law  of  the 
plurality  of  votes  is  itself  established  by  convention,  and  pre¬ 
supposes  unanimity  once  at  least. 

The  Social  Pact. 

I  assume  that  men  have  reached  a  point  at  which  the  ob¬ 
stacles  that  endanger  their  preservation  in  the  state  of  nature 
overcome  by  their  resistance  the  forces  which  each  individual 
can  exert  with  a  view  to  maintaining  himself  in  that  state. 
Then  this  primitive  condition  can  no  longer  subsist,  and  the 
human  race  would  perish  unless  it  changed  its  mode  of 
existence. 

Now,  as  men  cannot  create  any  new  forces,  but  only  com¬ 
bine  and  direct  those  that  exist,  they  have  no  other  means  of 
self-preservation  than  to  form  by  aggregation  a  sum  of  forces 
which  may  overcome  the  resistance,  to  put  them  in  action  by  a 
single  motive  power,  and  to  make  them  work  in  concert. 

This  sum  of  forces  can  be  produced  only  by  the  combination 
of  many  ;  but  the  strength  and  freedom  of  each  man  being  the 
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chief  instruments  of  his  preservation,  how  can  he  pledge  them 
without  injuring  himself,  and  without  neglecting  the  cares 
which  he  owes  to  himself  ?  This  difficulty,  applied  to  my  sub¬ 
ject,  may  be  expressed  in  these  terms  :  — 

“  To  find  a  form  of  association  which  may  defend  and  pro¬ 
tect  with  the  whole  force  of  the  community  the  person  and 
property  of  every  associate,  and  by  means  of  which  each, 
coalescing  with  all,  may  nevertheless  obey  only  himself,  and 
remain  as  free  as  before.” 

Such  is  the  fundamental  problem  of  which  the  social  con¬ 
tract  furnishes  the  solution. 

The  clauses  of  this  contract  are  so  determined  by  the  nature 
of  the  act  that  the  slightest  modification  would  render  them 
vain  and  ineffectual ;  so  that  although  they  have  never  per¬ 
haps  been  formally  enunciated,  they  are  everywhere  the  same, 
everywhere  tacitly  admitted  and  recognized,  until,  the  social 
pact  being  violated,  each  man  regains  his  original  rights  and 
recovers  his  natural  liberty,  whilst  losing  the  conventional 
liberty  for  which  he  renounced  it. 

These  clauses,  rightly  understood,  are  reducible  to  one  only, 
viz.  the  total  alienation  to  the  whole  community  of  each  asso¬ 
ciate  with  all  his  rights  ;  for,  in  the  first  place,  since  each  gives 
himself  up  entirely,  the  conditions  are  equal  for  all ;  and,  the 
conditions  being  equal  for  all,  no  one  has  any  interest  in  mak¬ 
ing  them  burdensome  to  others. 

Further,  the  alienation  being  made  without  reserve,  the 
union  is  as  perfect  as  it  can  be,  and  an  individual  associate 
can  no  longer  claim  anything  ;  for  if  any  rights  were  left  to 
individuals,  since  there  would  be  no  common  superior  who 
could  judge  between  them  and  the  public,  each,  being  on  some 
point  his  own  judge,  would  soon  claim  to  be  so  on  all  ;  the 
state  of  nature  would  still  subsist,  and  the  association  would 
necessarily  become  tyrannical  or  useless. 

In  short,  each  giving  himself  to  all,  gives  himself  to  nobody  ; 
and  as  there  is  not  one  associate  over  whom  we  do  not  acquire 
the  same  rights  which  we  concede  to  him  over  ourselves,  we 
gain  the  equivalent  of  all  that  we  lose,  and  more  power  to  pre¬ 
serve  what  we  have. 

If,  then,  we  set  aside  what  is  not  of  the  essence  of  the  social 
contract,  we  shall  find  that  it  is  reducible  to  the  following 
terms  :  “  Each  of  us  puts  in  common  his  person  and  his  whole 
power  under  the  supreme  direction  of  the  general  will  ;  and  in 
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return  we  receive  every  member  as  an  indivisible  part  of  tbe 
whole.” 

Forthwith,  instead  of  the  individual  personalities  of  all  the 
contracting  parties,  this  act  of  association  produces  a  moral  and 
collective  body,  which  is  composed  of  as  many  members  as  the 
assembly  has  voices,  and  which  receives  from  this  same  act  its 
unity,  its  common  self  (moi),  its  life,  and  its  will. 

The  Sovereign. 

We  see  from  this  formula  that  the  act  of  association  con¬ 
tains  a  reciprocal  engagement  between  the  public  and  indi¬ 
viduals,  and  that  every  individual,  contracting  so  to  speak  with 
himself,  is  engaged  in  a  double  relation,  viz.  as  a  member  of 
the  sovereign  towards  individuals,  and  as  a  member  of  the 
state  towards  the  sovereign.  But  we  cannot  apply  here  the 
maxim  of  civil  law  that  no  one  is  bound  by  engagements  made 
with  himself  ;  for  there  is  a  great  difference  between  being 
bound  to  oneself  and  to  a  whole  of  which  one  forms  part. 

We  must  further  observe  that  the  public  resolution  which 
can  bind  all  subjects  to  the  sovereign,  in  consequence  of  the 
two  different  relations  under  which  each  of  them  is  regarded, 
cannot,  for  a  contrary  reason,  bind  the  sovereign  to  itself  ;  and 
that  accordingly  it  is  contrary  to  the  nature  of  the  body  politic 
for  the  sovereign  to  impose  on  itself  a  law  which  it  cannot 
transgress.  As  it  can  only  be  considered  under  one  and  the 
same  relation,  it  is  in  the  position  of  an  individual  contracting 
with  himself;  whence  we  see  that  there  is  not,  nor  can  be, 
any  kind  of  fundamental  law  binding  upon  the  body  of  the 
people,  not  even  the  social  contract.  This  does  not  imply 
that  such  a  body  cannot  perfectly  well  enter  into  engagements 
with  others  in  what  does  not  derogate  from  this  contract ; 
for  with  regard  to  foreigners,  it  becomes  a  simple  being,  an 
individual. 

But  the  body  politic  or  sovereign,  deriving  its  existence 
only  from  the  sanctity  of  the  contract,  can  never  bind  itself, 
even  to  others,  in  anything  that  derogates  from  the  original 
act,  such  as  alienation  of  some  portion  of  itself,  or  submission 
to  another  sovereign.  To  violate  the  act  by  which  it  exists 
would  be  to  annihilate  itself  ;  and  what  is  nothing  produces 
nothing. 

So  soon  as  the  multitude  is  thus  united  in  one  body,  it  ia 
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impossible  to  injure  one  of  the  members  without  attacking  the 
body,  still  less  to  injure  the  body  without  the  members  feeling 
the  effects.  Thus  duty  and  interest  alike  oblige  the  two  con¬ 
tracting  parties  to  give  mutual  assistance  ;  and  the  men  them¬ 
selves  should  seek  to  combine  in  this  twofold  relationship  all 
the  advantages  which  are  attendant  on  it. 

Now,  the  sovereign,  being  formed  only  of  the  individuals 
that  compose  it,  neither  has  nor  can  have  any  interest  contrary 
to  theirs  ;  consequently  the  sovereign  power  needs  no  guaran¬ 
tee  towards  its  subjects,  because  it  is  impossible  that  the  body 
should  wish  to  injure  all  its  members  ;  and  we  shall  see  here¬ 
after  that  it  can  injure  no  one  as  an  individual.  The  sover¬ 
eign,  for  the  simple  reason  that  it  is  so,  is  always  everything 
that  it  ought  to  be. 

But  this  is  not  the  case  as  regards  the  relation  of  subjects 
to  the  sovereign,  which,  notwithstanding  the  common  interest, 
would  have  no  security  for  the  performance  of  their  engage¬ 
ments,  unless  it  found  means  to  insure  their  fidelity. 

Indeed,  every  individual  may,  as  a  man,  have  a  particular 
will  contrary  to,  or  divergent  from,  the  general  will  which  he 
has  as  a  citizen ;  his  private  interest  may  prompt  him  quite 
differently  from  the  common  interest ;  his  absolute  and  natu¬ 
rally  independent  existence  may  make  him  regard  what  he  owes 
to  the  common  cause  as  a  gratuitous  contribution,  the  loss  of 
which  will  be  less  harmful  to  others  than  the  payment  of  it 
will  be  burdensome  to  him  ;  and,  regarding  the  moral  person 
that  constitutes  the  State  as  an  imaginary  being  because  it  is 
not  a  man,  he  would  be  willing  to  enjoy  the  rights  of  a  citizen 
without  being  willing  to  fulfill  the  duties  of  a  subject.  The 
progress  of  such  injustice  would  bring  about  the  ruin  of  the 
body  politic. 

In  order,  then,  that  the  social  pact  may  not  be  a  vain  for¬ 
mulary,  it  tacitly  includes  this  engagement,  which  can  alone 
give  force  to  the  others,  —  that  whoever  refuses  to  obey  the 
general  will  shall  be  constrained  to  do  so  by  the  whole  body ; 
which  means  nothing  else  than  that  he  shall  be  forced  to  be 
free :  for  such  is  the  condition  which,  uniting  every  citizen  to 
his  native  land,  guarantees  him  from  all  personal  dependence  ; 
a  condition  that  insures  the  control  and  working  of  the  politi¬ 
cal  machine,  and  alone  renders  legitimate  civil  engagements, 
which  without  it  would  be  absurd  and  tyrannical,  and  subject 
to  the  most  enormous  abuses. 
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Remote,  unfriended,  melancholy,  slow, 

Or  by  the  lazy  Scheld  or  wandering  Po ; 

Or  onward,  where  the  rude  Carinthian  boor 
Against  the  houseless  stranger  shuts  the  door; 

Or  where  Campania’s  plain  forsaken  lies, 

A  weary  waste  expanding  to  the  skies ; 

Where’er  I  roam,  whatever  realms  to  see, 

My  heart  untraveled  fondly  turns  to  thee ; 

Still  to  my  brother  turns,  with  ceaseless  pain, 

And  drags  at  each  remove  a  lengthening  chain. 

Eternal  blessings  crown  my  earliest  friend, 

And  round  his  dwelling  guardian  saints  attend : 

Blest  be  that  spot  where  cheerful  guests  retire 
To  pause  from  toil,  and  trim  their  evening  fire : 

Blest  that  abode  where  want  and  pain  repair, 

And  every  stranger  finds  a  ready  chair : 

Blest  be  those  feasts,  with  simple  plenty  crowned, 

Where  all  the  ruddy  family  around 
Laugh  at  the  jests  or  pranks  that  never  fail, 

Or  sigh  with  pity  at  some  mournful  tale ; 

Or  press  the  bashful  stranger  to  his  food, 

And  learn  the  luxury  of  doing  good. 

But  me,  not  destined  such  delights  to  share, 

My  prime  of  life  in  wandering  spent  and  care ; 

Impelled,  with  steps  unceasing,  to  pursue 
Some  fleeting  good,  that  mocks  me  with  the  view ; 

That,  like  the  circle  bounding  earth  and  skies, 

Allures  from  far,  yet,  as  I  follow,  flies ; 

My  fortune  leads  to  traverse  realms  alone, 

And  find  no  spot  of  all  the  world  my  own. 
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E’en  now,  where  Alpine  solitudes  ascend, 

I  sit  me  down  a  pensive  hour  to  spend ; 

And  placed  on  high  above  the  storm’s  career, 

Look  downward  where  an  hundred  realms  appear ; 
Lakes,  forests,  cities,  plains  extending  wide, 

The  pomp  of  kings,  the  shepherd’s  humbler  pride. 

When  thus  Creation’s  charms  around  combine, 
Amidst  the  store  should  thankless  pride  repine  ? 

Say,  should  the  philosophic  mind  disdain 

That  good  which  makes  each  humbler  bosom  vain  ? 

Let  school-taught  pride  dissemble  all  it  can, 

These  little  things  are  great  to  little  man ; 

And  wiser  he,  whose  sympathetic  mind 
Exults  in  all  the  good  of  all  mankind. 

Ye  glittering  towns,  with  wealth  and  splendor  crowned 
Ye  fields,  where  summer  spreads  profusion  round ; 

Ye  lakes,  whose  vessels  catch  the  busy  gale ; 

Ye  bending  swains,  that  dress  the  flowery  vale ; 

For  me  your  tributary  stores  combine : 

Creation’s  heir,  the  world,  the  world  is  mine. 

As  some  lone  miser,  visiting  his  store, 

Bends  at  his  treasure,  counts,  recounts  it  o’er ; 

Hoards  after  hoards  his  rising  raptures  fill, 

Yet  still  he  sighs,  for  hoards  are  wanting  still : 

Thus  to  my  breast  alternate  passions  rise, 

Pleased  with  each  good  that  Heaven  to  man  supplies: 
Yet  oft  a  sigh  prevails,  and  sorrows  fall, 

To  see  the  hoard  of  human  bliss  so  small ; 

And  oft  I  wish  amidst  the  scene  to  find 
Some  spot  to  real  happiness  consigned, 

Where  my  worn  soul,  each  wandering  hope  at  rest, 

May  gather  bliss  to  see  my  fellows  blest. 

But  where  to  find  that  happiest  spot  below 
Who  can  direct,  when  all  pretend  to  know  ? 

The  shudd’ring  tenant  of  the  frigid  zone 
Boldly  proclaims  that  happiest  spot  his  own ; 

Extols  the  treasures  of  his  stormy  seas, 

And  his  long  nights  of  revelry  and  ease : 

The  naked  negro,  panting  at  the  line, 

Boasts  of  his  golden  sands  and  palmy  wine, 

Basks  in  the  glare,  or  stems  the  tepid  wave, 

And  thanks  his  gods  for  all  the  good  they  gave. 

Such  is  the  patriot’s  boast  where’er  we  roam  ; 

His  first,  best  country  ever  is  at  home. 

And  yet,  perhaps,  if  countries  we  compare, 
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And  estimate  the  blessings  which  they  share, 
Though  patriots  flatter,  still  shall  wisdom  find 
An  equal  portion  dealt  to  all  mankind ; 

As  different  good,  by  art  or  nature  given, 

To  different  nations  makes  their  blessing  even. 

Nature,  a  mother  kind  alike  to  all, 

Still  grants  her  bliss  at  labor’s  earnest  call : 

With  food  as  well  the  peasant  is  supplied 
On  Idra’s  cliffs  as  Arno’s  shelvy  side ; 

And  though  the  rocky-crested  summits  frown, 

These  rocks  by  custom  turn  to  beds  of  down. 

From  art  more  various  are  the  blessings  sent ; 
Wealth,  commerce,  honor,  liberty,  content. 

Yet  these  each  other’s  power  so  strong  contest, 

That  either  seems  destructive  of  the  rest. 

Where  wealth  and  freedom  reign,  contentment  fails ; 
And  honor  sinks  where  commerce  long  prevails. 
Hence  every  state,  to  one  loved  blessing  prone, 
Conforms  and  models  life  to  that  alone. 

Each  to  the  fav’rite  happiness  attends, 

And  spurns  the  plan  that  aims  at  other  ends : 

Till  carried  to  excess  in  each  domain, 

This  fav’rite  good  begets  peculiar  pain. 

But  let  us  try  these  truths  with  closer  eyes, 

And  trace  them  through  the  prospect  as  it  lies : 

Here  for  a  while  my  proper  cares  resigned, 

Here  let  me  sit  in  sorrow  for  mankind ; 

Like  yon  neglected  shrub  at  random  cast, 

That  shades  the  steep,  and  sighs  at  every  blast. 

Far  to  the  right,  where  Apennine  ascends, 

Bright  as  the  summer,  Italy  extends : 

Its  uplands  sloping  deck  the  mountain’s  side, 

Woods  over  woods  in  gay  theatric  pride ; 

While  oft  some  temple’s  mold’ring  tops  between 
With  venerable  grandeur  mark  the  scene. 

Could  nature’s  bounty  satisfy  the  breast, 

The  sons  of  Italy  were  surely  blest. 

Whatever  fruits  in  different  climes  were  found, 

That  proudly  rise,  or  humbly  court  the  ground ; 
Whatever  blooms  in  torrid  tracts  appear, 

Whose  bright  succession  decks  the  varied  year ; 
Whatever  sweets  salute  the  northern  sky 
With  vernal  lives,  that  blossom  but  to  die ; 

These,  here  disporting,  own  the  kindred  soil, 

Nor  ask  luxuriance  from  the  planter’s  toil; 
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While  sea-born  gales  their  gelid  wings  expand 
To  winnow  fragrance  round  the  smiling  land. 

But  small  the  bliss  that  sense  alone  bestows, 

And  sensual  bliss  is  all  the  nation  knows. 

In  florid  beauty  groves  and  fields  appear; 

Man  seems  the  only  growth  that  dwindles  here. 
Contrasted  faults  through  all  his  manners  reign : 
Though  poor,  luxurious  ;  though  submissive,  vain ; 
Though  grave,  yet  trifling ;  zealous,  yet  untrue  ; 

And  e’en  in  penance  planning  sins  anew. 

All  evils  here  contaminate  the  mind 
That  opulence  departed  leaves  behind; 

For  wealth  was  theirs,  not  far  removed  the  date 
When  commerce  proudly  flourished  through  the  state 
At  her  command  the  palace  learnt  to  rise, 

Again  the  long-fallen  column  sought  the  skies, 

The  canvas  glowed,  beyond  e’en  nature  warm, 

The  pregnant  quarry  teemed  with  human  form, 

Till,  more  unsteady  than  the  southern  gale, 
Commerce  on  other  shores  displayed  her  sail ; 

While  naught  remained  of  all  that  riches  gave, 

But  towns  unmanned,  and  lords  without  a  slave: 

And  late  the  nation  found  with  fruitless  skill 
Its  former  strength  was  but  plethoric  ill. 

Yet  still  the  loss  of  wealth  is  here  supplied 
By  arts,  the  splendid  wrecks  of  former  pride ; 

From  these  the  feeble  heart  and  long-fallen  mind 
An  easy  compensation  seem  to  find. 

Here  may  be  seen,  in  bloodless  pomp  arrayed, 

The  pasteboard  triumph  and  the  cavalcade, 
Processions  formed  for  piety  and  love, 

A  mistress  or  a  saint  in  every  grove. 

By  sports  like  these  are  all  their  cares  beguiled ; 

The  sports  of  children  satisfy  the  child. 

Each  nobler  aim,  represt  by  long  control, 

Now  sinks  at  last,  or  feebly  mans  the  soul ; 

While  low  delights  succeeding  fast  behind, 

In  happier  meanness  occupy  the  mind  : 

As  in  those  domes  where  Caesars  once  bore  sway, 
Defaced  by  time  and  tott’ring  in  decay, 

There  in  the  ruin,  heedless  of  the  dead, 

The  shelter-seeking  peasant  builds  his  shed ; 

And,  wondering  man  could  want  the  larger  pile, 
Exults,  and  owns  his  cottage  with  a  smile. 

My  soul,  turn  from  them,  turn  we  to  survey 
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Where  rougher  climes  a  nobler  race  display ; 

Where  the  bleak  Swiss  their  stormy  mansion  tread, 
And  force  a  churlish  soil  for  scanty  bread. 

No  product  here  the  barren  hills  afford, 

But  man  and  steel,  the  soldier  and  his  sword  r 
N o  vernal  blooms  their  torpid  rocks  array, 

But  winter  lingering  chills  the  lap  of  May : 

No  zephyr  fondly  sues  the  mountain’s  breast, 

But  meteors  glare,  and  stormy  glooms  invest. 

Yet,  still,  e’en  here  content  can  spread  a  charm, 
Redress  the  clime,  and  all  its  rage  disarm. 

Though  poor  the  peasant’s  hut,  his  feasts  tho’  small. 
He  sees  his  little  lot  the  lot  of  all ; 

Sees  no  contiguous  palace  rear  its  head 
To  shame  the  meanness  of  his  humble  shed ; 

No  costly  lord  the  sumptuous  banquet  deal 
To  make  him  loathe  his  vegetable  meal ; 

But  calm,  and  bred  in  ignorance  and  toil, 

Each  wish  contracting  fits  him  to  the  soil. 

Cheerful  at  morn  he  wakes  from  short  repose, 
Breathes  the  keen  air,  and  carols  as  he  goes ; 

With  patient  angle  trolls  the  finny  deep ; 

Or  drives  his  vent’rous  plowshare  to  the  steep ; 

Or  seeks  the  den  where  snow  tracks  mark  the  way, 
And  drags  the  struggling  savage  into  day. 

At  night  returning,  every  labor  sped, 

He  sits  him  down  the  monarch  of  a  shed ; 

Smiles  by  his  cheerful  fire,  and  round  surveys 
His  children’s  looks,  that  brighten  at  the  blaze ; 
While  his  loved  partner,  boastful  of  her  hoard, 
Displays  her  cleanly  platter  on  the  board : 

And  haply  too  some  pilgrim,  thither  led, 

With  many  a  tale  repays  the  nightly  bed. 

Thus  every  good  his  native  wilds  impart 
Imprints  the  patriot  passion  on  his  heart ; 

And  e’en  those  ills  that  round  his  mansion  rise 
Enhance  the  bliss  his  scanty  fund  supplies. 

Dear  is  that  shed  to  which  his  soul  conforms, 

And  dear  that  hill  which  lifts  him  to  the  storms ; 
And  as  a  child,  when  scaring  sounds  molest, 

Clings  close  and  closer  to  the  mother’s  breast, 

So  the  loud  torrent  and  the  whirlwind’s  roar, 

But  bind  him  to  his  native  mountains  more. 

Such  are  the  charms  to  barren  states  assigned ; 
Their  wants  but  few,  their  wishes  all  confined. 
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Yet  let  them  only  share  the  praises  due : 

If  few  their  wants,  their  pleasures  are  but  few ; 

For  every  want  that  stimulates  the  breast 
Becomes  a  source  of  pleasure  when  redrest ; 

Whence  from  such  lands  each  pleasing  science  flies 
That  first  excites  desire,  and  then  supplies; 

Unknown  to  them,  when  sensual  pleasures  cloy, 

To  fill  the  languid  pause  with  finer  joy ; 

Unknown  those  powers  that  raise  the  soul  to  flame, 
Catch  every  nerve,  and  vibrate  through  the  frame. 
Their  level  life  is  but  a  smoldering  fire, 

Unquenclied  by  want,  unfanned  by  strong  desire  ; 
Unfit  for  raptures,  or,  if  raptures  cheer 
On  some  high  festival  of  once  a  year, 

In  wild  excess  the  vulgar  breast  takes  fire, 

Till,  buried  in  debauch,  the  bliss  expire. 

But  not  their  joys  alone  thus  coarsely  flow: 

Their  morals,  like  their  pleasures,  are  but  low ; 

Bor,  as  refinement  stops,  from  sire  to  son 
Unaltered,  unimproved  the  manners  run, 

And  love’s  and  friendship’s  finely  pointed  dart 
Fall  blunted  from  each  indurated  heart. 

Some  sterner  virtues  o’er  the  mountain’s  breast 
May  sit,  like  falcons  cowering  on  the  nest ; 

But  all  the  gentler  morals,  such  as  play 

Thro’  life’s  more  cultured  walks,  and  charm  the  way, 

These,  far  dispersed,  on  timorous  pinions  fly, 

To  sport  and  flutter  in  a  kinder  sky. 

To  kinder  skies,  where  gentler  manners  reign, 

I  turn ;  and  France  displays  her  bright  domain. 

Gay,  sprightly  land  of  mirth  and  social  ease, 

Pleased  with  thyself,  whom  all  the  world  can  please, 
How  often  have  I  led  thy  sportive  choir, 

With  tuneless  pipe,  beside  the  murmuring  Loire ! 
Where  shading  elms  along  the  margin  grew, 

And  freshened  from  the  wave  the  zephyr  flew ; 

And  haply,  though  my  harsh  touch,  falt’ring  still, 
But  mocked  all  tune,  and  marred  the  dancer’s  skill, 
Yet  would  the  village  praise  my  wondrous  power, 
And  dance,  forgetful  of  the  noontide  hour. 

Alike  all  ages.  Dames  of  ancient  days 

Have  led  their  children  through  the  mirthful  maze, 

And  the  gay  grandsire,  skilled  in  gestic  lore, 

Has  frisked  beneath  the  burthen  of  threescore. 

So  blest  a  life  these  thoughtless  realms  display ; 
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Thus  idly  busy  rolls  their  world  away ; 

Theirs  are  those  arts  that  mind  to  mind  endear, 
For  honor  forms  the  social  temper  here. 

Honor,  that  praise  which  real  merit  gains, 

Or  e’en  imaginary  worth  obtains, 

Here  passes  current :  paid  from  hand  to  hand, 

It  shifts  in  splendid  traffic  round  the  land ; 

From  courts  to  camps,  to  cottages,  it  strays, 

And  all  are  taught  an  avarice  of  praise. 

They  please,  are  pleased ;  they  give  to  get  esteem ; 
Till,  seeming  blest,  they  grow  to  what  they  seem. 

But  while  this  softer  art  their  bliss  supplies, 

It  gives  their  follies  also  room  to  rise ; 

For  praise  too  dearly  loved,  or  warmly  sought, 
Enfeebles  all  internal  strength  of  thought, 

And  the  weak  soul,  within  itself  unblest, 

Leans  for  all  pleasure  on  another’s  breast. 

Hence  ostentation  here,  with  tawdry  art, 

Pants  for  the  vulgar  praise  which  fools  impart ; 
Here  vanity  assumes  her  pert  grimace, 

And  trims  her  robes  of  frieze  with  copper  lace ; 
Here  beggar  pride  defrauds  her  daily  cheer, 

To  boast  one  splendid  banquet  once  a  year ; 

The  mind  still  turns  where  shifting  fashion  draws, 
Nor  weighs  the  solid  worth  of  self-applause. 

To  men  of  other  minds  my  fancy  flies, 
Embosomed  in  the  deep  where  Holland  lies. 
Methinks  her  patient  sons  before  me  stand, 

Where  the  broad  ocean  leans  against  the  land, 
And,  sedulous  to  stop  the  coming  tide, 

Lift  the  tall  rampire’s  artificial  pride. 

Onward  methinks,  and  diligently  slow, 

The  firm  connected  bulwark  seems  to  grow; 
Spreads  its  long  arms  amidst  the  watery  roar, 
Scoops  out  an  empire,  and  usurps  the  shore. 

While  the  pent  ocean,  rising  o’er  the  pile, 

Sees  an  amphibious  world  beneath  him  smile : 

The  slow  canal,  the  yellow-blossomed  vale, 

The  willow-tufted  bank,  the  gliding  sail, 

The  crowded  mart,  the  cultivated  plain,  — 

A  new  creation  rescued  from  his  reign. 

Thus  while  around  the  wave-subjected  soil 
Impels  the  native  to  repeated  toil, 

Industrious  habits  in  each  bosom  reign, 

And  industry  begets  a  love  of  gain. 
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Hence  all  the  good  from  opulence  that  springs, 

With  all  those  ills  superfluous  treasure  brings, 

Are  here  displayed.  Their  much-loved  wealth  imparts 
Convenience,  plenty,  elegance,  and  arts  : 

But  view  them  closer,  craft  and  fraud  appear; 

E’en  liberty  itself  is  bartered  here. 

At  gold’s  superior  charms  all  freedom  flies ; 

The  needy  sell  it,  and  the  rich  man  buys ; 

A  land  of  tyrants,  and  a  den  of  slaves, 

Here  wretches  seek  dishonorable  graves, 

And  calmly  bent,  to  servitude  conform, 

Dull  as  their  lakes  that  slumber  in  the  storm. 

Heavens  !  how  unlike  their  Belgic  sires  of  old ! 
Rough,  poor,  content,  ungovernably  bold ; 

War  in  each  breast,  and  freedom  on  each  brow : 

How  much  unlike  the  sons  of  Britain  now ! 

Fired  at  the  sound,  my  genius  spreads  her  wing, 
And  flies  where  Britain  courts  the  western  spring ; 
Where  lawns  extend  that  scorn  Arcadian  pride, 

And  brighter  streams  than  famed  Hydaspes  glide. 
There  all  around  the  gentlest  breezes  stray ; 

There  gentle  music  melts  on  every  spray ; 

Creation’s  mildest  charms  are  there  combined, 
Extremes  are  only  in  the  master’s  mind ! 

Stern  o’er  each  bosom  Reason  holds  her  state, 

With  daring  aims  irregularly  great ; 

Pride  in  their  port,  defiance  in  their  eye, 

I  see  the  lords  of  human  kind  pass  by ; 

Intent  on  high  designs,  a  thoughtful  band, 

By  forms  unfashioned  fresh  from  nature’s  hand, 

Fierce  in  their  native  hardiness  of  soul, 

True  to  imagined  right,  above  control, 

While  e’en  the  peasant  boasts  these  rights  to  scan, 
And  learns  to  venerate  himself  as  man. 

Thine,  Freedom,  thine  the  blessings  pictured  here ; 
Thine  are  those  charms  that  dazzle  and  endear  : 

Too  blest,  indeed,  were  such  without  alloy ! 

But  fostered  e’en  by  Freedom  ills  annoy : 

That  independence  Britons  prize  too  high 
Keeps  man  from  man,  and  breaks  the  social  tie ; 

The  self-dependent  lordlings  stand  alone, 

All  claims  that  bind  and  sweeten  life  unknown. 

Here,  by  the  bonds  of  nature  feebly  held, 

Minds  combat  minds,  repelling  and  repelled ; 

Ferments  arise,  imprisoned  factions  roar, 

Represt  ambition  struggles  round  her  shore, 
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Till,  overwrought,  the  general  system  feels, 

Its  motions  stop,  or  frenzy  fire  the  wheels. 

Nor  this  the  worst.  As  nature’s  ties  decay, 

As  duty,  love,  and  honor  fail  to  sway, 

Fictitious  bonds,  the  bonds  of  wealth  and  law, 

Still  gather  strength,  and  force  unwilling  awe. 
Hence  all  obedience  bows  to  these  alone, 

And  talent  sinks,  and  merit  weeps  unknown : 

Till  time  may  come,  when,  strip t  of  all  her  charms, 
The  land  of  scholars  and  the  nurse  of  arms, 

Where  noble  stems  transmit  the  patriot  flame, 
Where  kings  have  toiled  and  poets  wrote  for  fame, 
One  sink  of  level  avarice  shall  lie, 

And  scholars,  soldiers,  kings,  unhonored  die. 

Yet  think  not,  thus  when  Freedom’s  ills  I  state, 
I  mean  to  flatter  kings,  or  court  the  great : 

Ye  powers  of  truth,  that  bid  my  soul  aspire, 

Far  from  my  bosom  drive  the  low  desire. 

And  thou,  fair  Freedom,  taught  alike  to  feel 
The  rabble’s  rage  and  tyrant’s  angry  steel ; 

Thou  transitory  flower,  alike  undone 
By  proud  contempt  or  favor’s  fostering  sun ; 

Still  may  thy  blooms  the  changeful  clime  endure ! 

I  only  would  repress  them  to  secure : 

For  just  experience  tells,  in  every  soil, 

That  those  who  think  must  govern  those  that  toil ; 
And  all  that  Freedom’s  highest  aims  can  reach, 

Is  but  to  lay  proportioned  loads  on  each. 

Hence,  should  one  order  disproportioned  grow, 

Its  double  weight  must  ruin  all  below. 

0  then  how  blind  to  all  that  truth  requires, 
Who  think  it  freedom  when  a  part  aspires ! 

Calm  is  my  soul,  nor  apt  to  rise  in  arms, 

Except  when  fast-approaching  danger  warms ; 

But  when  contending  chiefs  blockade  the  throne, 
Contracting  regal  power  to  stretch  their  own, 

When  I  behold  a  factious  band  agree 
To  call  it  freedom  when  themselves  are  free, 

Each  wanton  judge  new  penal  statutes  draw, 

Laws  grind  the  poor,  and  rich  men  rule  the  law, 
The  wealth  of  climes  where  savage  nations  roam 
Pillaged  from  slaves  to  purchase  slaves  at  home, 
Fear,  pity,  justice,  indignation  start, 

Tear  off  reserve,  and  bare  my  swelling  heart; 

Till  half  a  patriot,  half  a  coward  grown, 

I  fly  from  petty  tyrants  to  the  throne. 
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Yes,  brother,  curse  with  me  that  baleful  hour 
When  first  ambition  struck  at  regal  power ; 

And  thus  polluting  honor  in  its  source, 

Gave  wealth  to  sway  the  mind  with  double  force. 
Have  we  not  seen,  round  Britain’s  peopled  shore 
Her  useful  sons  exchanged  for  useless  ore  ? 

Seen  all  her  triumphs  but  destruction  haste, 

Like  flaring  tapers  brightening  as  they  waste  ? 

Seen  opulence,  her  grandeur  to  maintain, 

Lead  stern  depopulation  in  her  train, 

And  over  fields  where  scattered  hamlets  rose 
In  barren  solitary  pomp  repose  ? 

Have  we  not  seen  at  pleasure’s  lordly  call 
The  smiling  long-frequented  village  fall  ? 

Beheld  the  duteous  son,  the  sire  decayed, 

The  modest  matron,  and  the  blushing  maid, 

Forced  from  their  homes,  a  melancholy  train, 

To  traverse  climes  beyond  the  western  main ; 

Where  wild  Oswego  spreads  her  swamps  around, 

And  Niagara  stuns  with  thundering  sound? 

Even  now,  perhaps,  as  there  some  pilgrim  strays, 
Through  tangled  forests  and  through  dangerous  ways, 
Where  beasts  with  man  divided  empire  claim, 

And  the  brown  Indian  marks  with  murderous  aim ; 
There,  while  above  the  giddy  tempest  flies, 

And  all  around  distressful  yells  arise, 

The  pensive  exile,  bending  with  his  woe, 

To  stop  too  fearful,  and  too  faint  to  go, 

Casts  a  long  look  where  England’s  glories  shine, 

And  bids  his  bosom  sympathize  with  mine. 

Vain,  very  vain,  my  weary  search  to  find 
That  bliss  which  only  centers  in  the  mind : 

Why  have  I  strayed  from  pleasure  and  repose, 

To  seek  a  good  each  government  bestows  ? 

In  every  government,  though  terrors  reign, 

Though  tyrant  kings  or  tyrant  laws  restrain, 

How  small,  of  all  that  human  hearts  endure, 

That  part  which  laws  or  kings  can  cause  or  cure ! 

Still  to  ourselves  in  every  place  consigned, 

Our  own  felicity  we  make  or  find : 

With  secret  course,  which  no  loud  storms  annoy, 
Glides  the  smooth  curi'ent  of  domestic  joy. 

The  lifted  ax,  the  agonizing  wheel, 

Luke’s  iron  crown,  and  Damien’s  bed  of  steel, 

To  men  remote  from  power  but  rarely  known, 

Leave  reason,  faith,  and  conscience  all  our  own. 
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THE  LIMITATIONS  OF  PICTORIAL  ART. 

By  LESSING. 

(From  the  “Laocoon.”) 

[Gotthold  Ephraim  Lessing,  poet  and  dramatist,  was  born  at  Camenz, 
Silesia,  January  22,  1729  ;  died  at  Brunswick,  February  15,  1781.  He  was  edu¬ 
cated  at  the  Fiirstenschule  of  Meissen  ;  studied  theology  at  Leipsic,  1746-1748  ; 
and  worked  as  a  journalist  and  critic  in  Berlin,  1748-1752.  Meanwhile  he  be¬ 
came  deeply  interested  in  the  drama,  published  several  successful  plays,  and  in 
1767  was  made  official  playwright,  and  director  of  the  Hamburg  theater.  From 
1770  until  his  death  he  was  librarian  of  the  ducal  library  at  Wolfenbiittel.  The 
comedy  “  Minna  von  Barnhelm  ”  (1765)  was  the  first  national  drama  of  Germany, 
and  the  tragedy  “  Emilia  Galotti”  (1772)  is  considered  his  dramatic  masterpiece, 
but  the  noble  philosophic  drama  “ Nathan  the  Wise”  (1779)  is  the  only  one  that 
lives.  His  masterpiece,  however,  is  “  Laocoon”  (1766),  a  short  fragment  on  the 
principles  of  art,  which  has  been,  and  still  is,  of  world-wide  influence.  His  other 
works  are:  “  Wolfenbiittelsche  Fragmente”  (1777),  “  Anti-Goerze  ”  (1778), 
“Die  Erziehung  des  Menschengeschlechts  ”  (1780),  and  “Ernst  und  Falk” 
(1778-1780).] 

Upon  examining  the  reasons  alleged  for  the  sculptor  of  the 
Laocoon  being  obliged  to  exercise  moderation  in  the  expression 
of  bodily  pain,  I  find  that  they  are  all  to  be  attributed  to  the 
essential  nature  of  his  art  and  its  inherent  exigencies  and  limi¬ 
tations.  They  would  therefore  hardly  be  applicable  to  poetry. 

Without  attempting  here  to  decide  how  far  the  poet  can 
succeed  in  describing  physical  beauty,  it  will  not  be  disputed 
that,  as  the  whole  infinite  realm  of  perfection  lies  open  to  his 
imitation,  this  visible  garb,  in  which  perfection  becomes  beauty, 
forms  but  one  of  the  least  of  the  means  by  which  he  can 
awaken  our  interest  in  his  characters.  He  often  neglects  to 
make  use  of  this  means  at  all,  feeling  assured  that,  if  his  hero 
has  won  our  regard,  his  nobler  qualities  will  either  engage  our 
attention  to  such  a  degree  that  we  shall  bestow  no  thought  on 
his  bodily  form ;  or  that,  if  we  do  think  of  it,  they  will  so  far 
prepossess  us  that  we  shall,  in  our  own  minds,  attribute  to  him 
an  exterior,  if  not  beautiful,  at  least  not  unpleasing.  At  any 
rate,  he  will  not  allow  himself  to  pay  any  regard  to  the  sense 
of  sight,  in  any  single  trait  that  is  not  expressly  intended  to 
appeal  to  that  sense.  When  Virgil’s  Laocoon  shrieks,  does  it 
occur  to  any  one  that  a  widely  opened  mouth  is  required  for 
shrieking,  and  that  such  a  mouth  is  ugly?  It  suffices  that 
clamores  horrendos  ad  sidera  tollit  produces  a  powerful  effect 
upon  the  ear,  be  its  impression  upon  the  eye  what  it  may. 


100 


THE  LIMITATION'S  OF  PICTORIAL  ART. 


And  if  any  one  here  feels  the  want  of  a  beautiful  picture,  the 
poet’s  whole  effect  is  lost  upon  him. 

The  poet,  moreover,  is  nowise  compelled  to  concentrate  his 
description  into  the  space  of  a  single  moment.  He  may  take 
up  any  individual  action  at  will  from  its  source  and  carry  it  on, 
through  every  possible  variation,  to  its  close.  These  varia¬ 
tions,  each  of  which  would,  in  the  case  of  the  artist,  need  a 
separate  work,  require  but  a  single  trait  at  the  hands  of  the 
poet ;  and  though  this  trait,  if  taken  by  itself,  might  offend 
the  hearer’s  imagination,  preparation  would  either  be  made  for 
it  by  what  preceded,  or  it  would  be  softened  down  and  coun¬ 
teracted  by  what  follows  it,  in  such  a  manner  that  it  loses  its 
solitary  impression,  and,  by  this  combination,  produces  the  best 
possible  effect.  Assuming,  therefore,  that  it  were  really  un¬ 
becoming  in  a  man  to  shriek  while  suffering  intense  pain  :  how 
could  this  slight,  momentary  impropriety  prejudice  us  against 
one  whose  other  virtues  have  already  enlisted  our  sympathy? 
Virgil’s  Laocoon  shrieks,  but  this  shrieking  Laocoon  is  the 
very  same  whom  we  already  know  and  love  as  the  most  con¬ 
siderate  of  patriots  and  the  most  affectionate  of  fathers.  We 
ascribe  his  shrieking,  not  to  his  character,  but  solely  to  his  in¬ 
supportable  suffering.  This,  and  nothing  more,  is  what  we 
hear  in  his  shrieks,  and  by  them  alone  could  the  poet  have  rep¬ 
resented  it  to  us  in  a  vivid  manner. 

Who,  then,  will  still  censure  him?  Who  would  not  rather 
admit  that,  if  the  artist  did  well  in  not  allowing  his  Laocoon  to 
shriek,  the  poet  acted  equally  wisely  in  letting  him  do  so  ? 

But  Virgil  is  here  merely  a  narrative  poet  ;  would  his  jus¬ 
tification  include  the  dramatic  poet  also?  The  account  of  a 
person’s  shriek  produces  one  kind  of  impression  ;  the  shriek 
itself  produces  another.  The  drama,  designed,  as  it  is,  for  the 
living  art  of  the  actor,  should  perhaps  for  that  very  reason  con¬ 
fine  itself  more  strictly  within  the  limits  of  material  art.  For 
we  there  not  merely  imagine  that  we  see  and  hear  a  shrieking 
Philoctetes,  but  we  actually  do  see  and  hear  him.  The  nearer 
the  actor  approaches  to  nature,  the  more  susceptibly  will  our 
eyes  and  ears  be  offended ;  for  it  is  indisputable  that  this  is  the 
case  in  actual  life  when  we  hear  and  perceive  loud  and  intense 
expressions  of  pain.  Moreover,  bodily  pain  is  as  a  rule  not 
capable  of  arousing  our  compassion  to  the  same  extent  as  other 
misfortunes.  Our  imagination  can  distinguish  too  little  in  it 
for  the  mere  sight  of  it  to  awaken  feelings  in  any  way  equiva- 
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lent  in  ourselves.  Sophocles,  therefore,  might  easily  have  com¬ 
mitted  an  impropriety,  not  merely  a  conventional  one,  but  one 
founded  on  the  very  existence  of  our  feelings,  by  allowing 
Philoctetes  and  Hercules  thus  to  moan  and  cry,  shriek  and 
howl.  The  bystanders  in  the  scene  cannot  possibly  share  their 
sufferings  to  the  extent  which  these  unmeasured  outbursts 
seem  to  demand.  To  us,  beholding  them,  they  will  by  com¬ 
parison  appear  cold,  and  yet  we  cannot  but  regard  their  com¬ 
passion  as  the  measure  of  our  own.  Be  it  added  that  the  actor 
can  with  difficulty,  if  at  all,  carry  the  representation  of  bodily 
pain  to  the  extent  of  a  perfect  illusion,  and  our  modern  drama¬ 
tists  may  perhaps  be  deserving  rather  of  praise  than  of  blame, 
for  having  either  avoided  this  rock  entirely,  or  at  any  rate 
doubled  it  in  but  a  light  craft. 

How  much  would,  in  theory,  appear  incontrovertible,  had 
not  genius  succeeded  in  proving  the  reverse  by  fact.  None  of 
the  foregoing  considerations  are  unfounded  ;  yet,  notwithstand¬ 
ing  this,  the  “  Philoctetes  ”  remains  one  of  the  masterpieces  of 
the  stage.  For  some  of  them  do  not  apply  to  Sophocles,  and 
it  was  only  by  rising  superior  to  the  remaining  ones  that  he 
attained  to  beauties  whereof  the  timid  critic,  without  this 
example,  would  never  have  dreamt.  The  following  remarks 
will  make  my  meaning  clearer  :  — 

1.  How  wonderfully  the  poet  understood  how  to  strengthen 
and  enlarge  the  idea  of  bodily  suffering  !  He  chose  a  wound 
—  (for  the  circumstances  of  the  story  may  also  be  considered 
as  having  depended  on  his  choice,  inasmuch  as  it  was  for  the 
sake  of  these  circumstances,  so  favorable  to  him,  that  he 
selected  the  whole  story)  — he  chose,  I  say,  a  wound,  and  not 
an  internal  malady,  because  the  former  admits  of  a  more  vivid 
representation  than  the  latter,  however  painful.  The  inward 
sympathetic  fire  which  consumed  Meleager,  when  his  mother 
sacrificed  him  to  her  sisterly  rage,  by  means  of  the  fatal  brand, 
would  therefore  be  less  dramatic  than  a  wound.  And  this 
wound  was,  moreover,  a  divine  punishment.  Within  it,  a 
supernatural  poison  raged  unceasingly,  accompanied  at  period¬ 
ical  intervals  by  a  yet  more  violent  attack  of  pain,  after  which 
the  unhappy  man  always  fell  into  a  stupefying  sleep,  thus 
giving  exhausted  nature  time  to  recover  strength  to  tread  once 
more  the  same  path  of  suffering.  Chateaubrun  causes  him  to 
be  wounded  merely  by  the  poisoned  arrow  of  a  Trojan.  How 
can  any  extraordinary  issue  be  expected  from  so  common  an 
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occurrence  ?  In  the  wars  of  old  ever}'-  man  was  exposed  to  it  •, 
how  came  it,  then,  that  its  consequences  were  so  terrible  in  the 
case  of  Philoctetes  alone  ?  Besides,  a  natural  poison,  that  can 
operate  for  nine  whole  years  without  killing,  is  far  more  im¬ 
probable  than  all  the  fabulous  wonders  with  which  the  Greek 
has  adorned  his  piece. 

2.  But,  great  and  terrible  as  Sophocles  made  the  bodily 
sufferings  of  his  hero,  he  yet  felt  full  well  that  they  were,  of 
themselves,  insufficient  to  excite  any  marked  degree  of  sym¬ 
pathy.  He  therefore  combined  them  with  other  evils,  which, 
taken  by  themselves,  would  not  move  us  greatly,  but  which, 
from  this  combination,  received  the  same  melancholy  coloring 
which  they  in  turn  imparted  to  the  bodily  pain.  These  evils 
were  :  complete  isolation  from  all  human  society,  hunger  and 
all  the  hardships  of  life  to  which  one  is  exposed  in  such  isola¬ 
tion  and  under  an  inclement  sky.  If  we  imagine  a  man  in 
these  circumstances,  granting  him  health,  strength,  and  in¬ 
dustry,  we  have  a  Robinson  Crusoe,  who,  though  his  fate  be 
not  indifferent  to  us,  yet  certainly  has  little  claim  upon  our 
pity.  For  we  are  seldom  so  contented  with  human  society  that 
the  tranquillity  which  may  be  enjoyed  apart  from  it  would 
not  appear  to  us  very  attractive ;  especially  under  the  idea, 
which  flatters  every  individual,  that  in  course  of  time  he  could 
learn  to  dispense  with  the  aid  of  others.  On  the  other  hand, 
suppose  a  man  to  be  afflicted  with  the  most  painful,  incurable 
disease,  but  at  the  same  time  surrounded  by  kind  friends,  who 
allow  him  to  suffer  no  want,  who  alleviate  his  misfortune  as  far 
as  it  lies  in  their  power  to  do  so,  and  before  whom  he  freely 
vents  his  complaints  and  sorrows.  Undeniably  we  shall  pity 
him,  but  this  pity  will  not  be  of  long  duration ;  we  shall  at  last 
shrug  our  shoulders  and  recommend  him  to  have  patience.  It 
is  only  when  both  these  cases  are  combined,  —  when,  in  his 
solitude,  he  is  moreover  not  master  of  his  own  body ;  when  the 
sufferer  derives  as  little  help  from  others  as  he  can  render  him¬ 
self,  and  his  lamentations  are  lost  upon  the  desert  air  —  then  it 
is  that  we  see  the  sum  of  the  evils  which  can  afflict  humanity 
overtaking  him,  and  every  passing  thought,  in  which  we  put 
ourselves  in  his  place,  arouses  dread  and  horror.  We  see 
before  us  naught  but  despair  in  its  most  terrible  form,  and  no 
sympathy  is  stronger  or  stirs  our  whole  soul  more  deeply  than 
that  which  is  founded  on  the  idea  of  despair.  Of  this  kind  is 
the  sympathy  which  we  feel  for  Philoctetes,  and  we  feel  it  most 
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strongly  at  the  moment  when  we  behold  him  bereft  of  his  bow, 
his  only  means  of  prolonging  his  distressful  life.  Oh,  the 
Frenchman  who  had  no  understanding  to  consider  this,  no 
heart  to  feel  it  !  Or,  if  he  had,  was  paltry  enough  to  sacrifice 
it  all  to  the  wretched  taste  of  his  nation  !  Chateaubrun  gives 
Philoctetes  companions.  He  lets  a  young  princess  come  to  the 
heroin  his  desert  island.  Nor  is  she  alone  ;  her  lady  in  waiting 
accompanies  her,  of  which  thing  I  am  uncertain  as  to  whether 
the  princess  or  the  poet  needed  it  more.  The  powerful  inci¬ 
dent  of  the  bow  he  has  omitted.  In  its  place  he  gives  us  the 
play  of  beautiful  eyes.  Certainly  a  bow  and  arrows  would 
have  afforded  great  amusement  to  the  heroic  youth  of  France. 
On  the  other  hand,  nothing  is  more  serious,  to  their  minds, 
than  the  scorn  of  beautiful  eyes.  The  Greek  tortures  us  with 
harrowing  apprehensions  that  the  unfortunate  Philoctetes  will 
be  forced  to  remain  upon  the  desert  island  without  his  bow  and 
miserably  perish.  The  Frenchman  knows  a  surer  way  to  our 
hearts  :  he  makes  us  fear  that  the  son  of  Achilles  may  have  to 
depart  without  his  princess.  This  the  Parisian  critics  called 
triumphing  over  the  Ancients,  and  one  of  them  suggested  that 
Chateaubrun’s  piece  be  called  “La  difficulty  vaincue.” 

3.  After  considering  the  effect  of  the  whole  piece,  let  us 
look  at  the  single  scenes,  where  Philoctetes  is  no  longer  the 
deserted  sufferer,  but  has  hopes  of  soon  leaving  the  cheerless 
desert  island  and  returning  to  his  own  kingdom  —  where,  in 
fine,  his  whole  misfortune  is  centered  in  his  painful  wound.  He 
moans  and  shrieks,  his  body  is  seized  with  the  most  horrible 
convulsions.  Against  this  the  objection  of  offended  propriety 
is  properly  urged.  This  objection  was  raised  by  an  English¬ 
man  —  that  is  to  say,  by  a  man  who  would  hardly  be  suspected 
of  false  delicacy.  As  already  hinted,  he  gives  a  very  good 
reason  for  doing  so.  All  feelings  and  passions,  he  says,  with 
which  others  can  but  little  sympathize,  become  offensive  if  ex¬ 
pressed  with  too  much  intensity.  “  It  is  for  the  same  reason 
that  to  cry  out  with  bodily  pain,  how  intolerable  soever,  ap¬ 
pears  always  unmanly  and  unbecoming.  There  is,  however,  a 
good  deal  of  sympathy  even  with  bodily  pain.  If,  as  has 
already  been  observed,  I  see  a  stroke  aimed,  and  just  ready  to 
fall  upon  the  leg  or  arm  of  another  person,  I  naturally  shrink 
and  draw  back  my  own  leg  or  my  own  arm  :  and  when  it  does 
fall,  I  feel  it  in  some  measure,  and  am  hurt  by  it  as  well  as  the 
sufferer.  My  hurt,  however,  is  no  doubt  excessively  slight, 


104 


THE  LIMITATIONS  OF  PICTORIAL  ART. 


and,  upon  that  account,  if  he  makes  any  violent  outcry,  as  I 
cannot  go  along  with  him,  I  never  fail  to  despise  him.” 

Nothing  is  more  misleading  than  laying  down  general  laws 
for  our  feelings.  They  are  so  finely  interwoven  and  compli¬ 
cated,  that  it  is  scarcely  possible,  even  for  the  most  careful  ob¬ 
servers,  to  take  up  clearly  a  single  thread  and  follow  it  amid  all 
the  others  that  cross  it.  And  if  he  does  succeed  in  doing  so, 
what  advantage  is  thereby  gained?  There  are  in  nature  no 
simple  unmixed  feelings  ;  together  with  each  one  there  arise  a 
thousand  others,  the  least  of  which  is  sufficient  to  alter  entirely 
the  primary  feeling,  thus  leading  to  greater  and  greater  com¬ 
plexity,  so  that  at  last  what  was  supposed  to  be  a  general  law 
is  reduced  to  a  mere  experience  of  a  few  single  cases.  We  de¬ 
spise  him,  says  the  Englishman,  whom  we  hear  crying  out  vio¬ 
lently  with  bodily  pain.  But  not  always  :  not  the  first  time  ; 
not  if  we  see  that  the  sufferer  is  doing  his  utmost  to  conquer  his 
pain  ;  not  if  we  know  him  to  be  in  other  respects  a  man  of 
resolution  ;  still  less  if,  at  the  very  time  of  his  suffering,  he 
shows  signs  of  his  resoluteness,  if  we  see  that  his  pain,  while 
indeed  causing  him  to  cry  out,  yet  does  not  force  him  to  any¬ 
thing  further,  and  that  he  submits  to  a  continuance  of  it  rather 
than  change  his  thoughts  or  alter  his  determination  in  the 
slightest  degree,  even  though  such  an  alteration  bid  fair  to 
bring  his  sufferings  entirely  to  a  conclusion.  We  find  all  this 
in  Philoctetes.  With  the  Greeks,  moral  greatness  consisted  in 
an  equally  undying  love  of  one’s  friends  and  immutable  hatred 
of  oue’s  foes.  This  greatness  Philoctetes  maintains  throughout 
all  his  tortures.  His  suffering  has  not  drained  his  eyes  of  tears 
to  such  an  extent  as  to  prevent  him  from  weeping  over  the  fate 
of  his  former  friends.  It  has  not  made  him  so  submissive  that, 
in  order  to  escape  from  it,  he  could  pardon  his  foes  and  allow 
himself  to  be  used  for  all  their  selfish  ends.  And  this  rock  of 
a  man  is  one  whom  the  Athenians  should  have  despised,  because 
the  waves  which  could  not  shake  him  at  least  make  him  re¬ 
sound.  I  confess,  I  care  little  for  Cicero’s  philosophy  in  general, 
and  least  of  all  for  that  portion  of  it  which  he  displays  in  the 
second  Book  of  his  “Tusculan  Disputations,”  on  the  endurance  of 
bodily  pain.  One  would  think  that  he  wanted  to  train  a  gladia¬ 
tor,  so  eagerly  does  he  oppose  all  external  expression  of  suffer¬ 
ing.  This  betokens  to  him,  apparently,  nothing  more  than  a 
want  of  patience,  nor  does  he  seem  to  consider  that,  though  it 
often  is  entirely  voluntary,  yet  true  bravery,  also,  shows  itself 
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in  voluntary  actions  only.  He  only  hears  the  cries  and  shrieks 
of  Sophocles’  Philoctetes,  and  entirely  overlooks  his  other  reso¬ 
lute  qualities.  How  else  would  he  have  had  the  opportunity  of 
making  his  rhetorical  onslaught  upon  the  poets?  “  They  would 
make  us  effeminate  by  introducing  the  bravest  men  weeping.” 
They  must  let  them  weep  ;  for  a  theater  is  not  an  arena.  It 
behooved  the  condemned  or  mercenary  combatant  to  do  and  suf¬ 
fer  everything  with  propriety.  Not  a  sound  of  complaint  must 
escape  his  lips,  not  a  convulsive  start  reveal  his  pain.  His 
wounds,  and  even  his  death,  were  intended  to  afford  delight  to 
the  spectators,  and  he  therefore  had  to  learn  the  art  of  entirely 
concealing  his  feelings.  The  slightest  display  of  them  would 
have  awakened  compassion,  and  compassion,  if  frequently  ex¬ 
cited,  would  soon  have  made  an  end  of  these  cold  and  cruel 
spectacles.  Now  the  very  effect  which  was  there  avoided,  the 
tragic  stage  has  for  its  principal  aim,  and  here,  therefore,  a 
directly  opposite  line  of  conduct  is  demanded.  Its  heroes  must 
display  their  feelings,  must  give  utterance  to  their  pain,  and  let 
nature  follow  her  ordinary  course  within  them.  If  they  betray 
any  signs  of  training  and  forced  effort,  they  fail  to  reach  our 
hearts  ;  and  prize  fighters  in  the  cothurnus  can  at  the  most  but 
excite  our  wonder.  This  epithet  may  be  applied  to  all  the 
characters  in  the  so-called  tragedies  of  Seneca,  and  I  am  firmly 
convinced  that  the  gladiatorial  contests  formed  the  principal 
cause  why  the  Romans  remained  so  far  below  mediocrity  in  the 
Tragic  Art.  The  spectators  learnt,  in  the  bloody  amphitheater, 
to  misconceive  all  that  is  natural  ;  a  Ctesias,  perhaps,  could 
study  his  art  there,  but  a  Sophocles  never.  The  most  tragic  of 
geniuses,  inured  to  these  artificial  scenes  of  death,  would  have 
degenerated  into  bombast  and  rodomontade.  But  as  such  ro¬ 
domontade  cannot  inspire  true  heroism,  so  neither  can  the  sor¬ 
row  of  a  Philoctetes  inspire  weakness.  The  sorrows  are  those 
of  a  man,  but  the  actions  those  of  a  hero.  Together,  they 
make  the  human  hero,  who  is  neither  weak  nor  yet  obdurate, 
but  rather  appears  now  the  former,  now  the  latter,  according  as 
nature  or  his  principles  of  duty  may  require.  His  is  the  high¬ 
est  character  that  wisdom  can  produce  or  art  imitate. 

4.  Not  only  has  Sophocles  preserved  his  sensitive  hero  from 
contempt,  but  he  has  also  wisely  provided  against  any  other 
objection  which  the  Englishman’s  observation  might  cause  to 
be  raised  against  him.  For,  although  we  may  not  always  de¬ 
spise  a  man  who  cries  out  with  bodily  pain,  yet  it  cannot  be 
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denied  that  we  do  not  feel  so  much  pity  for  him  as  his  cries 
would  appear  to  demand.  What  attitude,  then,  are  those  ac¬ 
tors  to  assume  who  have  to  deal  with  the  crying  Philoctetes? 
Ought  they  to  appear  deeply  moved?  This  would  be  contrary 
to  nature.  Or  should  they  appear  as  cold  and  embarrassed  as 
one  usually  is  in  such  cases?  This  would  produce  a  most  dis¬ 
agreeable  and  incongruous  effect  upon  the  spectator.  Now  this 
also,  as  mentioned,  Sophocles  has  guarded  against.  He  did  so 
by  furnishing  the  subsidiary  characters  with  an  individual  in¬ 
terest,  so  that  the  impression  made  upon  them  by  the  cries  of 
Philoctetes  does  not  form  the  only  thing  with  which  they  are 
occupied  ;  and  the  spectator’s  attention  is  directed,  not  so  much 
towards  the  disproportion  of  their  sympathy  to  these  cries,  but 
rather  to  the  change  which,  through  this  sympathy,  however 
strong  or  weak  the  latter  may  be,  is,  or  should  be,  effected  in 
their  own  sentiments  and  designs.  Neoptolemus  and  the  Chorus 
have  deceived  the  luckless  Philoctetes ;  they  recognize  the  depth 
of  despair  into  which  their  deceit  will  plunge  him  ;  and  now  he 
meets  with  his  terrible  disaster  before  their  very  eyes.  If  this 
disaster  cannot  excite  any  marked  degree  of  sympathy  in  them, 
it  can  at  least  induce  them  to  look  into  their  own  conduct,  to 
have  consideration  for  so  much  misery  and  not  wish  to  add  to 
it  still  further  by  treachery.  This  is  what  the  spectator  looks 
for,  and  his  expectations  are  not  deceived  by  the  noble-minded 
Neoptolemus.  Philoctetes,  had  he  been  master  of  his  pain, 
would  have  confirmed  Neoptolemus  in  his  dissimulation  ;  Phi¬ 
loctetes,  whose  pain  renders  him  incapable  of  all  deception,  how 
necessary  soever  the  same  may  appear  to  him,  lest  his  fellow- 
travelers  repent  too  soon  of  their  promise  to  take  him  with 
them  ;  Philoctetes,  who  is  himself  perfectly  natural,  brings 
back  Neoptolemus  also  to  his  nature.  This  conversion  is 
splendid,  and  it  is  all  the  more  touching,  because  it  is  brought 
about  simply  by  humanity.  With  the  Frenchman,  on  the  other 
hand,  the  beautiful  eyes  have  their  share  in  it.  But  I  will  dis¬ 
miss  this  parody  from  my  thoughts.  This  device  of  combining 
in  the  bystanders  the  pity  intended  to  be  evoked  by  hearing 
cries  of  pain,  with  some  other  emotion,  has  also  been  adopted 
by  Sophocles  in  his  “  Trachinise.”  The  pain  of  Hercules  is  not 
merely  an  exhausting  pain  :  it  drives  him  to  a  state  of  frenzy, 
in  which  he  only  thirsts  after  vengeance.  In  his  fury  he  has 
already  seized  Lichas  and  dashed  him  to  pieces  against  the  rock. 
The  Chorus  is  composed  of  women,  and  it  is  therefore  most 


.••  •  '  .. 


.  r<© "  '  1  /»!.•  7/  .  i  f  8  •  \ 


- 


ill.  c':1  S? 


. 

. 


Sir  Walter  Scott 

From  the  painting  by  Sir  Henry  Raeburn 


. 


SKETCHES  OF  EIGHTEENTH-CENTURY  LIFE. 


107 


natural  that  fear  and  horror  should  take  possession  of  it.  This, 
together  with  their  suspense  as  to  whether  a  god  will  yet  hasten 
to  the  aid  of  Hercules  or  whether  the  latter  will  succumb  to  his 
misfortune,  here  forms  the  main  point  of  interest,  the  feeling  of 
sympathy  thus  being  scarcely  brought  into  play.  As  soon  as  the 
final  issue  has  been  decided  by  the  assistance  of  the  Oracles,  Her¬ 
cules  becomes  calm,  and  the  admiration  called  forth  by  his  last 
resolution  takes  the  place  of  every  other  feeling.  In  comparing 
the  suffering  Hercules  with  the  suffering  Philoctetes,  however,  it 
must  be  borne  in  mind  that  the  former  is  a  demigod,  whereas 
the  latter  is  only  a  man.  The  man  is  never  ashamed  of  his 
lamentations,  but  the  demigod  is  ashamed  that  the  mortal  part 
of  him  should  have  so  far  mastered  the  immortal  as  to  make 
him  cry  and  moan  like  a  girl.  We  moderns  do  not  believe  in 
demigods,  and  yet  the  smallest  hero  among  us  is  expected  to 
feel  and  act  like  one. 

SKETCHES  OF  EIGHTEENTH-CENTURY  LIFE. 

By  Sib  WALTER  SCOTT. 

(Selected  from  the  “  Waverley  Novels”  by  Andrew  Lang,  for  this  work.) 

[Sir  Walter  Scott  :  The  great  Scotch  novelist  and  poet ;  horn  August  15, 
1771,  in  Edinburgh,  where  he  attended  the  university.  He  practiced  as  an  advo¬ 
cate  for  a  while,  then  withdrew  from  the  bar  and  devoted  his  attention  largely 
to  literature.  “The  Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel  ”  (1805)  brought  him  into  promi¬ 
nence  as  an  author;  and  in  1814  he  published  anonymously  “Waverley,”  the 
first  of  the  “  Waverley  Novels.”  He  became  a  partner  in  Constable’s  publish¬ 
ing  house  and  the  Ballantynes’  printing  house,  in  order  to  realize  all  sides  of 
the  profit  from  his  works  ;  but  bad  management,  and  his  immense  overdrafts  on 
their  resources  to  build  up  a  great  feudal  estate  at  Abbotsford,  left  them  so  weak 
that  the  panic  of  1825  ruined  both.  He  wore  out  his  life  in  the  efEort  to  pay  up 
in  full  the  liabilities  of  £120,000,  and  the  royalties  on  his  books  achieved  this 
after  his  death.  His  other  great  poems  are  “  Marmion”  and  “  The  Lady  of  the 
Lake,”  and  lesser  ones  in  merit  are  “Rokeby,”  “The  Lord  of  the  Isles,” 
“  Harold  the  Dauntless,”  “The  Bridal  of  Triermain,”  and  “The  Vision  of  Don 
Roderick.”  Among  the  “  Waverleys  ”  may  be  cited  “  Guy  Mannering,”  “  The 
Antiquary,”  “The  Heart  of  Midlothian,”  “Old  Mortality,”  “Rob  Roy,”  “The 
Bride  of  Lammermoor,”  “Ivanhoe,”  “Kenilworth,”  “The  Abbot,”  “Quentin 
Durward,”  “The  Pirate,”  and  “ The  Talisman.”] 

Dandie  Dinmont. 

[A  sketch  of  a  Border  Farmer  and  of  his  sports.  The  farmer  is  still  a  hard  rider 

to  hounds.] 

When  the  sport  was  given  up  for  the  day,  most  of  the 
sportsmen,  according  to  the  established  hospitality  of  the  coun¬ 
try,  went  to  dine  at  Charlies-hope. 
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During  their  return  homeward,  Brown  rode  for  a  short  time 
beside  the  huntsman,  and  asked  him  some  questions  concerning 
the  mode  in  which  he  exercised  his  profession.  The  man  showed 
an  unwillingness  to  meet  his  eye  and  a  disposition  to  be  rid  of 
his  company  and  conversation,  for  which  Brown  could  not  easily 
account.  He  was  a  thin,  dark,  active  fellow,  well  framed  for 
the  hardy  profession  which  he  exercised.  But  his  face  had  not 
the  frankness  of  the  jolly  hunter  :  he  was  down-looked,  embar¬ 
rassed,  and  avoided  the  eyes  of  those  who  looked  hard  at  him. 
After  some  unimportant  observations  on  the  success  of  the  day, 
Brown  gave  him  a  trifling  gratuity  and  rode  on  with  the  land¬ 
lord.  They  found  the  goodwife  prepared  for  their  reception  ; 
the  fold  and  the  poultry-yard  furnished  the  entertainment,  and 
the  kind  and  hearty  welcome  made  amends  for  all  deficiencies 
in  elegance  and  fashion. 

Without  noticing  the  occupations  of  an  intervening  day 
or  two,  which,  as  they  consisted  of  the  ordinary  sylvan  amuse¬ 
ments  of  shooting  and  coursing,  have  nothing  sufficiently  inter¬ 
esting  to  detain  the  reader,  we  pass  to  one  in  some  degree 
peculiar  to  Scotland,  which  may  be  called  a  sort  of  salmon 
hunting.  This  chase,  in  which  the  fish  is  pursued  and  struck 
with  barbed  spears,  or  a  sort  of  long-shafted  trident,  called  a 
waster ,  is  much  practiced  at  the  mouth  of  the  Esk,  and  in  the 
other  salmon  rivers  of  Scotland.  The  sport  is  followed  by  day 
and  night,  but  most  commonly  in  the  latter,  when  the  fish  are 
discovered  by  means  of  torches,  or  fire  grates,  filled  with  blazing 
fragments  of  tar  barrels,  which  shed  a  strong  though  partial 
light  upon  the  water.  On  the  present  occasion,  the  principal 
party  were  embarked  in  a  crazy  boat  upon  a  part  of  the  river 
which  was  enlarged  and  deepened  by  the  restraint  of  a  mill 
weir,  while  others,  like  the  ancient  Bacchanals  in  their  gam¬ 
bols,  ran  along  the  banks,  brandishing  their  torches  and  spears, 
and  pursuing  the  salmon,  some  of  which  endeavored  to  escape 
up  the  stream,  while  others,  shrouding  themselves  under  roots 
of  trees,  fragments  of  stones,  and  large  rocks,  attempted  to  con¬ 
ceal  themselves  from  the  researches  of  the  fishermen.  These 
the  party  in  the  boat  detected  by  the  slightest  indications  ;  the 
twinkling  of  a  fin,  the  raising  of  an  air  bell,  was  sufficient  to 
point  out  to  the-  )  adroit  sportsmen  in  what  direction  to  use 
their  weapon. 

The  scene  was  inexpressibly  animating  to  those  accustomed 
to  it ;  but  as  Brown  was  not  practiced  to  use  the  spear,  he  soon 
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tired  of  making  efforts  which  were  attended  with  no  other  con¬ 
sequences  than  jarring  his  arms  against  the  rocks  at  the  bottom 
of  the  river,  upon  which,  instead  of  the  devoted  salmon,  he 
often  bestowed  his  blow.  Nor  did  he  relish,  though  he  con¬ 
cealed  feelings  which  would  not  have  been  understood,  being 
quite  so  near  the  agonies  of  the  expiring  salmon,  as  they  lay 
flapping  about  in  the  boat,  which  they  moistened  with  their 
blood.  He  therefore  requested  to  be  put  ashore,  and,  from  the 
top  of  a  heugh,  or  broken  bank,  enjoyed  the  scene  much  more 
to  his  satisfaction.  Often  he  thought  of  his  friend  Dudley,  the 
artist,  when  he  observed  the  effect  produced  by  the  strong  red 
glare  on  the  romantic  banks  under  which  the  boat  glided.  Now 
the  light  diminished  to  a  distant  star  that  seemed  to  twinkle  on 
the  waters  like  those  which,  according  to  the  legends  of  the 
country,  the  water  kelpie  sends  for  the  purpose  of  indicating 
the  watery  grave  of  his  victims.  Then  it  advanced  nearer, 
brightening  and  enlarging  as  it  again  approached,  till  the  broad 
flickering  flame  rendered  bank,  and  rock,  and  tree,  visible  as  it 
passed,  tingeing  them  with  its  own  red  glare  of  dusky  light, 
and  resigning  them  gradually  to  darkness,  or  to  pale  moonlight, 
as  it  receded.  By  this  light  also  were  seen  the  figures  in  the 
boat,  now  holding  high  their  weapons,  now  stooping  to  strike, 
now  standing  upright,  bronzed  by  the  same  red  glare,  into  a 
color  which  might  have  befitted  the  regions  of  Pandemonium. 

Having  amused  himself  for  some  time  with  these  effects  of 
light  and  shadow,  Brown  strolled  homewards  towards  the  farm¬ 
house,  gazing  in  his  way  at  the  persons  engaged  in  the  sport, 
two  or  three  of  whom  are  generally  kept  together,  one  holding 
the  torch,  the  others  with  their  spears,  ready  to  avail  them¬ 
selves  of  the  light  it  affords  to  strike  their  prey.  As  he  ob¬ 
served  one  man  struggling  with  a  very  weighty  salmon  which 
he  had  speared,  but  was  unable  completely  to  raise  from  the 
water,  Brown  advanced  close  to  the  bank  to  see  the  issue  of  his 
exertions.  The  man  who  held  the  torch  in  this  instance  was 
the  huntsman,  whose  sulky  demeanor  Brown  had  already 
noticed  with  surprise. 

“  Come  here,  sir  !  come  here,  sir !  look  at  this  ane  !  He 
turns  up  a  side  like  a  sow.”  Such  was  the  cry  from  the  assist¬ 
ants  when  some  of  them  observed  Brown  advancing. 

“  Ground  the  waster  weel,  man  !  ground  the  waster  weel ! 
—  haud  him  down  —  ye  haena  the  pith  o’  a  cat !  ”  —  were  the 
cries  of  advice,  encouragement,  and  expostulation,  from  those 
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who  were  on  the  bank,  to  the  sportsman  engaged  with  the 
salmon,  who  stood  up  to  his  middle  in  water,  jingling  among 
broken  ice,  struggling  against  the  force  of  the  fish  and  the 
strength  of  the  current,  and  dubious  in  what  manner  he  should 
attempt  to  secure  his  booty.  As  Brown  came  to  the  edge  of 
the  bank,  he  called  out  —  “  Hold  up  your  torch,  friend  hunts¬ 
man  !  ”  for  he  had  already  distinguished  his  dusky  features  by 
the  strong  light  cast  upon  them  by  the  blaze.  But  the  fellow 
no  sooner  heard  his  voice,  and  saw,  or  rather  concluded,  it  was 
Brown  who  approached  him,  than,  instead  of  advancing  his 
light,  he  let  it  drop,  as  if  accidentally,  into  the  water. 

“  The  deil’s  in  Gabriel  !  ”  said  the  spearman,  as  the  frag¬ 
ments  of  glowing  wood  floated  half -blazing,  half-sparkling,  but 
soon  extinguished,  down  the  stream  —  “  the  deil’s  in  the  man  ! 
—  I’ll  never  master  him  without  the  light  —  and  a  braver  kip¬ 
per,  could  I  but  land  him,  never  reisted  abune  a  pair  o’  cleeks.  ” 
Some  dashed  into  the  water  to  lend  their  assistance,  and  the 
fish,  which  was  afterwards  found  to  weigh  nearly  thirty  pounds, 
was  Landed  in  safety. 

The  behavior  of  the  huntsman  struck  Brown,  although  he 
had  no  recollection  of  his  face,  nor  could  conceive  why  he 
should,  as  it  appeared  he  evidently  did,  shun  his  observation. 
Could  it  be  one  of  the  footpads  he  had  encountered  a  few  days 
before  ?  The  supposition  was  not  altogether  improbable,  al¬ 
though  unwarranted  by  any  observation  he  was  able  to  make 
upon  the  man’s  figure  and  face.  To  be  sure,  the  villains  wore 
their  hats  much  slouched,  and  had  loose  coats,  and  their  size 
was  not  in  any  way  so  peculiarly  discriminated  as  to  enable  him 
to  resort  to  that  criterion.  He  resolved  to  speak  to  his  host 
Dinmont  on  the  subject,  but  for  obvious  reasons  concluded  it 
were  best  to  defer  the  explanation  until  a  cool  hour  in  the 
morning. 

The  sportsmen  returned  loaded  with  fish,  upwards  of  one 
hundred  salmon  having  been  killed  within  the  range  of  their 
sport.  The  best  were  selected  for  the  use  of  the  principal 
farmers,  the  others  divided  among  their  shepherds,  cotters,  de¬ 
pendents,  and  others  of  inferior  rank  who  attended.  These 
fish,  dried  in  the  turf  smoke  of  their  cabins,  or  shealings,  formed 
a  savory  addition  to  the  mess  of  potatoes,  mixed  with  onions, 
which  was  the  principal  part  of  their  winter  food.  In  the 
mean  while,  a  liberal  distribution  of  ale  and  whisky  was  made 
among  them,  besides  what  was  called  a  kettle  of  fish,  —  two  or 
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three  salmon,  namely,  plunged  into  a  caldron,  and  boiled  for 
their  supper.  Brown  accompanied  his  jolly  landlord  and  the 
rest  of  his  friends  into  the  large  and  smoky  kitchen,  where  this 
savory  mess  reeked  on  an  oaken  table,  massive  enough  to  have 
dined  Johnnie  Armstrong  and  his  merry  men.  All  was  hearty 
cheer  and  huzza,  and  jest  and  clamorous  laughter  and  bragging 
alternately,  and  raillery  between  whiles.  Our  traveler  looked 
earnestly  around  for  the  dark  countenance  of  the  fox  hunter ; 
but  it  was  nowhere  to  be  seen.  At  length  he  hazarded  a  ques¬ 
tion  concerning  him.  “  That  was  an  awkward  accident,  my 
lads,  of  one  of  you,  who  dropped  his  torch  in  the  water  when 
his  companion  was  struggling  with  the  large  fish.” 

“  Awkward !  ”  returned  a  shepherd,  looking  up  (the  same 
stout  young  fellow  who  had  speared  the  salmon),  “he  deserved 
his  paiks  for’t  —  to  put  out  the  light  when  the  fish  was  on  ane’s 
witters !  —  I’m  weel  convinced  Gabriel  drapped  the  roughies 
in  the  water  on  purpose  — he  doesna  like  to  see  onybody  do  a 
thing  better  than  himsel’.” 

“  Ay,”  said  another,  “  he’ s  sair  shamed  o’  himsel’,  else  he 
would  have  been  up  here  the  night  —  Gabriel  likes  a  little  o’ 
the  gude  thing  as  weel  as  ony  o’  us.” 

“  Is  he  of  this  country  ?  ”  said  Brown. 

“  Na,  na,  he's  been  but  shortly  in  office  ;  but  he’s  a  fell 
hunter  —  he’s  frae  down  the  country,  some  gate  on  the  Dum¬ 
fries  side.” 

“  And  what’s  his  name,  pray  ?  ” 

“  Gabriel.” 

“  But  Gabriel  what  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  Lord  kens  that ;  we  dinna  mind  folks  after-names 
muckle  here,  they  run  sae  muckle  into  clans.” 

“Ye  see,  sir,”  said  an  old  shepherd,  rising  and  speaking  very 
slow,  “  the  folks  hereabout  are  a’  Armstrongs  and  Elliots,  and 
sic  like  —  twa  or  three  given  names  —  and  so,  for  distinction’s 
sake,  the  lairds  and  farmers  have  the  names  of  their  places 
that  they  live  at  —  as  for  example,  Tam  o’  Todshaw,  Will  o’  the 
Flat,  Hobbie  o’  Sorbietrees,  and  our  good  master  here,  o’  the 
Charlies-hope.  —  Aweel,  sir,  and  then  the  inferior  sort  o’  people, 
ye’ll  observe,  are  kend  by  sorts  o’  by-names  some  o’  them,  as 
Glaiket  Christie,  and  the  Deuke’s  Davie,  or  maybe,  like  this 
lad  Gabriel,  by  his  employment ;  as  for  example,  Tod  Gabbie, 
or  Hunter  Gabbie.  He’s  no  been  lang  here,  sir,  and  I  dinna 
think  onybody  kens  him  by  ony  other  name.  But  it’s  no  right 
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to  rin  him  doon  aliint  his  back,  for  he’s  a  fell  fox  hunter,  though 
lie’s  maybe  no  just  sae  clever  as  some  o’  the  folk  hereawa’  wi’ 
the  waster.” 

After  some  further  desultory  conversation,  the  superior 
sportsmen  retired  to  conclude  the  evening  after  their  own  man¬ 
ner,  leaving  the  others  to  enjoy  themselves,  unawed  by  their 
presence.  That  evening,  like  all  those  which  Brown  had  passed 
at  Charlies-hope,  was  spent  in  much  innocent  mirth  and  con¬ 
viviality.  The  latter  might  have  approached  to  the  verge  of 
riot,  but  for  the  good  women ;  for  several  of  the  neighboring 
mistresses  (a  phrase  of  a  signification  how  different  from  what 
it  bears  in  more  fashionable  life  !)  had  assembled  at  Charlies- 
hope  to  witness  the  event  of  this  memorable  evening.  Finding 
the  punch  bowl  was  so  often  replenished  that  there  was  some 
danger  of  their  gracious  presence  being  forgotten,  they  rushed 
in  valorously  upon  the  recreant  revelers,  headed  by  our  good 
mistress  Ailie,  so  that  Venus  speedily  routed  Bacchus.  The 
fiddler  and  piper  next  made  their  appearance,  and  the  best  part 
of  the  night  was  gallantly  consumed  in  dancing  to  their  music. 

An  otter  hunt  the  next  day,  and  a  badger  baiting  the  day 
after,  consumed  the  time  merrily.  —  I  hope  our  traveler  will  not 
sink  in  the  reader’s  estimation,  sportsman  though  he  may  be, 
when  I  inform  him  that  on  this  last  occasion,  after  young  Pep¬ 
per  had  lost  a  fore  foot,  and  Mustard  the  second  had  been 
nearly  throttled,  he  begged  as  a  particular  and  personal  favor 
of  Mr.  Dinmont,  that  the  poor  badger,  who  had  made  so  gallant 
a  defense,  should  be  permitted  to  retire  to  his  earth  without 
further  molestation. 

The  farmer,  who  would  probably  have  treated  this  request 
with  supreme  contempt  had  it  come  from  any  other  person,  was 
contented,  in  Brown’s  case,  to  express  the  utter  extremity  of 
his  wonder.  “Weel,”  he  said,  “that’s  queer  eneuch !  —  But 
since  ye  take  his  part,  deil  a  tyke  shall  meddle  wi’  him  mair  in 
my  day  —  we’ll  e’en  mark  him,  and  ca’  him  the  captain’s  brock 
—  and  I’m  sure  I’m  glad  I  can  do  onything  to  oblige  you — but, 
Lord  save  us,  to  care  about  a  brock  I  ” 

After  a  week  spent  in  rural  sport,  and  distinguished  by  the 
most  frank  attentions  on  the  part  of  his  honest  landlord,  Brown 
bade  adieu  to  the  banks  of  the  Liddel  and  the  hospitality  of 
Charlies-hope.  The  children,  with  all  of  whom  he  had  now 
become  an  intimate  and  a  favorite,  roared  manfully  in  full 
chorus  at  his  departure,  and  he  was  obliged  to  promise  twenty 
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times  that  he  would  soon  return  and  play  over  all  their  favorite 
tunes  upon  the  flageolet  till  they  had  got  them  by  heart.  “  Come 
back  again,  captain,”  said  one  little  sturdy  fellow,  “  and  Jenny 
will  be  your  wife.”  Jenny  was  about  eleven  years  old:  she  ran 
and  hid  herself  behind  her  mammy. 

“  Captain,  come  back,”  said  a  little  fat  roll-about  girl  of  six, 
holding  her  mouth  up  to  be  kissed,  “  and  I’ll  be  your  wife  my 
ainsel’.” 

“  They  must  be  of  harder  mold  than  I,”  thought  Brown, 
“  who  could  part  from  so  many  kind  hearts  with  indifference.” 
The  good  dame,  too,  with  matron  modesty,  and  an  affectionate 
simplicity  that  marked  the  olden  time,  offered  her  cheek  to  the 
departing  guest  —  “It’s  little  the  like  of  us  can  do,”  she  said, 
“little  indeed  —  but  yet  —  if  there  were  but  onything - ” 

“Now,  my  dear  Mrs.  Dinmont,  you  embolden  me  to  make  a 
request  —  would  you  but  have  the  kindness  to  weave  me,  or 
work  me,  just  such  a  gray  plaid  as  the  goodman  wears  ?  ”  He 
had  learned  the  language  and  feelings  of  the  country  even  during 
the  short  time  of  his  residence,  and  was  aware  of  the  pleasure 
the  request  would  confer. 

“A  tait  o’  woo’  would  be  scarce  amang  us,”  said  the  gude- 
wife,  brightening,  “  if  ye  shouldna  liae  that,  and  as  gude  a  tweel 
as  ever  cam  aff  a  pirn.  I’ll  speak  to  Johnnie  Goodsire,  the 
weaver  at  the  Castletown,  the  morn.  Fare  ye  weel,  sir!  —  and 
may  ye  be  just  as  happy  yoursel’  as  ye  like  to  see  a’body  else  — 
and  that  would  be  a  sair  wish  to  some  folk.” 

I  must  not  omit  to  mention  that  our  traveler  left  his  trusty 
attendant  Wasp  to  be  a  guest  at  Charlies-hope  for  a  season. 
He  foresaw  that  he  might  prove  a  troublesome  attendant  in  the 
event  of  his  being  in  any  situation  where  secrecy  and  conceal¬ 
ment  might  be  necessary.  He  was  therefore  consigned  to  the 
care  of  the  eldest  boy,  who  promised,  in  the  words  of  the  old 
song,  that  he  should  have 

A  bit  of  his  supper,  a  bit  of  his  bed, 

and  that  he  should  be  engaged  in  none  of  those  perilous  pas¬ 
times  in  which  the  race  of  Mustard  and  Pepper  had  suffered 
frequent  mutilation.  Brown  now  prepared  for  his  journey,  hav¬ 
ing  taken  a  temporary  farewell  of  his  trusty  little  companion. 

There  is  an  odd  prejudice  in  these  hills  in  favor  of  riding. 
Every  farmer  rides  well,  and  rides  the  whole  day.  Probably 
the  extent  of  their  large  pasture  farms,  and  the  necessity  of 
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surveying  them  rapidly,  first  introduced  this  custom  ;  or  a  very 
zealous  antiquary  might  derive  it  from  the  times  of  the  Lay  of 
the  Last  Minstrel,  when  twenty  thousand  horsemen  assembled 
at  the  light  of  the  beacon  fires.  But  the  truth  is  undeniable  ; 
they  like  to  be  on  horseback,  and  can  be  with  difficulty  con¬ 
vinced  that  any  one  chooses  walking  from  other  motives  than 
those  of  convenience  or  necessity.  Accordingly,  Dinmont  in¬ 
sisted  upon  mounting  his  guest,  and  accompanying  him  on 
horseback  as  far  as  the  nearest  town  in  Dumfriesshire,  where 
he  had  directed  his  baggage  to  be  sent,  and  from  which  he 
proposed  to  pursue  his  intended  journey  towards  Woodbourne, 
the  residence  of  Julia  Mannering. 

Upon  the  way  he  questioned  his  companion  concerning  the 
character  of  the  fox  hunter  ;  but  gained  little  information,  as 
he  had  been  called  to  that  office  while  Dinmont  was  making 
the  round  of  the  Highland  fairs.  “  He  was  a  shake-rag  like 
fellow,”  he  said,  “  and,  he  dared  to  say,  had  gypsy  blood  in  his 
veins  ;  but  at  ony  rate,  he  was  nane  o’  the  smacks  that  had 
been  on  their  quarters  in  the  moss  —  he  would  ken  them  weel 
if  he  saw  them  again.  There  are  some  no  bad  folk  amang  the 
gypsies  too,  to  be  sic  a  gang,”  added  Dandie  ;  “  if  ever  I  see 
that  auld  randle  tree  of  a  wife  again,  I’ll  gie  her  something  to 
buy  tobacco  —  I  have  a  great  notion  she  meant  me  very  fair 
after  a’.” 

When  they  were  about  finally  to  part,  the  good  farmer  held 
Brown  long  by  the  hand,  and  at  length  said,  “  Captain,  the 
woo’s  sae  weel  up  the  year,  that  it’s  paid  a’  the  rent,  and  we 
have  naething  to  do  wi’  the  rest  o’  the  siller  when  Ailie  has 
had  her  new  gown,  and  the  bairns  their  bits  o’  duds  —  now 
I  was  thinking  of  some  safe  hand  to  put  it  into,  for  it’s  ower 
muckle  to  ware  on  brandy  and  sugar  —  now  I  have  heard  that 
you  army  gentlemen  can  sometimes  buy  yoursel’s  up  a  step  ; 
and  if  a  hundred  or  twa  would  help  ye  on  such  an  occasion,  the 
bit  scrape  o’  your  pen  would  be  as  good  to  me  as  the  siller,  and 
ye  might  just  take  yere  ain  time  o’  settling  it  —  it  wad  be  a 
great  convenience  to  me.”  Brown,  who  felt  the  full  delicacy 
that  wished  to  disguise  the  conferring  an  obligation  under  the 
show  of  asking  a  favor,  thanked  his  grateful  friend  most 
heartily,  and  assured  him  he  would  have  recourse  to  his  purse, 
without  scruple,  should  circumstances  ever  render  it  conven¬ 
ient  for  him.  And  thus  they  parted  with  many  expressions  of 
mutual  regard. 
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The  End  op  an  Auld  Song. 

[The  last  visit  of  Prince  Charles  (Charles  III.)  to  cause  a  rising.  The  date  must 
be  after  1766.  Redgauntlet  is  the  chief  of  the  detected  conspiracy.  The 
scene  is  not  historical,  though  the  prince  not  unfrequently  visited  England, 
and  even  walked  in  St.  James’  and  the  Park  undetected.] 

“  Do  not  concern  yourself  about  me,”  said  the  unfortunate 
prince ;  “  this  is  not  the  worst  emergency  in  which  it  has  been 
my  lot  to  stand  ;  and  if  it  were,  I  fear  it  not.  Shift  for  your¬ 
selves,  my  lords  and  gentlemen.” 

“  No,  never  !  ”  said  the  young  Lord - .  “  Our  only  hope 

now  is  in  an  honorable  resistance.” 

“  Most  true,”  said  Redgauntlet ;  “  let  despair  renew  the 
union  amongst  us  which  accident  disturbed.  I  give  my  voice 
for  displaying  the  royal  banner  instantly,  and  —  How  now  ?  ” 
he  concluded  sternly,  as  Lilias,  first  soliciting  his  attention  by 
pulling  his  cloak,  put  into  his  hand  the  scroll,  and  added,  it  was 
designed  for  that  of  Nixon. 

Redgauntlet  read  —  and,  dropping  it  on  the  ground,  con¬ 
tinued  to  stare  upon  the  spot  where  it  fell  with  raised  hands 
and  fixed  eyes.  Sir  Richard  Glendale  lifted  the  fatal  paper, 
read  it,  and  saying,  “  Now  all  is  indeed  over,”  handed  it  to 
Maxwell,  who  said  aloud,  “  Black  Colin  Campbell,  by  God  !  I 
heard  he  had  come  post  from  London  last  night.” 

As  if  in  echo  to  his  thoughts  the  violin  of  the  blind  man 
was  heard  playing  with  spirit,  “The  Campbells  are  Coming,”  a 
celebrated  clan  march. 

“  The  Campbells  are  coming  in  earnest,”  said  MacKellar ; 
“they  are  upon  us  with  the  whole  battalion  from  Carlisle.” 

There  was  a  silence  of  dismay,  and  two  or  three  of  the  com¬ 
pany  began  to  drop  out  of  the  room. 

Lord - spoke  with  the  generous  spirit  of  a  young  Eng¬ 

lish  nobleman.  “  If  we  have  been  fools,  do  not  let  us  be  cow¬ 
ards.  We  have  one  here  more  precious  than  us  all,  and  come 
hither  on  our  warranty  —  let  us  save  him  at  least.  ” 

“  True,  most  true,”  answered  Sir  Richard  Glendale.  “  Let 
the  King  be  first  cared  for.” 

“  That  shall  be  my  business,”  said  Redgauntlet ;  “  if  we 
have  but  time  to  bring  back  the  brig,  all  will  be  well  —  I  will 
instantly  dispatch  a  party  in  a  fishing  skiff  to  bring  her  to.”  — 
He  gave  his  commands  to  two  or  three  of  the  most  active 
among  his  followers.  —  “  Let  him  be  once  on  board,”  he  said, 
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“  and  there  are  enough  of  us  to  stand  to  arms  and  cover  his 
retreat.” 

“  Right,  right,”  said  Sir  Richard,  “  and  I  will  look  to  points 
which  can  be  made  defensible ;  and  the  old  powder-plot  hoys 
could  not  have  made  a  more  desperate  resistance  than  we  shall. 
—  Redgauntlet,”  continued  he,  “  I  see  some  of  our  friends  are 
looking  pale  ;  but  methinks  your  nephew  has  more  mettle  in 
his  eye  now  than  when  we  were  in  cold  deliberation,  with  dan¬ 
ger  at  a  distance.” 

“  It  is  the  way  of  our  house,”  said  Redgauntlet ;  “  our  cour¬ 
age  ever  kindles  highest  on  the  losing  side.  I,  too,  feel  that 
the  catastrophe  I  have  brought  on  must  not  be  survived  by  its 
author.  Let  me  first,”  he  said,  addressing  Charles,  “  see  your 
Majesty’s  sacred  person  in  such  safety  as  can  now  be  provided 
for  it,  and  then - ” 

“  You  may  spare  all  considerations  concerning  me,  gentle¬ 
men,”  again  repeated  Charles,  “  yon  mountain  of  Criffel  shall 
fly  as  soon  as  I  will.” 

Most  threw  themselves  at  his  feet  with  weeping  and  en¬ 
treaty  ;  some  one  or  two  slunk  in  confusion  from  the  apart¬ 
ment  and  were  heard  riding  off.  Unnoticed  in  such  a  scene, 
Darsie,  his  sister,  and  Fairford  drew  together,  and  held  each 
other  by  the  hands  as  those  who,  when  a  vessel  is  about  to 
founder  in  the  storm,  determine  to  take  their  chance  of  life  and 
death  together. 

Amid  this  scene  of  confusion,  a  gentleman,  plainly  dressed 
in  a  riding  habit,  with  a  black  cockade  in  his  hat,  but  without 
any  arms  except  a  couteau  de  chasse,  walked  into  the  apartment 
without  ceremony.  He  was  a  tall,  thin,  gentlemanly  man,  with 
a  look  and  bearing  decidedly  military.  He  had  passed  through 
their  guards,  if  in  the  confusion  they  now  maintained  any, 
without  stop  or  question,  and  now  stood  almost  unarmed  among 
armed  men,  who,  nevertheless,  gazed  on  him  as  on  the  angel  of 
destruction. 

“You  look  coldly  on  me,  gentlemen,”  he  said.  “Sir  Rich¬ 
ard  Glendale  —  my  Lord - ,  we  were  not  always  such  stran¬ 

gers.  Ha,  Pate-in-Peril,  how  is  it  with  you  ?  and  you  too, 
Ingoldsby  —  I  must  not  call  you  by  any  other  name  —  why 
do  you  receive  an  old  friend  so  coldly  ?  But  you  guess  my 
errand.” 

“  And  are  prepared  for  it,  General,”  said  Redgauntlet ;  “  we 
are  not  men  to  be  penned  up  like  sheep  for  the  slaughter.” 
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“  Pshaw  !  you  take  it  too  seriously  —  let  me  speak  but  one 
word  with  you.” 

“No  words  can  shake  our  purpose,”  said  Redgauntlet, 
“  were  your  whole  command,  as  I  suppose  is  the  case,  drawn 
round  the  house.” 

“  I  am  certainly  not  unsupported,”  said  the  general ;  “  but 
if  you  would  hear  me - ” 

“  Hear  me,  sir,”  said  the  Wanderer,  stepping  forward;  “I 
suppose  I  am  the  mark  you  aim  at  —  I  surrender  myself  will¬ 
ingly,  to  save  these  gentlemen’s  danger  —  let  this  at  least  avail 
in  their  favor.” 

An  exclamation  of  “Never,  never  !  ”  broke  from  the  little 
body  of  partisans,  who  threw  themselves  round  the  unfortunate 
prince,  and  would  have  seized  or  struck  down  Campbell,  had  it 
not  been  that  he  remained  with  his  arms  folded,  and  a  look 
rather  indicating  impatience  because  they  would  not  hear  him 
than  the  least  apprehension  of  violence  at  their  hand. 

At  length  he  obtained  a  moment’s  silence.  “  I  do  not,”  he 
said,  “  know  this  gentleman  ”  (making  a  profound  bow  to  the 
unfortunate  prince),  —  “I  do  not  wish  to  know  him;  it  is  a 
knowledge  which  would  suit  neither  of  us.” 

“  Our  ancestors,  nevertheless,  have  been  well  acquainted,” 
said  Charles,  unable  to  suppress,  even  at  that  hour  of  dread  and 
danger,  the  painful  recollections  of  fallen  royalty. 

“  In  one  word,  General  Campbell,”  said  Redgauntlet,  “  is  it 
to  be  peace  or  war?  —  You  are  a  man  of  honor,  and  we  can 
trust  you.” 

“  I  thank  you,  sir,”  said  the  general ;  “  and  I  reply  that  the 
answer  to  your  question  rests  with  yourself.  Come,  do  not  be 
fools,  gentlemen ;  there  was  perhaps  no  great  harm  meant  or 
intended  by  your  gathering  together  in  this  obscure  corner  for 
a  bear  bait  or  a  cockfight,  or  whatever  other  amusement  you 
may  have  intended,  but  it  was  a  little  imprudent  considering 
how  you  stand  with  government,  and  it  has  occasioned  some 
anxiety.  Exaggerated  accounts  of  your  purpose  have  been  laid 
before  government  by  the  information  of  a  traitor  in  your  own 
counsels  ;  and  I  was  sent  down  post  to  take  the  command  of  a 
sufficient  number  of  troops  in  case  these  calumnies  should  be 
found  to  have  any  real  foundation.  I  have  come  here,  of  course, 
sufficiently  supported  botli  with  cavalry  and  infantry  to  do 
whatever  might  be  necessary ;  but  my  commands  are  —  and  I 
am  sure  they  agree  with  my  inclination  —  to  make  no  arrests, 
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nay,  to  make  no  further  inquiries  of  any  kind,  if  this  good 
assembly  will  consider  their  own  interest  so  far  as  to  give  up 
their  immediate  purpose  and  return  quietly  home  to  their  own 
houses.” 

“  What !  —  all  ?  ”  exclaimed  Sir  Richard  Glendale  —  “  all, 
without  exception  ?  ” 

“  All,  without  one  single  exception,”  said  the  general ; 
“  such  are  my  orders.  If  you  accept  my  terms,  say  so  and 
make  haste ;  for  things  may  happen  to  interfere  with  his 
Majesty’s  kind  purposes  towards  you  all.” 

“His  Majesty’s  kind  purposes  !  ”  said  the  Wanderer.  “Do 
I  hear  you  aright,  sir  ?  ” 

“  I  speak  the  King’s  very  words  from  his  very  lips,”  replied 
the  general.  “  ‘  I  will,’  said  his  Majesty,  ‘  deserve  the  confi¬ 
dence  of  my  subjects  by  reposing  my  security  in  the  fidelity 
of  the  millions  who  acknowledge  my  title  —  in  the  good  sense 
and  prudence  of  the  few  who  continue,  from  the  errors  of 
education,  to  disown  it.’ — His  Majesty  will  not  even  believe 
that  the  most  zealous  Jacobites  who  yet  remain  can  nourish  a 
thought  of  exciting  a  civil  war,  which  must  be  fatal  to  their 
families  and  themselves,  besides  spreading  bloodshed  and  ruin 
through  a  peaceful  land.  He  cannot  even  believe  of  his  kins¬ 
man,  that  he  would  engage  brave  and  generous,  though  mis¬ 
taken,  men  in  an  attempt  which  must  ruin  all  who  have  escaped 
former  calamities ;  and  he  is  convinced  that,  did  curiosity  or 
any  other  motive  lead  that  person  to  visit  this  country,  he 
would  soon  see  it  was  his  wisest  course  to  return  to  the  Conti¬ 
nent;  and  his  Majesty  compassionates  his  situation  too  much 
to  offer  any  obstacle  to  his  doing  so.” 

“  Is  this  real  ?  ”  said  Redgauntlet.  “  Can  you  mean  this  ? 
—  Am  I  —  are  all,  are  any  of  these  gentlemen  at  liberty,  with¬ 
out  interruption,  to  embark  in  yonder  brig,  which,  I  see,  is 
now  again  approaching  the  shore  ?  ” 

“You,  sir  —  all  —  any  of  the  gentlemen  present,”  said  the 
general  —  “all  whom  the  vessel  can  contain  are  at  liberty  to 
embark  uninterrupted  by  me ;  but  I  advise  none  to  go  off  who 
have  not  powerful  reasons  unconnected  with  the  present  meet¬ 
ing,  for  this  will  be  remembered  against  no  one.” 

“  Then,  gentlemen,”  said  Redgauntlet,  clasping  his  hands 
together  as  the  words  burst  from  him,  “  the  cause  is  lost  for¬ 
ever  !  ” 

General  Campbell  turned  away  to  the  window,  as  if  to 
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avoid  hearing  what  they  said.  Their  consultation  was  but 
momentary ;  for  the  door  of  escape  which  thus  opened  was  as 
unexpected  as  the  exigence  was  threatening. 

“We  have  your  word  of  honor  for  our  protection,”  said  Sir 
Richard  Glendale,  “  if  we  dissolve  our  meeting  in  obedience 
to  your  summons  ?  ” 

“You  have,  Sir  Richard,”  answered  the  general. 

“  And  I  also  have  your  promise,”  said  Redgauntlet,  “  that 
I  may  go  on  board  yonder  vessel,  with  any  friend  whom  I  may 
choose  to  accompany  me  ?  ” 

“Not  only  that,  Mr.  Ingoldsby  — ^  or  I  will  call  you  Mr. 
Redgauntlet  once  more  —  you  may  stay  in  the  offing  for  a  tide 
until  you  are  joined  by  any  person  who  may  remain  at  Fair- 
ladies.  After  that  there  will  be  a  sloop  of  war  on  the  station, 
and  I  need  not  say  your  condition  will  then  become  perilous.” 

“  Perilous  it  should  not  be,  General  Campbell,”  said  Red¬ 
gauntlet,  “  or  more  perilous  to  others  than  to  us,  if  others 
thought  as  I  do  even  in  this  extremity.” 

“  You  forget  yourself,  my  friend,”  said  the  unhappy  Adven¬ 
turer  ;  “  you  forget  that  the  arrival  of  this  gentleman  only 
puts  the  copestone  on  our  already  adopted  resolution  to  aban¬ 
don  our  bullfight,  or  by  whatever  other  wild  name  this  head¬ 
long  enterprise  may  be  termed.  I  bid  you  farewell,  unfriendly 
friends  —  I  bid  you  farewell  ”  (bowing  to  the  general),  “  my 
friendly  foe  —  I  leave  this  strand  as  I  landed  upon  it,  alone 
and  to  return  no  more  !  ” 

“Not  alone,”  said  Redgauntlet,  “while  there  is  blood  in 
the  veins  of  my  father’s  son.” 

“Not  alone,”  said  the  other  gentlemen  present,  stung  with 
feelings  which  almost  overpowered  the  better  reasons  under 
which  they  had  acted.  “We  will  not  disown  our  principles, 
or  see  your  person  endangered.” 

“  If  it  be  only  your  purpose  to  see  the  gentleman  to  the 
beach,”  said  General  Campbell,  “  I  will  myself  go  with  you. 
My  presence  among  you,  unarmed  and  in  your  power,  will  be 
a  pledge  of  my  friendly  intentions,  and  will  overawe,  should 
such  be  offered,  any  interruption  on  the  part  of  officious 
persons.” 

“  Be  it  so,”  said  the  Adventurer,  with  the  air  of  a  prince 
to  a  subject,  not  of  one  who  complied  with  the  request  of  an 
enemy  too  powerful  to  be  resisted. 

They  left  the  apartment  —  they  left  the  house  —  an  unau- 
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thenticated  and  dubious,  but  appalling,  sensation  of  terror  had 
already  spread  itself  among  the  inferior  retainers,  who  had  so 
short  time  before  strutted,  and  bustled,  and  thronged  the  door¬ 
way  and  the  passages.  A  report  had  arisen,  of  which  the 
origin  could  not  be  traced,  of  troops  advancing  towards  the 
spot  in  considerable  numbers ;  and  men  who  for  one  reason 
or  other  were  most  of  them  amenable  to  the  arm  of  power 
had  either  shrunk  into  stables  or  corners  or  fled  the  place 
entirely.  There  was  solitude  on  the  landscape  excepting  the 
small  party  which  now  moved  towards  the  rude  pier,  where 
a  boat  lay  manned,  agreeably  to  Redgauntlet’s  orders  pre¬ 
viously  given. 

The  last  heir  of  the  Stuarts  leant  on  Redgauntlet’s  arm  as 
they  walked  towards  the  beach ;  for  the  ground  was  rough, 
and  he  no  longer  possessed  the  elasticity  of  limb  and  of  spirit 
which  had,  twenty  years  before,  carried  him  over  many  a  high¬ 
land  hill  as  light  as  one  of  their  native  deer.  His  adherents 
followed,  looking  on  the  ground,  their  feelings  struggling 
against  the  dictates  of  their  reason. 

General  Campbell  accompanied  them  with  an  air  of  appar¬ 
ent  ease  and  indifference,  but  watching  at  the  same  time,  and 
no  doubt  with  some  anxiety,  the  changing  features  of  those 
who  acted  in  this  extraordinary  scene. 

Darsie  and  his  sister  naturally  followed  their  uncle,  whose 
violence  they  no  longer  feared,  while  his  character  attracted 
their  respect,  and  Alan  Fairford  attended  them  from  interest 
in  their  fate,  unnoticed  in  a  party  where  all  were  too  much 
occupied  with  their  own  thoughts  and  feelings,  as  well  as  with 
the  impending  crisis,  to  attend  to  his  presence. 

Halfway  betwixt  the  house  and  the  beach  they  saw  the 
bodies  of  Nanty  Ewart  and  Cristal  Nixon  blackening  in  the 
sun. 

“  That  was  your  informer  ?  ”  said  Redgauntlet,  looking 
back  to  General  Campbell,  who  only  nodded  his  assent. 

“Caitiff  wretch  !  ”  exclaimed  Redgauntlet;  — “and  yet  the 
name  were  better  bestowed  on  the  fool  who  could  be  misled 
by  thee.” 

“  That  sound  broadsword  cut,”  said  the  general,  “  has  saved 
us  the  shame  of  rewarding  a  traitor.” 

They  arrived  at  the  place  of  embarkation.  The  prince 
stood  a  moment  with  folded  arms,  and  looked  around  him  in 
deep  silence.  A  paper  was  then  slipped  into  his  hands  —  he 
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looked  at  it  and  said,  “  I  find  the  two  friends  I  have  left  at 
Fairladies  are  apprised  of  my  destination,  and  propose  to  em¬ 
bark  from  Bowness.  I  presume  this  will  not  be  an  infringe¬ 
ment  of  the  conditions  under  which  you  have  acted  ?  ” 

“  Certainly  not,”  answered  General  Campbell ;  “  they  shall 
have  all  facility  to  join  }rou.” 

“  I  wish,  then,”  said  Charles,  “  only  another  companion. 
Redgauntlet,  the  air  of  this  country  is  as  hostile  to  you  as  it 
is  to  me.  These  gentlemen  have  made  their  peace,  or  rather 
they  have  done  nothing  to  break  it.  But  you  —  come  you 
and  share  my  home  where  chance  shall  cast  it.  We  shall 
never  see  these  shores  again  ;  but  we  will  talk  of  them  and  of 
our  disconcerted  bullfight.” 

“  I  follow  you,  sire,  through  life,”  said  Redgauntlet,  “  as  I 
would  have  followed  you  to  death.  Permit  me  one  moment.” 

The  prince  then  looked  round,  and  seeing  the  abashed 
countenances  of  his  other  adherents  bent  upon  the  ground  he 
hastened  to  say,  “  Do  not  think  that  you,  gentlemen,  have 
obliged  me  less,  because  your  zeal  was  mingled  with  prudence, 
entertained,  I  am  sure,  more  on  my  own  account  and  on  that 
of  your  country  than  from  selfish  apprehensions.” 

He  stepped  from  one  to  another,  and  amid  sobs  and  burst¬ 
ing  tears  received  the  adieus  of  the  last  remnant  which  had 
hitherto  supported  his  lofty  pretensions,  and  addressed  them 
individually  with  accents  of  tenderness  and  affection. 

The  general  drew  a  little  aloof,  and  signed  to  Redgauntlet 
to  speak  with  him  while  this  scene  proceeded.  “  It  is  now 
all  over,”  he  said,  “  and  Jacobite  will  be  henceforward  no 
longer  a  party  name.  When  you  tire  of  foreign  parts  and 
wish  to  make  your  peace,  let  me  know.  Your  restless  zeal 
alone  has  impeded  your  pardon  hitherto.” 

“  And  now  I  shall  not  need  it,”  said  Redgauntlet.  “  I 
leave  England  forever ;  but  I  am  not  displeased  that  you 
should  hear  my  family  adieus.  —  Nephew,  come  hither.  In 
presence  of  General  Campbell,  I  tell  you  that,  though  to  breed 
you  up  in  my  own  political  opinions  has  been  for  many  years 
my  anxious  wish,  I  am  now  glad  that  it  could  not  be  accom¬ 
plished.  You  pass  under  the  service  of  the  reigning  monarch 
without  the  necessity  of  changing  your  allegiance  —  a  change, 
however,”  he  added,  looking  around  him,  “  which  sits  more 
easy  on  honorable  men  than  I  could  have  anticipated  ;  but  some 
wear  the  badge  of  their  loyalty  on  their  sleeve  and  others  in 
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the  heart.  You  will  from  henceforth  be  uncontrolled  master 
of  all  the  property  of  which  forfeiture  could  not  deprive  your 
father  —  of  all  that  belonged  to  him  —  excepting  this,  his  good 
sword  ”  (laying  his  hand  on  the  weapon  he  wore),  “  which 
shall  never  fight  for  the  House  of  Hanover  ;  and,  as  my  hand 
will  never  draw  weapon  more,  I  shall  sink  it  forty  fathoms 
deep  in  the  wide  ocean.  Bless  you,  young  man !  If  I  have 
dealt  harshly  with  you,  forgive  me.  I  had  set  my  whole 
desires  on  one  point  —  God  knows,  with  no  selfish  purpose  ; 
and  I  am  justly  punished  by  this  final  termination  of  my  views 
for  having  been  too  little  scrupulous  in  the  means  by  which  I 
pursued  them.  —  Niece,  farewell,  and  may  God  bless  you  also  !  ” 

“No,  sir,”  said  Lilias,  seizing  his  hand  eagerly.  “You 
have  been  hitherto  my  protector  —  you  are  now  in  sorrow,  let 
me  be  your  attendant  and  your  comforter  in  exile.” 

“  I  thank  you,  my  girl,  for  your  unmerited  affection ;  but 
it  cannot  and  must  not  be.  The  curtain  here  falls  between  us. 
I  go  to  the  house  of  another  —  if  I  leave  it  before  I  quit  the 
earth,  it  shall  be  only  for  the  House  of  God.  Once  more,  fare¬ 
well  both  !  The  fatal  doom,”  he  said  with  a  melancholy  smile, 
“will,  I  trust,  now  depart  from  the  House  of  Redgauntlet, 
since  its  present  representative  has  adhered  to  the  winning 
side.  I  am  convinced  he  will  not  change  it,  should  it  in  turn 
become  the  losing  one.” 

The  unfortunate  Charles  Edward  had  now  given  his  last 
adieus  to  his  downcast  adherents.  He  made  a  sign  with  his 
hand  to  Redgauntlet,  who  came  to  assist  him  into  the  skiff. 
General  Campbell  also  offered  his  assistance,  the  rest  appear¬ 
ing  too  much  affected  by  the  scene  which  had  taken  place  to 
prevent  him. 

“You  are  not  sorry,  General,  to  do  me  this  last  act  of 
courtesy,”  said  the  Chevalier ;  “  and  on  my  part  I  thank  you 
for  it.  You  have  taught  me  the  principle  on  which  men  on 
the  scaffold  feel  forgiveness  and  kindness  even  for  their  exe¬ 
cutioner.  —  Farewell !  ” 

They  were  seated  in  the  boat,  which  presently  pulled  off 
from  the  land.  The  Oxford  divine  broke  out  into  a  loud 
benediction,  in  terms  which  General  Campbell  was  too  gener¬ 
ous  to  criticise  at  the  time  or  to  remember  afterwards  ;  —  nay, 
it  is  said  that,  Whig  and  Campbell  as  he  was,  he  could  not 
help  joining  in  the  universal  Amen  !  which  resounded  from 
the  shore. 
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The  Clan  Roll  Call. 

[Flora  Maclvor,  a  Jacobite  lady,  sings  to  Edward  Waverley,  a  yoang  English 
gentleman  whom  she  wishes  to  bring  over  to  the  Rightful  Cause  in  the  sum* 
mer  of  1745.  Her  poem  is  a  Roll  Call  of  the  Clans.  J 

Here,  like  one  of  those  lovely  forms  which  decorate  the  land¬ 
scapes  of  Poussin,  Waverley  found  Flora  gazing  on  the  water¬ 
fall.  Two  paces  further  back  stood  Cathleen,  holding  a  small 
Scottish  harp,  the  use  of  which  had  been  taught  to  Flora  by 
Rory  Dali,  one  of  the  last  harpers  of  the  Western  Highlands. 
The  sun,  now  stooping  in  the  west,  gave  a  rich  and  varied  tinge 
to  all  the  objects  which  surrounded  Waverley,  and  seemed  to 
add  more  than  human  brilliancy  to  the  full  expressive  darkness 
of  Flora’s  eye,  exalted  the  richness  and  purity  of  her  com¬ 
plexion,  and  enhanced  the  dignity  and  grace  of  her  beautiful 
form.  Edward  thought  he  had  never,  even  in  his  wildest 
dreams,  imagined  a  figure  of  such  exquisite  and  interesting 
loveliness.  The  wild  beauty  of  the  retreat,  bursting  upon  him 
as  if  by  magic,  augmented  the  mingled  feeling  of  delight  and 
awe  with  which  he  approached  her,  like  a  fair  enchantress  of 
Boiardo  or  Ariosto,  by  whose  nod  the  scenery  around  seemed 
to  have  been  created,  an  Eden  in  the  wilderness. 

Flora,  like  every  beautiful  woman,  was  conscious  of  her  own 
power,  and  pleased  with  its  effects,  which  she  could  easily  dis¬ 
cern  from  the  respectful  yet  confused  address  of  the  young  sol¬ 
dier.  But,  as  she  possessed  excellent  sense,  she  gave  the  romance 
of  the  scene,  and  other  accidental  circumstances,  full  weight 
in  appreciating  the  feelings  with  which  Waverley  seemed  ob¬ 
viously  to  be  impressed  ;  and,  unacquainted  with  the  fanciful 
and  susceptible  peculiarities  of  his  character,  considered  his 
homage  as  the  passing  tribute  which  a  woman  of  even  inferior 
charms  might  have  expected  in  such  a  situation.  She  therefore 
quietly  led  the  way  to  a  spot  at  such  a  distance  from  the  cas¬ 
cade  that  its  sound  should  rather  accompany  than  interrupt 
that  of  her  voice  and  instrument,  and,  sitting  down  upon  a 
mossy  fragment  of  rock,  she  took  the  harp  from  Cathleen. 

“  I  have  given  you  the  trouble  of  walking  to  this  spot,  Cap¬ 
tain  Waverley,  both  because  I  thought  the  scenery  would  in¬ 
terest  you,  and  because  a  Highland  song  would  suffer  still  more 
from  my  imperfect  translation,  were  I  to  introduce  it  without 
its  own  wild  and  appropriate  accompaniments.  To  speak  in  the 
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poetical  language  of  my  country,  the  seat  of  the  Celtic  muse  is 
in  the  mist  of  the  secret  and  solitary  hill,  and  her  voice  in  the 
murmur  of  the  mountain  stream.  He  who  woos  her  must  love 
the  barren  rock  more  than  the  fertile  valley,  and  the  solitude 
of  the  desert  better  than  the  festivity  of  the  hall.” 

Few  could  have  heard  this  lovely  woman  make  this  declara¬ 
tion,  with  a  voice  where  harmony  was  exalted  by  pathos,  with¬ 
out  exclaiming  that  the  muse  whom  she  invoked  could  never 
find  a  more  appropriate  representative.  But  Waverley,  though 
the  thought  rushed  on  his  mind,  found  no  courage  to  utter  it. 
Indeed,  the  wild  feeling  of  romantic  delight  with  which  he  heard 
the  first  few  notes  she  drew  from  her  instrument  amounted  al¬ 
most  to  a  sense  of  pain.  He  would  not  for  worlds  have  quitted 
his  place  by  her  side  ;  yet  he  almost  longed  for  solitude,  that 
he  might  decipher  and  examine  at  leisure  the  complication  of 
emotions  which  now  agitated  his  bosom. 

Flora  had  exchanged  the  measured  and  monotonous  recita¬ 
tive  of  the  bard  for  a  lofty  and  uncommon  Highland  air,  which 
had  been  a  battle  song  in  former  ages.  A  few  irregular  strains 
introduced  a  prelude  of  a  wild  and  peculiar  tone,  which  har¬ 
monized  well  with  the  distant  waterfall,  and  the  soft  sigh  of  the 
evening  breeze  in  the  rustling  leaves  of  an  aspen  which  overhung 
the  seat  of  the  fair  harpress.  The  following  verses  convey  but 
little  idea  of  the  feelings  with  which,  so  sung  and  accompanied, 
they  were  heard  by  W averley  :  — 


BATTLE  SONG. 

There  is  mist  on  the  mountain,  and  night  on  the  vale, 
But  more  dark  is  the  sleep  of  the  sons  of  the  Gael. 

A  stranger  commanded  —  it  sunk  on  the  land ; 

It  has  frozen  each  heart,  and  benumbed  every  hand  ! 

The  dirk  and  the  target  lie  sordid  with  dust ; 

The  bloodless  claymore  is  but  reddened  with  rust ; 

On  the  hill  or  the  glen  if  a  gun  should  appear, 

It  is  only  to  war  with  the  heath  cock  or  deer. 

The  deeds  of  our  sires  if  our  bards  should  rehearse, 
Let  a  blush  or  a  blow  be  the  meed  of  their  verse ! 

Be  mute  every  string,  and  be  hushed  every  tone, 

That  shall  bid  us  remember  the  fame  that  is  flown ! 
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But  the  dark  hours  of  night  and  of  slumber  are  past; 
The  morn  on  our  mountains  is  dawning  at  last; 
Glenaladale’s  peaks  are  illumed  with  the  rays, 

And  the  streams  of  Glenfinnan  leap  bright  in  the  blaze, 

0  high-minded  Moray  !  —  the  exiled  —  the  dear  !  — 

In  the  blush  of  the  dawning  the  Standard  uprear ! 
Wide,  wide  on  the  winds  of  the  north  let  it  fly, 

Like  the  sun’s  latest  flash  when  the  tempest  is  nigh ! 

Ye  sons  of  the  strong,  when  that  dawning  shall  break, 
Need  the  harp  of  the  aged  remind  you  to  wake  ? 

That  dawn  never  beamed  on  your  forefathers’  eye, 

But  it  roused  each  high  chieftain  to  vanquish  or  die. 

0  !  sprung  from  the  kings  who  in  Islay  kept  state, 
Proud  chiefs  of  Clan  Ranald,  Glengarry,  and  Sleat ! 
Combine  like  three  streams  from  one  mountain  of  snow, 
And  resistless  in  union  rush  down  on  the  foe  ! 

True  son  of  Sir  Evan,  undaunted  Lochiel, 

Place  thy  targe  on  thy  shoulder  and  burnish  thy  steel ! 
Rough  Keppoch,  give  breath  to  thy  bugle’s  bold  swell, 
Till  far  Coryarrick  resound  to  the  knell ! 

Stern  son  of  Lord  Kenneth,  high  chief  of  Kintail, 

Let  the  stag  in  thy  standard  bound  wild  in  the  gale  ! 
May  the  race  of  Clan  Gillian,  the  fearless  and  free, 
Remember  Glenlivat,  Harlaw,  and  Dundee ! 

Let  the  clan  of  gray  Fingon,  whose  offspring  has  given 
Such  heroes  to  earth,  and  such  martyrs  to  heaven, 

Unite  with  the  race  of  renowned  Rorri  More, 

To  launch  the  long  galley,  and  stretch  to  the  oar ! 

How  Mac-Shimei  will  joy  when  their  chief  shall  display 
The  yew-crested  bonnet  o’er  tresses  of  gray  ! 

How  the  race  of  wronged  Alpine  and  murdered  Glencoe 
Shall  shout  for  revenge  when  they  pour  on  the  foe ! 

Ye  sons  of  brown  Dermid,  who  slew  the  wild  boar, 
Resume  the  pure  faith  of  the  great  Callum-More ! 
Mac-Neil  of  the  Islands,  and  Moy  of  the  Lake, 

For  honor,  for  freedom,  for  vengeance  awake ! 
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Here  a  large  greyhound,  bounding  up  the  glen,  jumped  upon 
Flora,  and  interrupted  her  music  by  his  importunate  caresses. 
At  a  distant  whistle,  he  turned,  and  shot  down  the  path  again 
with  the  rapidity  of  an  arrow.  “That  is  Fergus’  faithful  at¬ 
tendant,  Captain  Waverley,  and  that  was  his  signal.  He  likes 
no  poetry  but  what  is  humorous,  and  comes  in  good  time  to  in¬ 
terrupt  my  long  catalogue  of  the  tribes,  whom  one  of  your  saucy 
English  poets  calls 

“  Our  bootless  host  of  highborn  beggars, 

Mac-Leans,  Mac-Kenzies,  and  Mac-Gregors.” 

Waverley  expressed  his  regret  at  the  interruption. 

“  O,  you  cannot  guess  how  much  you  have  lost  !  The  bard, 
as  in  duty  bound,  has  addressed  three  long  stanzas  to  Vich  Ian 
Vohr  of  the  Banners,  enumerating  all  his  great  properties,  and 
not  forgetting  his  being  a  cheerer  of  the  harper  and  bard,  —  ‘  a 
giver  of  bounteous  gifts.’  Besides,  you  should  have  heard  a 
practical  admonition  to  the  fair-haired  son  of  the  stranger,  who 
lives  in  the  land  where  the  grass  is  always  green  —  the  rider  on 
the  shining  pampered  steed,  whose  hue  is  like  the  raven,  and 
whose  neigh  is  like  the  scream  of  the  eagle  for  battle.  This 
valiant  horseman  is  affectionately  conjured  to  remember  that 
his  ancestors  were  distinguished  by  their  loyalty,  as  well  as  by 
their  courage.  — All  this  you  have  lost ;  but  since  your  curiosity 
is  not  satisfied,  I  judge,  from  the  distant  sound  of  my  brother’s 
whistle,  I  may  have  time  to  sing  the  concluding  stanzas  before 
he  comes  to  laugh  at  my  translation.” 

Awake  on  your  hills,  on  your  islands  awake, 

Brave  sons  of  the  mountain,  the  frith,  and  the  lake ! 

’Tis  the  bugle  —  but  not  for  the  chase  is  the  call ; 

’Tis  the  pibroch’s  shrill  summons  —  but  not  to  the  hall. 

’Tis  the  summons  of  heroes  for  conquest  or  death, 

When  the  banners  are  blazing  on  mountain  and  heath : 

They  call  to  the  dirk,  the  claymore,  and  the  targe, 

To  the  march  and  the  muster,  the  line  and  the  charge. 

Be  the  brand  of  each  Chieftain  like  Fin’s  in  his  ire ! 

May  the  blood  through  his  veins  flow  like  currents  of  fire ! 

Burst  the  base  foreign  yoke  as  your  sires  did  of  yore, 

Or  die  like  your  sires,  and  endure  it  no  more ! 
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Diana  Vernon’s  Farewell. 

[Scott  does  not  deal  in  kisses.  This  is  the  solitary  caress  of  his  most  endearing 

heroine.] 

A  sharp  frost  wind,  which  made  itself  heard  and  felt  from 
time  to  time,  removed  the  clouds  of  mist  which  might  other¬ 
wise  have  slumbered  till  morning  on  the  valley ;  and,  though 
it  could  not  totally  disperse  the  clouds  of  vapor,  yet  threw 
them  in  confused  and  changeful  masses,  now  hovering  round 
the  heads  of  the  mountains,  now  filling,  as  with  a  dense  and 
voluminous  stream  of  smoke,  the  various  deep  gullies  where 
masses  of  the  composite  rock,  or  breccia,  tumbling  in  frag¬ 
ments  from  the  cliffs,  have  rushed  to  the  valley,  leaving  each 
behind  its  course  a  rent  and  torn  ravine  resembling  a  de¬ 
serted  watercourse.  The  moon,  which  was  now  high,  and 
twinkled  with  all  the  vivacity  of  a  frosty  atmosphere,  silvered 
the  windings  of  the  river  and  the  peaks  and  precipices  which 
the  mist  left  visible,  while  her  beams  seemed  as  it  were  ab¬ 
sorbed  by  the  fleecy  whiteness  of  the  mist,  where  it  lay  thick 
and  condensed ;  and  gave  to  the  more  light  and  vapory  specks, 
which  were  elsewhere  visible,  a  sort  of  filmy  transparency  re¬ 
sembling  the  lightest  veil  of  silver  gauze.  Despite  the  uncer¬ 
tainty  of  my  situation,  a  view  so  romantic,  joined  to  the  active 
and  inspiring  influence  of  the  frosty  atmosphere,  elevated  my 
spirits  while  it  braced  my  nerves.  I  felt  an  inclination  to  cast 
care  away,  and  bid  defiance  to  danger,  and  involuntarily  whis¬ 
tled,  by  way  of  cadence  to  my  steps,  which  my  feeling  of  the 
cold  led  me  to  accelerate,  and  I  felt  the  pulse  of  existence  beat 
prouder  and  higher  in  proportion  as  I  felt  confidence  in  my 
own  strength,  courage,  and  resources.  I  was  so  much  lost  in 
these  thoughts,  and  in  the  feelings  which  they  excited,  that 
two  horsemen  came  up  behind  me  without  my  hearing  their 
approach,  until  one  was  on  each  side  of  me,  when  the  left- 
hand  rider,  pulling  up  his  horse,  addressed  me  in  the  English 
tongue : — 

“  Soho,  friend  !  whither  so  late  ?  ” 

“  To  my  supper  and  bed  at  Aberfoil,”  I  replied. 

“  Are  the  passes  open  ?  ”  he  inquired,  with  the  same  com¬ 
manding  tone  of  voice. 

“  I  do  not  know,”  I  replied  ;  “  I  shall  learn  when  I  get  there. 
But,”  I  added,  the  fate  of  Morris  recurring  to  my  recollection, 
“  if  you  are  an  English  stranger,  I  advise  you  to  turn  back  till 
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daylight  ;  there  has  been  some  disturbance  in  this  neighbor¬ 
hood,  and  I  should  hesitate  to  say  it  is  perfectly  safe  for 
strangers.” 

“The  soldiers  had  the  worst?  —  had  they  not?”  was  the 
reply. 

“  They  had  indeed ;  and  an  officer’s  party  were  destroyed 
or  made  prisoners.” 

“  Are  you  sure  of  that  ?  ”  replied  the  horseman. 

“  As  sure  as  that  I  hear  you  speak,”  I  replied.  “  I  was  an 
unwilling  spectator  of  the  skirmish.” 

“Unwilling!”  continued  the  interrogator.  “Were  you 
not  engaged  in  it,  then  ?  ” 

“Certainly  not,”  I  replied  ;  “I  was  detained  by  the  king’s 
officer.” 

“  On  what  suspicion  ?  and  who  are  you  ?  or  what  is  your 
name  ?  ”  he  continued. 

“  I  really  do  not  know,  sir,”  said  I,  “  why  I  should  answer 
so  many  questions  to  an  unknown  stranger.  I  have  told  you 
enough  to  convince  you  that  you  are  going  into  a  dangerous 
and  distracted  country.  If  you  choose  to  proceed,  it  is  your 
own  affair  ;  but  as  I  ask  you  no  questions  respecting  your 
name  and  business,  you  will  oblige  me  by  making  no  inquiries 
after  mine.” 

“  Mr.  Francis  Osbaldistone,”  said  the  other  rider,  in  a  voice 
the  tones  of  which  thrilled  through  every  nerve  of  my  body, 
“should  not  whistle  his  favorite  airs  when  he  wishes  to  re¬ 
main  undiscovered.  ” 

And  Diana  Vernon — for  she,  wrapped  in  a  horseman’s 
cloak,  was  the  last  speaker  —  whistled  in  playful  mimicry 
the  second  part  of  the  tune  which  was  on  my  lips  when  they 
came  up. 

“  Good  God  !  ”  I  exclaimed,  like  one  thunderstruck,  “  can  it 
be  you,  Miss  Vernon,  on  such  a  spot — at  such  an  hour — in 
such  a  lawless  country  —  in  such - ” 

“In  such  a  masculine  dress,  you  would  say. —  But  what 
would  you  have  ?  The  philosophy  of  the  excellent  Corporal 
Nym  is  the  best  after  all  ;  things  must  be  as  they  may — pauca 
verba.” 

While  she  was  thus  speaking,  I  eagerly  took  advantage  of 
an  unusually  bright  gleam  of  moonshine,  to  study  the  appear¬ 
ance  of  her  companion  ;  for  it  may  be  easily  supposed  that, 
finding  Miss  Vernon  in  a  place  so  solitary,  engaged  in  a  journey 
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so  dangerous,  and  under  the  protection  of  one  gentleman  only, 
were  circumstances  to  excite  every  feeling  of  jealousy,  as  well 
as  surprise.  The  rider  did  not  speak  with  the  deep  melody  of 
Rashleigh’s  voice  ;  his  tones  were  more  high  and  commanding  ; 
he  was  taller,  moreover,  as  he  sat  on  horseback,  than  that  first- 
rate  object  of  my  hate  and  suspicion.  Neither  did  the  stranger’s 
address  resemble  that  of  any  of  my  other  cousins  ;  it  had  that 
indescribable  tone  and  manner  by  which  we  recognize  a  man  of 
sense  and  breeding,  even  in  the  first  few  sentences  he  speaks. 

The  object  of  my  anxiety  seemed  desirous  to  get  rid  of  my 
investigation. 

“  Diana,”  he  said,  in  a  tone  of  mingled  kindness  and  author¬ 
ity,  “  give  your  cousin  his  property,  and  let  us  not  spend  time 
here.” 

Miss  Vernon  had  in  the  mean  time  taken  out  a  small  case, 
and,  leaning  down  from  her  horse  towards  me,  she  said,  in  a 
tone  in  which  an  effort  at  her  usual  quaint  lightness  of  expres¬ 
sion  contended  with  a  deeper  and  more  grave  tone  of  sentiment, 
“You  see,  my  dear  coz,  I  was  born  to  be  your  better  angel. 
Rashleigh  has  been  compelled  to  yield  up  his  spoil,  and,  had  we 
reached  this  same  village  of  Aberfoil  last  night,  as  we  purposed, 
I  should 'have  found  some  Highland  sylph  to  have  wafted  to  you 
all  these  representatives  of  commercial  wealth.  But  there  were 
giants  and  dragons  in  the  way  ;  and  errant  knights  and  dam¬ 
sels  of  modern  times,  bold  though  they  be,  must  not,  as  of  yore, 
run  into  useless  danger. —  Do  not  you  do  so  either,  my  dear 
coz.” 

“  Diana,”  said  her  companion,  “  let  me  once  more  warn  you 
that  the  evening  waxes  late,  and  we  are  still  distant  from  our 
home.” 

“I  am  coming,  sir,  I  am  coming. —  Consider,”  she  added, 
with  a  sigh,  “  how  lately  I  have  been  subjected  to  control  — 
besides,  I  have  not  yet  given  my  cousin  the  packet,  and  bid  him 
farewell — -forever.  Yes,  Frank,”  she  said,  '•'•forever!  —  there 
is  a  gulf  between  us  —  a  gulf  of  absolute  perdition  ;  —  where 
we  go,  you  must  not  follow  —  what  we  do,  you  must  not  share 
in. —  Farewell  —  be  happy  !  ” 

In  the  attitude  in  which  she  bent  from  her  horse,  which  was 
a  Highland  pony,  her  face,  not  perhaps  altogether  unwillingly, 
touched  mine.  She  pressed  my  hand,  while  the  tear  that 
trembled  in  her  eye  found  its  way  to  my  cheek  instead  of  her 
own.  It  was  a  moment  never  to  be  forgotten  —  inexpressibly 
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bitter,  yet  mixed  with  a  sensation  of  pleasure  so  deeply 
soothing  and  affecting,  as  at  once  to  unlock  all  the  flood  gates 
of  the  heart.  It  was  but  a  moment,  however;  for,  instantly 
recovering  from  the  feeling  to  which  she  had  involuntarily 
given  way,  she  intimated  to  her  companion  she  was  ready  to 
attend  him,  and,  putting  their  horses  to  a  brisk  pace,  they  were 
soon  far  distant  from  the  place  where  I  stood. 

Heaven  knows,  it  was  not  apathy  which  loaded  my  frame 
and  my  tongue  so  much  that  I  could  neither  return  Miss 
Vernon’s  half -embrace,  nor  even  answer  her  farewell.  The 
word,  though  it  rose  to  my  tongue,  seemed  to  choke  in  my 
throat  like  the  fatal  guilty ,  which  the  delinquent  who  makes  it 
his  plea  knows  must  be  followed  by  the  doom  of  death.  The 
surprise — the  sorrow,  almost  stupefied  me.  I  remained 
motionless  with  the  packet  in  my  hand,  gazing  after  them,  as  if 
endeavoring  to  count  the  sparkles  which  flew  from  the  horses’ 
hoofs.  I  continued  to  look  after  even  these  had  ceased  to  be 
visible,  and  to  listen  for  their  footsteps  long  after  the  last  dis¬ 
tant  trampling  had  died  in  my  ears.  At  length,  tears  rushed 
to  my  eyes,  glazed  as  they  were  by  the  exertion  of  straining 
after  what  was  no  longer  to  be  seen.  I  wiped  them  mechani¬ 
cally,  and  almost  without  being  aware  that  they  were  flowing 
—  but  they  came  thicker  and  thicker  ;  I  felt  the  tightening 
of  the  throat  and  breast  —  the  hysterica  passio  of  poor  Lear  ; 
and,  sitting  down  by  the  wayside,  I  shed  a  flood  of  the  first  and 
most  bitter  tears  which  had  flowed  from  my  eyes  since  child¬ 
hood. 

I  had  scarce  given  vent  to  my  feelings  in  this  paroxysm  ere 
I  was  ashamed  of  my  weakness.  I  remembered  that  I  had  been 
for  some  time  endeavoring  to  regard  Diana  Vernon,  when  her 
idea  intruded  itself  on  my  remembrance,  as  a  friend,  for  whose 
welfare  I  should  indeed  always  be  anxious,  but  with  whom  I 
could  have  little  further  communication.  But  the  almost  un¬ 
expressed  tenderness  of  her  manner,  joined  to  the  romance  of 
our  sudden  meeting  where  it  was  so  little  to  have  been  expected, 
were  circumstances  which  threw  me  entirely  off  my  guard.  I 
recovered  myself,  however,  sooner  than  might  have  been  ex¬ 
pected,  and  without  giving  myself  time  accurately  to  examine 
my  motives,  I  resumed  the  path  on  which  I  had  been  traveling 
when  overtaken  by  this  strange  and  unexpected  apparition. 
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THE  VICAR  OF  WAKEFIELD  AND  HIS  FAMILY. 

By  OLIVER  GOLDSMITH. 

[For  biographical  sketch,  see  page  89.] 

The  Description  op  the  Family  op  Wakefield,  in 
which  a  Kindred  Likeness  prevails,  as  well  op 
Minds  as  of  Persons. 

I  was  ever  of  opinion  that  the  honest  man  who  married 
and  brought  up  a  large  family  did  more  service  than  he  who 
continued  single,  and  only  talked  of  population.  From  this 
motive,  I  had  scarce  taken  orders  a  year  before  I  began  to  think 
seriously  of  matrimony,  and  chose  my  wife,  as  she  did  her  wed¬ 
ding  gown,  not  for  a  fine  glossy  surface,  but  for  such  qualities 
as  would  wear  well.  To  do  her  justice,  she  was  a  good-natured, 
notable  woman ;  and,  as  for  breeding,  there  were  few  country 
ladies  who  could  show  more.  She  could  read  any  English  book 
without  much  spelling ;  but  for  pickling,  preserving,  and  cook¬ 
ery,  none  could  excel  her.  She  prided  herself  also  upon  being 
an  excellent  contriver  in  housekeeping  ;  though  I  could  never 
find  that  we  grew  richer  with  all  her  contrivances. 

However,  we  loved  each  other  tenderly,  and  our  fondness 
increased  as  we  grew  old.  There  was,  in  fact,  nothing  that 
could  make  us  angry  with  the  world  or  each  other.  We  had 
an  elegant  house,  situated  in  a  fine  country,  and  a  good  neigh¬ 
borhood.  The  year  was  spent  in  a  moral  or  rural  amusement, 
in  visiting  our  rich  neighbors,  and  relieving  such  as  were  poor. 
We  had  no  revolutions  to  fear,  nor  fatigues  to  undergo ;  all  our 
adventures  were  by  the  fireside,  and  all  our  migrations  from 
the  blue  bed  to  the  brown. 

As  we  lived  near  the  road,  we  often  had  the  traveler  or 
stranger  visit  us  to  taste  our  gooseberry  wine,  for  which  we 
had  great  reputation ;  and  I  profess,  with  the  veracity  of  an 
historian,  that  I  never  knew  one  of  them  find  fault  with  it. 
Our  cousins,  too,  even  to  the  fortieth  remove,  all  remembered 
their  affinity,  without  any  help  from  the  heralds’  office,  and 
came  very  frequently  to  see  us.  Some  of  them  did  us  no  great 
honor  by  these  claims  of  kindred ;  as  we  had  the  blind,  the 
maimed,  and  the  halt  amongst  the  number.  However,  my  wife 
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always  insisted  that,  as  they  were  the  sam e  flesh  and  blood ,  they 
should  sit  with  us  at  the  same  table.  So  that,  if  we  had  not 
very  rich,  we  generally  had  very  happy,  friends  about  us  ;  for 
this  remark  will  hold  good  through  life,  that  the  poorer  the 
guest,  the  better  pleased  he  ever  is  with  being  treated  :  and  as 
some  men  gaze  with  admiration  at  the  colors  of  a  tulip,  or  the 
wing  of  a  butterfly,  so  I  was,  by  nature,  an  admirer  of  happy 
human  faces.  However,  when  any  one  of  our  relations  was 
found  to  be  a  person  of  very  bad  character,  a  troublesome 
guest,  or  one  we  desired  to  get  rid  of,  upon  his  leaving  my 
house  I  ever  took  care  to  lend  him  a  riding  coat,  or  a  pair  of 
boots,  or  sometimes  a  horse  of  small  value,  and  I  always  had 
the  satisfaction  of  finding  he  never  came  back  to  return  them. 
By  this  the  house  was  cleared  of  such  as  we  did  not  like  ;  but 
never  was  the  family  of  Wakefield  known  to  turn  the  traveler 
or  the  poor  dependent  out  of  doors. 

Thus  we  lived  several  years  in  a  state  of  much  happiness, 
not  but  that  we  sometimes  had  those  little  rubs  which  Provi¬ 
dence  sends  to  enhance  the  value  of  its  favors.  My  orchard 
was  often  robbed  by  schoolboys,  and  my  wife’s  custards  plun¬ 
dered  by  the  cats  or  the  children.  The  Squire  would  sometimes 
fall  asleep  in  the  most  pathetic  parts  of  my  sermon,  or  his  lady 
return  my  wife’s  civilities  at  church  with  a  mutilated  courtesy. 
But  we  soon  got  over  the  uneasiness  caused  by  such  accidents, 
and  usually  in  three  or  four  days  began  to  wonder  how  they 
vexed  us. 

My  children,  the  offspring  of  temperance,  as  they  were  edu¬ 
cated  without  softness,  so  they  were  at  once  well  formed  and 
healthy  ;  my  sons  hardy  and  active,  my  daughters  beautiful 
and  blooming.  When  I  stood  in  the  midst  of  the  little  circle, 
which  promised  to  be  the  supports  of  my  declining  age,  I  could 
not  avoid  repeating  the  famous  story  of  Count  Abensberg,  who, 
in  Henry  the  Second's  progress  through  Germany,  while  other 
courtiers  came  with  their  treasures,  brought  his  thirty-two 
children,  and  presented  them  to  his  sovereign  as  the  most  valu¬ 
able  offering  he  had  to  bestow.  In  this  manner,  though  I  had 
but  six,  I  considered  them  as  a  very  valuable  present  made  to 
my  country,  and  consequently  looked  upon  it  as  my  debtor. 
Our  eldest  son  was  named  George,  after  his  uncle,  Avho  left  us 
ten  thousand  pounds.  Our  second  child,  a  girl,  I  intended  to 
call  after  her  aunt  Grissel ;  but  my  wife,  who  during  her  preg¬ 
nancy  had  been  reading  romances,  insisted  upon  her  being  called 
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Olivia.  In  less  than  another  year  we  had  another  daughter, 
and  now  I  was  determined  that  Grissel  should  be  her  name  ;  but 
a  rich  relation  taking  a  fancy  to  stand  godmother,  the  girl  was, 
by  her  directions,  called  Sophia ;  so  that  we  had  two  romantic 
names  in  the  family  ;  but  I  solemnly  protest  I  had  no  hand  in 
it.  Moses  was  our  next,  and,  after  an  interval  of  twelve  years, 
we  had  two  sons  more. 

It  would  be  fruitless  to  deny  exultation  when  I  saw  my 
little  ones  about  me;  but  the  vanity  and  the  satisfaction  of 
my  wife  were  even  greater  than  mine.  When  our  visitors 
would  say,  “  Well,  upon  my  word,  Mrs.  Primrose,  you  have 
the  finest  children  in  the  whole  country  ;  ”  —  “Ay,  neighbor,” 
she  would  answer,  “  they  are  as  Heaven  made  them,  handsome 
enough,  if  they  be  good  enough ;  for  handsome  is  that  hand¬ 
some  does.”  And  then  she  would  bid  the  girls  hold  up  their 
heads  ;  who,  to  conceal  nothing,  were  certainly  very  handsome. 
Mere  outside  is  so  very  trifling  a  circumstance  with  me,  that  I 
should  scarce  have  remembered  to  mention  it,  had  it  not  been 
a  general  topic  of  conversation  in  the  country.  Olivia,  now 
about  eighteen,  had  that  luxuriancy  of  beauty  with  which 
painters  generally  draw  Hebe  :  open,  sprightly,  and  command¬ 
ing.  Sophia’s  features  were  not  so  striking  at  first,  but  often 
did  more  certain  execution  ;  for  they  were  soft,  modest,  and 
alluring.  The  one  vanquished  by  a  single  blow,  the  other  by 
efforts  successfully  repeated. 

The  temper  of  a  woman  is  generally  formed  from  the  turn 
of  her  features  :  at  least  it  was  so  with  my  daughters.  Olivia 
wished  for  many  lovers ;  Sophia  to  secure  one.  Olivia  was 
often  affected,  from  too  great  a  desire  to  please ;  Sophia  even 
repressed  excellence,  from  her  fears  to  offend.  The  one  enter¬ 
tained  me  with  her  vivacity  when  I  was  gay,  the  other  with 
her  sense  when  I  was  serious.  But  these  qualities  were  never 
carried  to  excess  in  either,  and  I  have  often  seen  them  exchange 
characters  for  a  whole  day  together.  A  suit  of  mourning  has 
transformed  my  coquette  into  a  prude,  and  a  new  set  of  ribbons 
has  given  her  younger  sister  more  than  natural  vivacity.  My 
eldest  son  George  was  bred  at  Oxford,  as  I  intended  him  for 
one  of  the  learned  professions.  My  second  boy  Moses,  whom  I 
designed  for  business,  received  a  sort  of  miscellaneous  education 
at  home.  But  it  is  needless  to  attempt  describing  the  particular 
characters  of  young  people  that  had  seen  but  very  little  of  the 
world.  In  short,  a  family  likeness  prevailed  through  all,  and, 
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properly  speaking,  they  had  but  one  character,  —  that  of  being 
all  equally  generous,  credulous,  simple,  and  inoffensive. 


Family  Misfortunes.  The  Loss  of  Fortune  only  serves 

TO  INCREASE  THE  PRIDE  OF  THE  WORTHY. 

The  temporal  concerns  of  our  family  were  chiefly  committed 
to  my  wife’s  management ;  as  to  the  spiritual,  I  took  them  en¬ 
tirely  under  my  own  direction.  The  profits  of  my  living,  which 
amounted  to  but  thirty -five  pounds  a  year,  I  made  over  to  the 
orphans  and  widows  of  the  clergy  of  our  diocese  ;  for,  having  a 
fortune  of  my  own,  I  was  careless  of  temporalities,  and  felt  a 
secret  pleasure  in  doing  my  duty  without  reward.  I  also  set 
a  resolution  of  keeping  no  curate,  and  of  being  acquainted  with 
every  man  in  the  parish,  exhorting  the  married  men  to  temper¬ 
ance,  and  the  bachelors  to  matrimony  :  so  that  in  a  few  years 
it  was  a  common  saying  that  there  were  three  strange  wants  at 
Wakefield,  a  parson  wanting  pride,  young  men  wanting  wives, 
and  alehouses  wanting  customers. 

Matrimony  was  always  one  of  my  favorite  topics,  and  I 
wrote  several  sermons  to  prove  its  happiness :  but  there  was  a 
peculiar  tenet  which  I  made  a  point  of  supporting  ;  for  I  main¬ 
tained  with  Whiston,  that  it  was  unlawful  for  a  priest  of  the 
Church  of  England,  after  the  death  of  his  first  wife,  to  take  a 
second ;  or,  to  express  it  in  one  word,  I  valued  myself  upon 
being  a  strict  monogamist. 

I  was  early  initiated  into  this  important  dispute,  on  which 
so  many  laborious  volumes  have  been  written.  I  published 
some  tracts  upon  the  subject  myself,  which,  as  thejr  never  sold, 
I  have  the  consolation  of  thinking  were  read  only  by  the  happy 
few.  Some  of  my  friends  called  this  my  weak  side  ;  but,  alas  ! 
they  had  not,  like  me,  made  it  the  subject  of  long  contempla¬ 
tion.  The  more  I  reflected  upon  it,  the  more  important  it  ap¬ 
peared.  I  even  went  a  step  beyond  Whiston  in  dispkiying  my 
principles  ;  as  he  had  engraven  upon  his  wife’s  tomb  that  she 
was  the  only  wife  of  William  Whiston,  so  I  wrote  a  similar 
epitaph  for  my  wife,  though  still  living,  in  which  I  extolled  her 
prudence,  economy,  and  obedience  till  death;  and  having  got  it 
copied  fair,  with  an  elegant  frame,  it  was  placed  over  the  chim¬ 
ney-piece,  where  it  answered  several  very  useful  purposes :  it 
admonished  my  wife  of  her  duty  to  me,  and  my  fidelity  to  her ; 
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it  inspired  her  with  a  passion  for  fame,  and  constantly  put  her 
in  mind  of  her  end. 

It  was  thus,  perhaps,  from  hearing  marriage  so  often  recom¬ 
mended,  that  my  eldest  son,  just  upon  leaving  college,  fixed  his 
affections  upon  the  daughter  of  a  neighboring  clergyman,  who 
was  a  dignitary  in  the  Church,  and  in  circumstances  to  give  her 
a  large  fortune.  But  fortune  was  her  smallest  accomplishment. 
Miss  Arabella  Wilmot  was  allowed  by  all  (except  my  two 
daughters)  to  be  completely  pretty.  Her  youth,  health,  and 
innocence  were  still  heightened  by  a  complexion  so  transpar¬ 
ent,  and  such  a  happy  sensibility  of  look,  as  even  age  could  not 
gaze  on  with  indifference.  As  Mr.  Wilmot  knew  that  I  could 
make  a  very  handsome  settlement  on  my  son,  he  was  not  averse 
to  the  match  ;  so  both  families  lived  together  in  all  that  har¬ 
mony  which  generally  precedes  an  expected  alliance.  Being 
convinced,  by  experience,  that  the  days  of  courtship  are  the 
most  happy  of  our  lives,  I  was  willing  enough  to  lengthen  the 
period;  and  the  various  amusements  which  the  young  couple 
every  day  shared  in  each  other’s  company  seemed  to  increase 
their  passion.  We  were  generally  awaked  in  the  morning  by 
music,  and  on  fine  days  rode  a  hunting.  The  hours  between 
breakfast  and  dinner  the  ladies  devoted  to  dress  and  study ; 
they  usually  read  a  page,  and  then  gazed  at  themselves  in  the 
glass,  which,  even  philosophers  might  own,  often  presented  the 
page  of  greatest  beauty.  At  dinner,  my  wife  took  the  lead ; 
for,  as  she  always  insisted  upon  carving  everything  herself,  it 
being  her  mother’s  way,  she  gave  us,  upon  these  occasions,  the 
history  of  every  dish.  When  we  had  dined,  to  prevent  the 
ladies  leaving  us,  I  generally  ordered  the  table  to  be  removed  ; 
and  sometimes,  with  the  music  master’s  assistance,  the  girls 
would  give  us  a  very  agreeable  concert.  Walking  out,  drink¬ 
ing  tea,  country  dances,  and  forfeits  shortened  the  rest  of  the 
day,  without  the  assistance  of  cards,  as  I  hated  all  manner  of 
gaming,  except  backgammon,  at  which  my  old  friend  and  I 
sometimes  took  a  twopenny  hit.  Nor  can  I  here  pass  over  an 
ominous  circumstance  that  happened,  the  last  time  we  played 
together.  I  only  wanted  to  fling  a  quatre,  and  yet  I  threw 
deuce  ace  five  times  running. 

Some  months  were  elapsed  in  this  manner,  till  at  last  it  was 
thought  convenient  to  fix  a  day  for  the  nuptials  of  the  young 
couple,  who  seemed  earnestly  to  desire  it.  During  the  prepara¬ 
tions  for  the  wedding,  I  need  not  describe  the  busy  importance 
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of  my  wife,  nor  the  sly  looks  of  my  daughters  :  in  fact,  my  at¬ 
tention  was  fixed  on  another  object,  —  the  completing  a  tract, 
which  I  intended  shortly  to  publish,  in  defense  of  my  favorite 
principle.  As  I  looked  upon  this  as  a  masterpiece,  both  for 
argument  and  style,  I  could  not,  in  the  pride  of  my  heart,  avoid 
showing  it  to  my  old  friend  Mr.  Wilmot,  as  I  made  no  doubt 
of  receiving  his  approbation  :  but  not  till  too  late  I  discovered 
that  he  was  most  violently  attached  to  the  contrary  opinion, 
and  with  good  reason ;  for  he  was  at  that  time  actually  court¬ 
ing  a  fourth  wife.  This,  as  may  be  expected,  produced  a  dispute, 
attended  with  some  acrimony,  which  threatened  to  interrupt  our 
intended  alliance ;  but,  on  the  day  before  that  appointed  for 
the  ceremony,  we  agreed  to  discuss  the  subject  at  large. 

It  was  managed  with  proper  spirit  on  both  sides  ;  he  asserted 
that  I  was  heterodox ;  I  retorted  the  charge  :  he  replied,  and  I 
rejoined.  In  the  mean  time,  while  the  controversy  was  hottest, 
I  was  called  out  by  one  of  my  relations,  who,  with  a  face  of 
concern,  advised  me  to  give  up  the  dispute,  at  least  till  my  son’s 
wedding  was  over.  “  How,”  cried  I,  “  relinquish  the  cause  of 
truth,  and  let  him  be  a  husband,  already  driven  to  the  very 
verge  of  absurdity?  You  might  as  well  advise  me  to  give  up 
my  fortune  as  my  argument.” —  “  Your  fortune,”  returned  my 
friend,  “  I  am  now  sorry  to  inform  you,  is  almost  nothing.  The 
merchant  in  town,  in  whose  hands  your  money  was  lodged,  has 
gone  off,  to  avoid  a  statute  of  bankruptcy,  and  is  thought  not 
to  have  left  a  shilling  in  the  pound.  I  was  unwilling  to  shock 
you  or  the  family  with  the  account  till  after  the  wedding :  but 
now  it  may  serve  to  moderate  your  warmth  in  the  argument ; 
for,  I  suppose,  your  own  prudence  will  enforce  the  necessity  of 
dissembling,  at  least  till  your  son  has  the  young  lady’s  fortune 
secure.”  —  “Well,”  returned  I,  “if  what  you  tell  me  be  true, 
and  if  I  am  to  be  a  beggar,  it  shall  never  make  me  a  rascal,  or 
induce  me  to  disavow  my  principles.  I’ll  go  this  moment  and 
inform  the  company  of  my  circumstances  ;  and,  as  for  the  argu¬ 
ment,  I  even  here  retract  my  former  concessions  in  the  old 
gentleman’s  favor,  nor  will  allow  him  now  to  be  a  husband  in 
any  sense  of  the  expression.” 

It  would  be  endless  to  describe  the  different  sensations  of 
both  families  when  I  divulged  the  news  of  our  misfortune ;  but 
what  others  felt  was  slight  to  what  the  lovers  appeared  to  en¬ 
dure.  Mr.  Wilmot,  who  seemed  before  sufficiently  inclined  to 
break  off  the  match,  was,  by  this  blow,  soon  determined :  one 
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virtue  he  had  in  perfection,  which  was  prudence,  too  often  the 
only  one  that  is  left  us  at  seventy-two. 

A  Migration.  The  Fortunate  Circumstances  oe  our 
Lives  are  generally  found  at  last  to  be  of  our 
own  Procuring. 

The  only  hope  of  our  family  now  was  that  the  report  of  our 
misfortune  might  be  malicious  or  premature ;  but  a  letter  from 
my  agent  in  town  soon  came,  with  a  confirmation  of  every  par¬ 
ticular.  The  loss  of  fortune  to  myself  alone  would  have  been 
trifling  ;  the  only  uneasiness  I  felt  was  for  my  family,  who  were 
to  be  humbled  without  an  education  to  render  them  callous  to 
contempt. 

Near  a  fortnight  had  passed  before  I  attempted  to  restrain 
their  affliction ;  for  premature  consolation  is  but  the  remem¬ 
brancer  of  sorrow.  During  this  interval,  my  thoughts  were 
employed  on  some  future  means  of  supporting  them ;  and  at 
last  a  small  cure  of  fifteen  pounds  a  year  was  offered  me,  in  a 
distant  neighborhood,  where  I  could  still  enjoy  my  principles 
without  molestation.  With  this  proposal  I  joyfully  closed,  hav¬ 
ing  determined  to  increase  my  salary  by  managing  a  little  farm. 

Having  taken  this  resolution,  my  next  care  was  to  get  to¬ 
gether  the  wrecks  of  my  fortune  ;  and,  all  debts  collected  and 
paid,  out  of  fourteen  thousand  pounds  we  had  but  four  hun¬ 
dred  remaining.  My  chief  attention,  therefore,  was  now  to 
bring  down  the  pride  of  my  family  to  their  circumstances  ; 
for  I  well  knew  that  aspiring  beggary  is  wretchedness  itself. 
“  You  cannot  be  ignorant,  my  children,”  cried  I,  “that  no  pru¬ 
dence  of  ours  could  have  prevented  our  late  misfortune ;  but 
prudence  may  do  much  in  disappointing  its  effects.  We  are 
now  poor,  my  fondlings,  and  wisdom  bids  us  conform  to  our 
humble  situation.  Let  us  then,  without  repining,  give  up  those 
splendors  with  which  numbers  are  wretched,  and  seek  in  hum¬ 
bler  circumstances  that  peace  with  which  all  may  be  happy. 
The  poor  live  pleasantly  without  our  help  ;  why,  then,  should 
not  we  learn  to  live  without  theirs?  No,  my  children,  let  us 
from  this  moment  give  up  all  pretensions  to  gentility  :  we  have 
still  enough  left  for  happiness  if  we  are  wise,  and  let  us  draw 
upon  content  for  the  deficiencies  of  fortune.” 

As  my  eldest  son  was  bred  a  scholar,  I  determined  to  send 
him  to  town,  where  his  abilities  might  contribute  to  our  support 


138  THE  VICAR  OF  WAKEFIELD  AND  HIS  FAMILY. 

and  his  own.  The  separation  of  friends  and  families  is,  perhaps, 
one  of  the  most  distressful  circumstances  attendant  on  penury. 
The  day  soon  arrived  on  which  we  were  to  disperse  for  the  first 
time.  My  son,  after  taking  leave  of  his  mother  and  the  rest, 
who  mingled  their  tears  with  their  kisses,  came  to  ask  a  bless¬ 
ing  from  me.  This  I  gave  him  from  my  heart,  and  which, 
added  to  five  guineas,  was  all  the  patrimony  I  had  now  to  be¬ 
stow.  “You  are  going,  my  boy,”  cried  I,  “to  London  on  foot, 
in  the  manner  Hooker,  your  great  ancestor,  traveled  there  be¬ 
fore  you.  Take  from  me  the  same  horse  that  was  given  him 
by  the  good  bishop  Jewel,  this  staff,  and  take  this  book,  too, 
it  will  be  your  comfort  on  the  way  :  these  two  lines  in  it  are 
worth  a  million,  —  4 1  have  been  young,  and  now  am  old  ;  yet 
never  saw  I  the  righteous  man  forsaken,  or  his  seed  begging 
their  bread.’  Let  this  be  your  consolation  as  you  travel  on. 
Go,  my  boy ;  whatever  be  thy  fortune,  let  me  see  thee  once  a 
year  ;  still  keep  a  good  heart,  and  farewell.”  As  he  was  pos¬ 
sessed  of  integrity  and  honor,  I  was  under  no  apprehensions 
from  throwing  him  naked  into  the  amphitheater  of  life ;  for  I 
knew  he  would  act  a  good  part  whether  vanquished  or  vic¬ 
torious. 

His  departure  only  prepared  the  way  for  our  own,  which  ar¬ 
rived  a  few  days  afterwards.  The  leaving  a  neighborhood  in 
which  we  had  enjoyed  so  many  hours  of  tranquillity  was  not 
without  a  tear,  which  scarce  fortitude  itself  could  suppress. 
Besides,  a  journey  of  seventy  miles,  to  a  family  that  had  hitherto 
never  been  above  ten  from  home,  filled  us  with  apprehension ; 
and  the  cries  of  the  poor,  who  followed  us  for  some  miles,  con¬ 
tributed  to  increase  it.  The  first  day’s  journey  brought  us  in 
safety  within  thirty  miles  of  our  future  retreat,  and  we  put  up 
for  the  night  at  an  obscure  inn  in  a  village  by  the  way.  When 
we  were  shown  a  room,  I  desired  the  landlord,  in  my  usual  way, 
to  let  us  have  his  company,  with  which  he  complied,  as  what 
he  drank  Avould  increase  the  bill  next  morning.  He  knew,  how¬ 
ever,  the  whole  neighborhood  to  which  I  was  removing,  particu¬ 
larly  Squire  Thornhill,  who  was  to  be  my  landlord,  and  who 
lived  within  a  few  miles  of  the  place.  This  gentleman  he  de¬ 
scribed  as  one  who  desired  to  know  little  more  of  the  world 
than  its  pleasures,  being  particularly  remarkable  for  his  attach¬ 
ment  for  the  fair  sex.  He  observed  that  no  virtue  was  able  to 
resist  his  arts  and  assiduity,  and  that  scarce  a  farmer’s  daughter 
within  ten  miles  round  but  what  had  found  him  successful  and 
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faithless.  Though  this  account  gave  me  some  pain,  it  had  a 
very  different  effect  upon  my  daughters,  whose  features  seemed 
to  brighten  with  the  expectation  of  an  approaching  triumph  : 
nor  was  my  wife  less  pleased  and  confident  of  their  allurements 
and  virtue.  While  our  thoughts  were  thus  employed,  the  host¬ 
ess  entered  the  room  to  inform  her  husband  that  the  strange 
gentleman,  who  had  been  two  days  in  the  house,  wanted  money, 
and  could  not  satisfy  them  for  his  reckoning.  “  Want  money  !  ” 
replied  the  host,  “  that  must  be  impossible ;  for  it  was  no  later 
than  yesterday  he  paid  three  guineas  to  our  beadle  to  spare  an 
old  broken  soldier  that  was  to  be  whipped  through  the  town 
for  dog  stealing.”  The  hostess,  however,  still  persisting  in  her 
first  assertion,  he  was  preparing  to  leave  the  room,  swearing 
that  he  would  be  satisfied  one  way  or  another,  when  I  begged 
the  landlord  would  introduce  me  to  a  stranger  of  so  much  char¬ 
ity  as  he  described.  With  this  he  complied,  showing  in  a  gen¬ 
tleman  who  seemed  to  be  about  thirty,  dressed  in  clothes  that 
once  were  laced.  His  person  was  well  formed,  and  his  face 
marked  with  the  lines  of  thinking.  He  had  something  short 
and  dry  in  his  address,  and  seemed  not  to  understand  ceremony, 
or  to  despise  it.  Upon  the  landlord’s  leaving  the  room,  I  could 
not  avoid  expressing  my  concern  to  the  stranger  at  seeing  a 
gentleman  in  such  circumstances,  and  offered  him  my  purse  to 
satisfy  the  present  demand.  “  I  take  it  with  all  my  heart,  sir,” 
replied  he,  “  and  am  glad  that  a  late  oversight  in  giving  what 
money  I  had  about  me  has  shown  me  there  are  still  some  men 
like  you.  I  must,  however,  previously  entreat  being  informed 
of  the  name  and  residence  of  my  benefactor,  in  order  to  repay 
him  as  soon  as  possible.”  In  this  I  satisfied  him  fully,  not  only 
mentioning  my  name  and  late  misfortunes,  but  the  place  to 
which  I  was  going  to  remove.  “  This,”  cried  he,  “  happens  still 
more  luckily  than  I  hoped  for,  as  I  am  going  the  same  way  my¬ 
self,  having  been  detained  here  two  days  by  the  floods,  which 
I  hope  by  to-morrow  will  be  found  passable.”  I  testified  the 
pleasure  I  should  have  in  his  company,  and  my  wife  and  daugh¬ 
ters  joining  in  entreaty,  he  was  prevailed  upon  to  stay  to  supper. 
The  stranger’s  conversation,  which  was  at  once  pleasing  and  in¬ 
structive,  induced  me  to  wish  for  a  continuance  of  it ;  but  it 
was  now  high  time  to  retire  and  take  refreshment  against  the 
fatigues  of  the  following  day. 

The  next  morning  we  all  set  forward  together :  my  family 
on  horseback,  while  Mr.  Burchell,  our  new  companion,  walked 
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along  the  footpath  by  the  roadside,  observing  with  a  smile  that, 
as  we  were  ill  mounted,  he  would  be  too  generous  to  attempt 
leaving  us  behind.  As  the  floods  were  not  yet  subsided,  we 
were  obliged  to  hire  a  guide,  who  trotted  on  before,  Mr.  Bur- 
chell  and  I  bringing  up  the  rear.  We  lightened  the  fatigues 
of  the  road  with  philosophical  disputes,  which  he  seemed  to 
understand  perfectly.  But  what  surprised  me  most  was  that, 
though  he  was  a  money  borrower,  he  defended  his  opinions 
with  as  much  obstinacy  as  if  he  had  been  my  patron.  He  now 
and  then  also  informed  me  to  whom  the  different  seats  belonged 
that  lay  in  our  view  as  we  traveled  the  road.  “  That,”  cried  he, 
pointing  to  a  very  magnificent  house  which  stood  at  some  dis¬ 
tance,  “  belongs  to  Mr.  Thornhill,  a  young  gentleman  who  en¬ 
joys  a  large  fortune,  though  entirely  dependent  on  the  will  of 
his  uncle,  Sir  William  Thornhill,  a  gentleman  who,  content  with 
a  little  himself,  permits  his  nephew  to  enjoy  the  rest,  and  chiefly 
resides  in  town.”  —  “What!  ”  cried  I,  “is  my  young  landlord 
then  the  nephew  of  a  man  whose  virtues,  generosity,  and  singu¬ 
larities  are  so  universally  known  ?  I  have  heard  Sir  William 
Thornhill  represented  as  one  of  the  most  generous  yet  whimsi¬ 
cal  men  in  the  kingdom;  a  man  of  consummate  benevolence.” 
—  “  Something,  perhaps,  too  much  so,”  replied  Mr.  Burchell ; 
“  at  least  he  carried  benevolence  to  an  excess  when  young  ;  for 
his  passions  were  then  strong,  and  as  they  were  all  upon  the  side 
of  virtue  they  led  it  up  to  a  romantic  extreme.  He  early  began 
to  aim  at  the  qualifications  of  the  soldier  and  the  scholar  :  was 
soon  distinguished  in  the  army,  and  had  some  reputation  among 
men  of  learning.  Adulation  ever  follows  the  ambitious ;  for 
such  alone  receive  most  pleasure  from  flattery.  He  was  sur¬ 
rounded  with  crowds,  who  showed  him  only  one  side  of  their 
character  ;  so  that  he  began  to  lose  a  regard  for  private  interest 
in  universal  sympathy.  He  loved  all  mankind ;  for  fortune 
prevented  him  from  knowing  that  there  were  rascals.  Physi¬ 
cians  tell  us  of  a  disorder  in  which  the  whole  body  is  so  ex¬ 
quisitely  sensible  that  the  slightest  touch  gives  pain  :  what 
some  have  thus  suffered  in  their  persons,  this  gentleman  felt 
in  his  mind :  the  slightest  distress,  whether  real  or  fictitious, 
touched  him  to  the  quick,  and  his  soul  labored  under  a  sickly 
sensibility  of  the  miseries  of  others.  Thus  disposed  to  relieve, 
it  will  be  easily  conjectured  he  found  numbers  disposed  to  so¬ 
licit  ;  his  profusions  began  to  impair  his  fortune,  but  not  his 
good  nature  —  that,  indeed,  was  seen  to  increase  as  the  other 
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seemed  to  decay  :  lie  grew  improvident  as  he  grew  poor ;  and, 
though  he  talked  like  a  man  of  sense,  his  actions  were  those 
of  a  fool.  Still,  however,  being  surrounded  with  importunity, 
and  no  longer  able  to  satisfy  every  request  that  was  made  him, 
instead  of  money  he  gave  promises.  They  were  all  he  had  to 
bestow,  and  he  had  not  resolution  enough  to  give  any  man  pain 
by  a  denial.  By  this  he  drew  round  him  crowds  of  dependents, 
whom  he  was  sure  to  disappoint,  yet  wished  to  relieve.  These 
hung  upon  him  for  a  time,  and  left  him  with  merited  reproaches 
and  contempt.  But,  in  proportion  as  he  became  contemptible  to 
others,  he  became  despicable  to  himself.  His  mind  had  leaned 
upon  their  adulation,  and,  that  support  taken  away,  he  could 
find  no  pleasure  in  the  applause  of  his  heart,  which  he  had  never 
learnt  to  reverence.  The  world  now  began  to  wear  a  different 
aspect :  the  flattery  of  his  friends  began  to  dwindle  into  simple 
approbation  ;  approbation  soon  took  the  more  friendly  form  of 
advice ;  and  advice,  when  rejected,  produced  their  reproaches. 
He  now  therefore  found  that  such  friends  as  benefits  had  gath¬ 
ered  round  him  were  little  estimable  :  he  now  found  that  a 
man’s  own  heart  must  be  ever  given  to  gain  that  of  another. 
I  now  found  that  — -  that  —  I  forget  what  I  was  going  to  ob¬ 
serve  :  in  short,  sir,  he  resolved  to  respect  himself,  and  laid 
down  a  plan  of  restoring  his  falling  fortune.  For  this  purpose, 
in  his  own  whimsical  manner,  he  traveled  through  Europe  on 
foot ;  and  now,  though  he  has  scarce  attained  the  age  of  thirty, 
his  circumstances  are  more  affluent  than  ever.  At  present,  his 
bounties  are  more  rational  and  moderate  than  before  ;  but  still 
he  preserves  the  character  of  a  humorist,  and  finds  most  pleas¬ 
ure  in  eccentric  virtues.” 

My  attention  was  so  much  taken  up  by  Mr.  Burchell’s 
account,  that  I  scarce  looked  forward  as  he  went  along,  till 
we  were  alarmed  by  the  cries  of  my  family ;  when,  turning, 
I  perceived  my  youngest  daughter  in  the  midst  of  a  rapid 
stream,  thrown  from  her  horse,  and  struggling  with  the  tor¬ 
rent.  She  had  sunk  twice,  nor  was  it  in  my  power  to  disen¬ 
gage  myself  in  time  to  bring  her  relief.  My  sensations  were 
even  too  violent  to  permit  my  attempting  her  rescue  :  she  must 
have  certainly  perished  had  not  my  companion,  perceiving  her 
danger,  instantly  plunged  in  to  her  relief,  and,  with  some  diffi¬ 
culty,  brought  her  in  safety  to  the  opposite  shore.  By  taking 
the  current  a  little  farther  up,  the  rest  of  the  family  got  safely 
over,  where  we  had  an  opportunity  of  joining  our  acknowledg- 
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merits  to  hers.  Her  gratitude  may  be  more  readily  imagined 
than  described  :  she  thanked  her  deliverer  more  with  looks 
than  with  words,  and  continued  to  lean  upon  his  arm,  as  if  still 
willing  to  receive  assistance.  My  wife  also  hoped  one  day  to 
have  the  pleasure  of  returning  his  kindness  at  her  own  house. 
Thus,  after  we  were  refreshed  at  the  next  inn,  and  had  dined 
together,  as  Mr.  Burchell  was  going  to  a  different  part  of  the 
country,  he  took  leave,  and  we  pursued  our  journey  :  my  wife 
observing,  as  he  went,  that  she  liked  him  extremely,  and  pro¬ 
testing'  that  if  he  had  birth  and  fortune  to  entitle  him  to  match 
into  such  a  family  as  ours,  she  knew  no  man  she  would  sooner 
fix  upon.  I  could  not  but  smile  to  hear  her  talk  in  this  lofty 
strain ;  but  I  was  never  much  displeased  with  those  harmless 
delusions  that  tend  to  make  us  more  happy. 


A  Proof  that  even  the  Humblest  Fortune  may  grant 
Happiness,  which  depends,  not  on  Circumstances, 

but  Constitution. 

The  place  of  our  retreat  was  in  a  little  neighborhood,  con¬ 
sisting  of  farmers,  who  tilled  their  own  grounds,  and  were 
equal  strangers  to  opulence  and  poverty.  As  they  had  almost 
all  the  conveniences  of  life  within  themselves,  they  seldom 
visited  towns  or  cities  in  search  of  superfluity.  Remote  from 
the  polite,  they  still  retained  the  primeval  simplicity  of  man¬ 
ners  ;  and,  frugal  by  habit,  they  scarce  knew  that  temperance 
was  a  virtue.  They  wrought  with  cheerfulness  on  days  of 
labor,  but  observed  festivals  as  intervals  of  idleness  and  pleas * 
ure.  They  kept  up  the  Christmas  carol,  sent  true  love  knots 
on  Valentine  morning,  ate  pancakes  on  Shrovetide,  showed 
their  wit  on  the  first  of  April,  and  religiously  cracked  nuts  on 
Michaelmas  eve.  Being  apprised  of  our  approach,  the  whole 
neighborhood  came  out  to  meet  their  minister,  dressed  in  their 
finest  clothes,  and  preceded  by  a  pipe  and  tabor.  A  feast  also 
was  provided  for  our  reception,  at  which  we  sat  cheerfully 
down ;  and  what  the  conversation  wanted  in  wit  was  made  up 
in  laughter. 

Our  little  habitation  was  situated  at  the  foot  of  a  sloping 
hill,  sheltered  with  a  beautiful  underwood  behind,  and  a  prat¬ 
tling  river  before  ;  on  one  side  a  meadow,  on  the  other  a  green. 
My  farm  consisted  of  about  twenty  acres  of  excellent  land,  hav- 
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ing  given  a  hundred  pounds  for  my  predecessor’s  good  will. 
Nothing  could  exceed  the  neatness  of  my  little  inclosures,  the 
elms  and  hedgerows  appearing  with  inexpressible  beauty.  My 
house  consisted  of  but  one  story,  and  was  covered  with  thatch, 
which  gave  it  an  air  of  great  snugness ;  the  walls,  on  the 
inside,  were  nicely  whitewashed,  and  my  daughters  undertook 
to  adorn  them  with  pictures  of  their  own  designing.  Though 
the  same  room  served  us  for  parlor  and  kitchen,  that  only  made 
it  the  warmer.  Besides,  as  it  was  kept  with  the  utmost  neat¬ 
ness,  the  dishes,  plates,  and  coppers  being  well  scoured,  and  all 
disposed  in  bright  rows  on  the  shelves,  the  eye  was  agreeably 
relieved,  and  did  not  want  richer  furniture.  There  were  three 
other  apartments :  one  for  my  wife  and  me,  another  for  our 
two  daughters  within  our  own,  and  the  third,  with  two  beds, 
for  the  rest  of  the  children. 

The  little  republic  to  which  I  gave  laws  was  regulated  in 
the  following  manner :  By  sunrise  we  all  assembled  in  our 
common  apartment,  the  fire  being  previously  kindled  by  the 
servant.  After  we  had  saluted  each  other  with  proper  cere¬ 
mony,  —  for  I  always  thought  fit  to  keep  up  some  mechanical 
forms  of  good  breeding,  without  which  freedom  ever  destroys 
friendship,  —  we  all  bent  in  gratitude  to  that  Being  who  gave 
us  another  day.  This  duty  being  performed,  my  son  and  I 
went  to  pursue  our  usual  industry  abroad,  while  my  wife  and 
daughters  employed  themselves  in  providing  breakfast,  which 
was  always  ready  at  a  certain  time.  I  allowed  half  an  hour  for 
this  meal,  and  an  hour  for  dinner ;  which  time  was  taken  up 
in  innocent  mirth  between  my  wife  and  daughters,  and  in 
philosophical  arguments  between  my  son  and  me. 

As  we  rose  with  the  sun,  so  we  never  pursued  our  labors 
after  it  was  gone  down,  but  returned  home  to  the  expecting 
family,  where  smiling  looks,  a  neat  hearth,  and  pleasant  fire 
were  prepared  for  our  reception.  Nor  were  we  without  guests  : 
sometimes  Farmer  Flamborough,  our  talkative  neighbor,  and 
often  the  blind  piper,  would  pay  us  a  visit,  and  taste  our  goose¬ 
berry  wine,  for  the  making  of  which  we  had  lost  neither  the 
receipt  nor  the  reputation.  These  harmless  people  had  several 
ways  of  being  good  company ;  while  one  played,  the  other 
would  sing  some  soothing  ballad,  —  Johnny  Armstrong’s  “Last 
Good  Night,”  or  the  “Cruelty  of  Barbara  Allen.”  The  night 
was  conceded  in  the  manner  we  began  the  morning,  my  young¬ 
est  boys  being  appointed  to  read  the  lessons  of  the  day ;  and  he 
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that  read  loudest,  distinctest,  and  best  was  to  have  a  halfpenny 
on  Sunday  to  put  into  the  poor’s  box.  .  .  . 

The  Family  still  resolve  to  hold  up  their  Heads. 

Michaelmas  eve  happened  on  the  next  day,  and  we  were 
invited  to  burn  nuts  and  play  tricks  at  neighbor  Flamborough’s. 
Our  late  mortifications  had  humbled  us  a  little,  or  it  is  prob¬ 
able  we  might  have  rejected  such  an  invitation  with  contempt ; 
however,  we  suffered  ourselves  to  be  happy.  Our  honest  neigh¬ 
bor’s  goose  and  dumplings  were  fine,  and  the  lamb’s  wool,  even 
in  the  opinion  of  my  wife,  who  was  a  connoisseur,  was  excellent. 
It  is  true,  his  manner  of  telling  stories  was  not  quite  so  well. 
They  were  very  long,  and  very  dull,  and  all  about  himself,  and 
we  had  laughed  at  them  ten  times  before  :  however,  we  were 
kind  enough  to  laugh  at  them  once  more. 

Mr.  Burchell,  who  was  of  the  party,  was  always  fond  of 
seeing  some  innocent  amusement  going  forward,  and  set  the 
boys  and  girls  to  blindman’s  buff.  My  wife  too  was  persuaded 
to  join  in  the  diversion,  and  it  gave  me  pleasure  to  think  she 
was  not  yet  too  old.  In  the  mean  time,  my  neighbor  and  I 
looked  on,  laughed  at  every  feat,  and  praised  our  own  dexterity 
when  we  were  young.  Hot  cockles  succeeded  next,  questions 
and  commands  followed  that,  and  last  of  all,  they  sat  down  to 
hunt  the  slipper.  As  every  person  may  not  be  acquainted  with 
this  primeval  pastime,  it  may  be  necessary  to  observe  that  the 
company  at  this  play  plant  themselves  in  a  ring  upon  the 
ground,  all  except  one  who  stands  in  the  middle,  whose  busi¬ 
ness  it  is  to  catch  a  shoe,  which  the  company  shove  about 
under  their  hams  from  one  to  another,  something  like  a 
weaver’s  shuttle.  As  it  is  impossible,  in  this  case,  for  the 
lady  who  is  up  to  face  all  the  company  at  once,  the  great 
beauty  of  the  play  lies  in  hitting  her  a  thump  with  the  heel 
of  the  shoe  on  that  side  least  capable  of  making  a  defense.  It 
was  in  this  manner  that  my  eldest  daughter  was  hemmed  in, 
and  thumped  about,  all  blowzed,  in  spirits,  and  bawling  for 
fair  play,  fair  play,  with  a  voice  that  might  deafen  a  ballad 
singer,  when  confusion  on  confusion,  who  should  enter  the 
room  but  our  two  great  acquaintances  from  town,  Lady  Blar¬ 
ney  and  Miss  Carolina  Wilhelmina  Amelia  Skeggs  !  Descrip¬ 
tion  would  but  beggar,  therefore  it  is  unnecessary  to  describe 
this  new  mortification.  Death  !  To  be  seen  by  ladies  of  such 
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high  breeding  in  such  vulgar  attitudes  !  Nothing  better  could 
ensue  from  such  a  vulgar  play  of  Mr.  Flamborough’s  propos¬ 
ing.  We  seemed  stuck  to  the  ground  for  some  time,  as  if 
actually  petrified  with  amazement. 

The  two  ladies  had  been  at  our  house  to  see  us,  and  finding 
us  from  home,  came  after  us  hither,  as  they  were  uneasy  to 
know  what  accident  could  have  kept  us  from  church  the  day 
before.  Olivia  undertook  to  be  our  prolocutor,  and  delivered 
the  whole  in  a  summary  way,  only  saying,  “We  were  thrown 
from  our  horses.”  At  which  account  the  ladies  were  greatly 
concerned;  but  being  told  the  family  received  no  hurt,  they 
were  extremely  glad  :  but  being  informed  that  we  were  almost 
killed  by  the  fright,  they  were  vastly  sorry  ;  but  hearing  that 
we  had  a  very  good  night,  they  were  extremely  glad  again. 
Nothing  could  exceed  their  complaisance  to  my  daughters  ;  their 
professions  the  last  evening  were  warm,  but  now  they  were 
ardent.  They  protested  a  desire  of  having  a  more  lasting 
acquaintance.  Lady  Blarney  was  particularly  attached  to 
Olivia;  Miss  Carolina  Wilhelmina  Amelia  Skeggs  (I  love  to 
give  the  whole  name)  took  a  great  fancy  to  her  sister.  They 
supported  the  conversation  between  themselves,  while  my  daugh¬ 
ters  sat  silent,  admiring  their  exalted  breeding.  But  as  every 
reader,  however  beggarly  himself,  is  fond  of  high-lived  dia¬ 
logues,  with  anecdotes  of  Lords,  Ladies,  and  Knights  of  the 
Garter,  I  must  beg  leave  to  give  him  the  concluding  part  of 
the  present  conversation. 

“  All  that  I  know  of  the  matter,”  cried  Miss  Skeggs,  “  is 
this,  that  it  may  be  true,  or  it  may  not  be  true ;  but  this  I  can 
assure  your  Ladyship,  that  the  whole  rout  was  in  amaze ;  his 
Lordship  turned  all  manner  of  colors,  my  Lady  fell  into  a 
swoon,  but  Sir  Tomkyn,  drawing  his  sword,  swore  he  was 
hers  to  the  last  drop  of  his  blood.” 

“Well,”  replied  our  Peeress,  “this  I  can  say,  that  the 
Duchess  never  told  me  a  syllable  of  the  matter,  and  I  believe 
her  Grace  would  keep  nothing  a  secret  from  me.  This  you 
may  depend  on  as  a  fact,  that  the  next  morning  my  Lord  Duke 
cried  out  three  times  to  his  valet-de-chambre,  ‘  Jernigan,  Jerni- 
gan,  Jernigan,  bring  me  my  garters.’  ” 

But  previously  I  should  have  mentioned  the  very  impolite 
behavior  of  Mr.  Burchell,  who,  during  this  discourse,  sat  with 
his  face  turned  to  the  fire,  and  at  the  conclusion  of  every  sen¬ 
tence  would  cry  out  fudge ,  an  expression  which  displeased  us 
vol.  xvin.  — 10 
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all,  and  in  some  measure  damped  the  rising  spirit  of  the  con¬ 
versation. 

“  Besides,  my  dear  Skeggs,”  continued  our  Peeress,  “  there 
is  nothing  of  this  in  the  copy  of  verses  that  Dr.  Burdock  made 
upon  the  occasion.”  Fudge! 

“  I  am  surprised  at  that,”  cried  Miss  Skeggs  ;  “  for  he  sel¬ 
dom  leaves  anything  out,  as  he  writes  only  for  his  own  amuse¬ 
ment.  But  can  your  Ladyship  favor  me  with  a  sight  of  them  ?  ” 
Fudge  ! 

“  My  dear  creature,”  replied  our  Peeress,  “  do  you  think  I 
carry  such  things  about  me?  Though  they  are  very  fine,  to 
be  sure,  and  I  think  myself  something  of  a  judge  ;  at  least  I 
know  what  pleases  myself.  Indeed,  I  was  ever  an  admirer 
of  all  Dr.  Burdock’s  little  pieces  ;  for  except  what  he  does, 
and  our  dear  Countess  at  Hanover  Square,  there’s  nothing 
comes  out  but  the  most  lowest  stuff  in  nature  ;  not  a  bit  of 
high  life  among  them.”  Fudge! 

“Your  Ladyship  should  except,”  says  t’other,  “your  own 
things  in  the  Lady's  Magazine.  I  hope  you’ll  say  there’s 
nothing  low  lived  there?  But  I  suppose  we  are  to  have  no 
more  from  that  quarter  ?  ”  Fudge  ! 

“  Why,  my  dear,”  says  the  Lady,  “  you  know  my  reader  and 
companion  has  left  me,  to  be  married  to  Captain  Roach,  and  as 
my  poor  eyes  won’t  suffer  me  to  write  myself,  I  have  been  for 
some  time  looking  out  for  another.  A  proper  person  is  no  easy 
matter  to  find,  and  to  be  sure  thirty  pounds  a  year  is  a  small 
stipend  for  a  well-bred  girl  of  character  that  can  read,  write, 
and  behave  in  company ;  as  for  the  chits  about  town,  there  is 
no  bearing  them  about  one.”  Fudge! 

“That  I  know,”  cried  Miss  Skeggs,  “ by  experience.  For 
of  the  three  companions  I  had  this  last  half-year,  one  of  them 
refused  to  do  plain  work  an  hour  in  the  day,  another  thought 
twenty-five  guineas  a  year  too  small  a  salary,  and  I  was  obliged 
to  send  away  the  third,  because  I  suspected  an  intrigue  with 
the  chaplain.  Virtue,  my  dear  Lady  Blarney,  virtue  is  worth 
any  price  ;  but  where  is  that  to  be  found  ?  ”  Fudge  ! 

My  wife  had  been  for  a  long  time  all  attention  to  this  dis¬ 
course,  but  was  particularly  struck  with  the  latter  part  of  it. 
Thirty  pounds  and  twenty-five  guineas  a  year  made  fifty-six 
pounds  five  shillings  English  money,  all  which  was  in  a  manner 
going  a  begging,  and  might  easily  be  secured  in  the  family. 
She  for  a  moment  studied  my  looks  for  approbation ;  and,  to 
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own  a  truth,  I  was  of  opinion  that  two  such  places  would  fit 
our  two  daughters  exactly.  Besides,  if  the  ’Squire  had  any 
real  affection  for  my  eldest  daughter,  this  would  be  the  way  to 
make  her  every  way  qualified  for  her  fortune.  My  wife,  there¬ 
fore,  was  resolved  that  we  should  not  be  deprived  of  such  ad¬ 
vantages  for  want  of  assurance,  and  undertook  to  harangue  for 
the  family.  “  I  hope,”  cried  she,  “  your  Ladyships  will  pardon 
my  present  presumption.  It  is  true,  we  have  no  right  to  pre¬ 
tend  to  such  favors  ;  but  yet  it  is  natural  for  me  to  wish  put¬ 
ting  my  children  forward  in  the  world.  And  I  will  be  bold  to 
say  my  two  girls  have  had  a  pretty  good  education,  and  capac¬ 
ity,  at  least,  the  country  can’t  show  better.  They  can  read, 
write,  and  cast  accompts  ;  they  understand  their  needle,  broad- 
stitch,  cross  and  change,  and  all  manner  of  plain  work ;  they 
can  pink,  point,  and  frill ;  and  know  something  of  music;  they 
can  do  up  smallclothes,  work  upon  catgut ;  my  eldest  can  cut 
paper,  and  my  youngest  has  a  very  pretty  manner  of  telling 
fortunes  upon  the  cards.”  Fudge! 

When  she  had  delivered  this  pretty  piece  of  eloquence,  the 
two  ladies  looked  at  each  other  a  few  minutes  in  silence,  with 
an  air  of  doubt  and  importance.  At  last,  Miss  Carolina  Wil- 
helmina  Amelia  Skeggs  condescended  to  observe  that  the 
young  ladies,  from  the  opinion  she  could  form  of  them  from  so 
slight  an  acquaintance,  seemed  very  fit  for  such  employments  : 
“  But  a  thing  of  this  kind,  Madam,”  cried  she,  addressing  my 
spouse,  “  requires  a  thorough  examination  into  characters,  and 
a  more  perfect  knowledge  of  each  other.  Not,  Madam,”  con¬ 
tinued  she,  “  that  I  in  the  least  suspect  the  young  ladies’  virtue, 
prudence,  and  discretion ;  but  there  is  a  form  in  these  things, 
Madam,  there  is  a  form.” 

My  wife  approved  her  suspicions  very  much,  observing  that 
she  was  very  apt  to  be  suspicious  herself,  but  referred  her  to  all 
the  neighbors  for  a  character ;  but  this  our  Peeress  declined  as 
unnecessary,  alleging  that  our  cousin  Thornhill’s  recommenda¬ 
tion  would  be  sufficient,  and  upon  this  we  rested  our  petition. 

Fortune  seems  resolved  to  humble  the  Family  of 

Wakefield.  Mortifications  are  often  more  pain¬ 
ful  than  Real  Calamities. 

When  we  were  returned  home,  the  night  was  dedicated  to 
schemes  of  future  conquest.  Deborah  exerted  much  sagacity 
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in  conjecturing  which  of  the  two  girls  was  likely  to  have  the 
best  place  and  most  opportunities  of  seeing  good  company. 
The  only  obstacle  to  our  preferment  was  in  obtaining  the 
Squire’s  recommendation ;  but  he  had  already  shown  us  too 
many  instances  of  his  friendship  to  doubt  of  it  now.  Even  in 
bed,  my  wife  kept  up  the  usual  theme :  “  Well,  faith,  my  dear 
Charles,  between  ourselves,  I  think  we  have  made  an  excellent 
day’s  work  of  it.  ”  —  “  Pretty  well !  ”  cried  I,  not  knowing  what 
to  say.  “  What,  only  pretty  well  !  ”  returned  she  :  “  I  think  it 
is  very  well.  Suppose  the  girls  should  come  to  make  acquaint¬ 
ances  of  taste  in  town  !  This  I  am  assured  of,  that  London  is 
the  only  place  in  the  world  for  all  manner  of  husbands.  Be¬ 
sides,  my  dear,  stranger  things  happen  every  day :  and  as 
ladies  of  quality  are  so  taken  with  my  daughters,  what  will  not 
men  of  quality  be?  Entre  nous ,  I  protest  I  like  my  Lady 
Blarney  vastly  —  so  very  obliging.  However,  Miss  Carolina 
Wilhelmina  Amelia  Skeggs  has  my  warm  heart.  But  yet, 
when  they  came  to  talk  of  places  in  town,  you  saw  at  once  how 
I  nailed  them.  Tell  me,  my  dear,  don’t  you  think  I  did  for 
my  children  there  ?  ”  —  “  Ay,”  returned  I,  not  knowing  well 
what  to  think  of  the  matter  ;  “  Heaven  grant  they  may  be  both 
the  better  for  it  this  day  three  months  !  ”  This  was  one  of 
those  observations  I  usually  made  to  impress  my  wife  with  an 
opinion  of  my  sagacity :  for  if  the  girls  succeeded,  then  it  was 
a  pious  wish  fulfilled ;  but  if  anything  unfortunate  ensued, 
then  it  might  be  looked  upon  as  a  prophecy.  All  this  conver¬ 
sation,  however,  was  only  preparatory  to  another  scheme  ;  and 
indeed  I  dreaded  as  much.  This  was  nothing  less  than  that, 
as  we  were  now  to  hold  up  our  heads  a  little  higher  in  the 
world,  it  would  be  proper  to  sell  the  colt,  which  was  grown 
old,  at  a  neighboring  fair,  and  buy  us  a  horse  that  would  carry 
a  single  or  double  upon  an  occasion,  and  make  a  pretty  appear¬ 
ance  at  church,  or  upon  a  visit.  This  at  first  I  opposed  stoutly; 
but  it  was  stoutly  defended.  HoAvever,  as  I  weakened,  my 
antagonist  gained  strength,  till  at  last  it  was  resolved  to  part 
with  him. 

As  the  fair  happened  on  the  following  day,  I  had  intentions 
of  going  myself ;  but  my  wife  persuaded  me  that  I  had  got  a 
cold,  and  nothing  could  prevail  upon  her  to  permit  me  from 
home.  “No,  my  dear,”  said  she,  “our  son  Moses  is  a  discreet 
boy,  and  can  buy  and  sell  to  a  very  good  advantage  :  you  know 
all  our  great  bargains  are  of  his  purchasing.  He  always  stands 
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out  and  higgles,  and  actually  tires  them  till  he  gets  a  bar¬ 
gain.” 

As  I  had  some  opinion  of  my  son’s  prudence,  I  was  willing 
enough  to  intrust  him  with  this  commission  :  and  the  next 
morning  I  perceived  his  sisters  mighty  busy  in  fitting  out 
Moses  for  the  fair  ;  trimming  his  hair,  brushing  his  buckles, 
and  cocking  his  hat  with  pins.  The  business  of  the  toilet 
being  over,  we  had  at  last  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  him 
mounted  upon  the  colt,  with  a  deal  box  before  him  to  bring 
home  groceries  in.  He  had  on  a  coat  made  of  that  cloth  they 
call  thunder-and-lightning,  which,  though  grown  too  short, 
was  much  too  good  to  be  thrown  away.  His  waistcoat  was  of 
gosling  green,  and  his  sisters  had  tied  his  hair  with  a  broad 
black  ribbon.  We  all  followed  him  several  paces  from  the 
door,  bawling  after  him,  “  Good  luck  !  good  luck  !  ”  till  we 
could  see  him  no  longer. 

He  was  scarce  gone  when  Mr.  Thornhill’s  butler  came  to 
congratulate  us  upon  our  good  fortune,  saying  that  he  over¬ 
heard  his  young  master  mention  our  names  with  great  com¬ 
mendation. 

Good  fortune  seemed  resolved  not  to  come  alone.  Another 
footman  from  the  same  family  followed,  with  a  card  for  my 
daughters,  importing  that  the  two  ladies  had  received  such 
pleasing  accounts  from  Mr.  Thornhill  of  us  all,  that  after  a  few 
previous  inquiries  they  hoped  to  be  perfectly  satisfied.  “  Ay,” 
cried  my  wife,  “  I  now  see  it  is  no  easy  matter  to  get  into  the 
families  of  the  great ;  but  when  one  once  gets  in,  then,  as 
Moses  says,  one  may  go  to  sleep.”  To  this  piece  of  humor, 
for  she  intended  it  for  wit,  my  daughters  assented  with  a  loud 
laugh  of  pleasure.  In  short,  such  was  her  satisfaction  at  this 
message,  that  she  actually  put  her  hand  in  her  pocket  and 
gave  the  messenger  sevenpence  halfpenny. 

This  was  to  be  our  visiting  day.  The  next  that  came  was 
Mr.  Burchell,  who  had  been  at  the  fair.  He  brought  my  little 
ones  a  pennyworth  of  gingerbread  each,  which  my  wife  under¬ 
took  to  keep  for  them,  and  give  them  by  letters  at  a  time.  He 
brought  my  daughters  also  a  couple  of  boxes,  in  which  they 
might  keep  wafers,  snuff,  patches,  or  even  money,  when  they 
got  it.  My  wife  was  usually  fond  of  a  weasel-skin  purse,  as 
being  the  most  lucky  ;  but  this  by  the  bye.  We  had  still  a 
regard  for  Mr.  Burchell,  though  his  late  rude  behavior  was  in 
some  measure  displeasing ;  nor  could  we  now  avoid  communi- 
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eating  our  happiness  to  him,  and  asking  his  advice :  although 
we  seldom  followed  advice,  we  were  all  ready  enough  to  ask  it. 
When  he  read  the  note  from  the  two  ladies,  he  shook  his  head, 
and  observed  that  an  affair  of  this  sort  demanded  the  utmost 
circumspection.  This  air  of  diffidence  highly  displeased  my 
wife.  “  I  never  doubted,  sir,”  cried  she,  “  your  readiness  to  be 
against  my  daughters  and  me.  You  have  more  circumspection 
than  is  wanted.  However,  I  fancy  when  we  come  to  ask 
advice,  we  will  apply  to  persons  who  seem  to  have  made  use  of 
it  themselves.”  —  “Whatever  my  own  conduct  may  have  been, 
madam,”  replied  he,  “  is  not  the  present  question :  though,  as 
I  have  made  no  use  of  advice  myself,  I  should  in  conscience 
give  it  to  those  that  will.”  As  I  was  apprehensive  this  answer 
might  draw  on  a  repartee,  making  up  by  abuse  what  it  wanted 
in  wit,  I  changed  the  subject,  by  seeming  to  wonder  what  could 
keep  our  son  so  long  at  the  fair,  as  it  was  now  almost  nightfall. 
“Never  mind  our  son,”  cried  my  wife;  “depend  upon  it  he 
knows  what  he  is  about.  I’ll  warrant  we’ll  never  see  him  sell 
his  hen  of  a  rainy  day.  I  have  seen  him  buy  such  bargains  as 
would  amaze  one.  I’ll  tell  you  a  good  story  about  that,  that 
will  make  you  split  your  sides  with  laughing.  —  But,  as  I 
live,  yonder  comes  Moses,  without  a  horse,  and  the  box  at 
his  back.” 

As  she  spoke,  Moses  came  slowly  on  foot,  and  sweating 
under  the  deal  box,  which  he  had  strapped  round  his  shoulders 
like  a  peddler.  “Welcome,  welcome,  Moses!  Well,  my  boy, 
what  have  you  brought  us  from  the  fair  ?  ”  —  “I  have  brought 
you  myself,”  cried  Moses,  with  a  sly  look,  and  resting  the  box 
on  the  dresser.  “  Ay,  Moses,”  cried  my  wife,  “  that  we  know  ; 
but  where  is  the  horse?”  —  “I  have  sold  him,”  cried  Moses, 
“for  three  pounds  five  shillings  and  twopence.”  —  “Well  done, 
my  good  boy,”  returned  she;  “  I  knew  you  would  touch  them  off. 
Between  ourselves,  three  pounds  five  shillings  and  twopence  is 
no  bad  day’s  work.  Come,  let  us  have  it  then.”  —  “I  have 
brought  back  no  money,”  cried  Moses,  again.  “  I  have  laid  it 
all  out  in  a  bargain,  and  here  it  is,”  pulling  out  a  bundle  from 
his  breast :  “  here  they  are  ;  a  gross  of  green  spectacles,  with 
silver  rims  and  shagreen  cases.”  —  “A  gross  of  green  spec¬ 
tacles  !  ”  repeated  my  wife,  in  a  faint  voice.  “  And  you  have 
parted  with  the  colt,  and  brought  us  back  nothing  but  a  gross 
of  green  paltry  spectacles  !  ”  —  “  Dear  mother,”  cried  the  boy, 
“  why  won’t  you  listen  to  reason  ?  I  had  them  a  dead  bargain, 
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or  I  should  not  have  brought  them.  The  silver  rims  alone  will 
sell  for  double  the  money.”  —  “A  fig  for  the  silver  rims,” 
cried  my  wife,  in  a  passion  :  “  I  dare  swear  they  won’t  sell  for 
above  half  the  money  at  the  rate  of  broken  silver,  five  shillings 
an  ounce.”  —  “You  need  be  under  no  uneasiness,”  cried  I, 
“  about  selling  the  rims,  for  they  are  not  worth  sixpence ;  for  I 
perceive  they  are  only  copper  varnished  over.”  —  “What!” 
cried  my  wife,  “not  silver!  the  rims  not  silver?”  —  “No,” 
cried  I,  “  no  more  silver  than  your  saucepan.”  —  “  And  so,” 
returned  she,  “  we  have  parted  with  the  colt,  and  have  only  got 
a  gross  of  green  spectacles,  with  copper  rims  and  shagreen 
cases  ?  A  murrain  take  such  trumpery  !  The  blockhead  has 
been  imposed  upon,  and  should  have  known  his  company  bet¬ 
ter.”  —  “  There,  my  dear,”  cried  I,  “  you  are  wrong  ;  he  should 
not  have  known  them  at  all.”  —  “Marry,  hang  the  idiot !  ”  re¬ 
turned  she,  “  to  bring  me  such  stuff :  if  I  had  them  I  would 
throw  them  in  the  fire.” —  “There  again  you  are  wrong,  my 
dear,”  cried  I ;  “  for  though  they  be  copper,  we  Avill  keep  them 
by  us,  as  copper  spectacles,  you  know,  are  better  than  nothing.” 

By  this  time  the  unfortunate  Moses  was  undeceived.  He 
now  saw  that  he  had  been  imposed  upon  by  a  prowling  sharper, 
who,  observing  his  figure,  had  marked  him  for  an  easy  prey. 
I  therefore  asked  the  circumstances  of  his  deception.  He  sold 
the  horse,  it  seems,  and  walked  the  fair  in  search  of  another. 
A  reverend-looking  man  brought  him  to  a  tent,  under  pretense 
of  having  one  to  sell.  “  Here,”  continued  Moses,  “  we  met 
another  man,  very  well  dressed,  who  desired  to  borrow  twenty 
pounds  upon  these,  saying  that  he  wanted  money,  and  would 
dispose  of  them  for  a  third  of  the  value.  The  first  gentle¬ 
man,  who  pretended  to  be  my  friend,  whispered  me  to  buy 
them,  and  cautioned  me  not  to  let  so  good  an  offer  pass.  I 
sent  for  Mr.  Flamborough,  and  they  talked  him  up  as  finely  as 
they  did  me ;  and  so  at  last  we  were  persuaded  to  buy  the  two 
gross  between  us.” 
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THE  VARIOUS  DELIGHTS  AND  PLEASURES  OF 
THE  BODILY  SENSES,  USEFUL  FOR  MENTAL 

RECREATION. 

By  EMANUEL  SWEDENBORG. 

[Emanuel  Swedenborg  :  The  Swedish  philosopher ;  born  in  Stockholm, 
January  29,  1688  ;  died  in  London,  March  29,  1772.  His  father  was  the  Bishop 
of  Skara  in  West  Gothland,  and  the  son  was  reared  in  an  atmosphere  of  piety. 
He  was  graduated  with  the  degree  of  Ph.D.  from  the  University  of  Upsala  in 
1709,  and  after  traveling  in  Europe  he  was  appointed  by  Charles  II.  extraordi¬ 
nary  assessor  in  the  college  of  mines,  and  was  subsequently  elevated  to  the 
equestrian  order  of  the  House  of  Nobles.  Among  his  many  published  works 
are:  “Opera  Philosophica  et  Mineralia”  (1734),  “  Prodromus  de  Infinito” 
(1734),  “Economy  of  the  Animal  Kingdom”  (1740),  “The  Animal  Kingdom” 
(1745),  “  Arcana  Coelestia ”  (12  vols.,  1749-1756),  “Heaven  and  Hell  ”  (1758), 
“The  Intermediate  World”  (1758),  “Divine  Love  and  Wisdom”  (1763),  “The 
Pour  Doctrines”  (1763),  “The  Divine  Providence”  (1764),  “The  Apocalypse 
Revealed”  (1766),  “Conjugal  Love  and  its  Chaste  Delights”  (1768),  “The 
Doctrines  of  the  New  Church  ”  (1769),  “  The  Intercourse  between  the  Soul  and 
the  Body”  (1766),  and  “The  True  Christian  Religion”  (1771).] 

Such  diversions  are,  social  intercourse,  with  conversations 
upon  various  public,  private,  and  household  affairs ;  and  walks, 
with  the  sight  of  houses  and  palaces,  and  trees  and  flowers,  in 
gardens,  woods,  and  fields,  —  delightful  for  their  various  beauty 
and  magnificence,  —  and  of  men  and  birds  and  flocks  ;  and  also 
spectacles  of  various  kinds,  representative  of  the  moral  virtues, 
and  of  events  from  which 'something  of  the  Divine  Providence 
appears.  These,  and  similar  things,  are  for  the  sense  of  sight. 
Then  there  are  various  musical  harmonies  and  songs,  which 
affect  the  mind  according  to  their  correspondences  with  affec¬ 
tions  ;  and  in  addition  to  these,  there  are  decorous  jestings, 
which  exhilarate  the  mind.  These,  for  the  sense  of  hearing. 
And  there  are  likewise  social  meals,  feasts,  and  entertainments, 
and  various  accompanying  pleasantries.  And  games  too,  at 
home,  played  wdth  dice,  balls,  and  cards ;  and  dances  also,  at 
weddings,  and  at  festive  gatherings.  These  and  such  things 
are  useful  diversions,  for  the  recreation  of  the  mind.  And  in 
addition  to  these  there  are  various  labors  of  the  hands,  which 
give  motion  to  the  body,  and  divert  the  mind  from  the  works 
of  its  calling ;  and  the  reading  also  of  interesting  books,  on 
historical  and  doctrinal  subjects,  which  give  delight,  and  of  the 
news  in  newspapers. 

These  are  diversions  for  every  one  who  is  in  office  or  em- 
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ployment.  They  may  therefore  be  called  the  diversions  of 
offices  or  employments.  But  really  they  are  diversions  of 
the  affections  from  which  one  engages  in  his  employment. 
There  is  an  affection  in  every  employment,  and  it  gives  the 
spirit  energy,  and  keeps  the  mind  intent  upon  its  work  or 
study.  This,  if  it  be  not  relaxed,  becomes  dull,  and  its  earnest¬ 
ness  flags,  —  as  salt  that  has  lost  its  savor,  so  that  it  has  no 
pungency  or  relish ;  or  as  a  bended  bow,  which,  unless  it  be 
unbent,  loses  the  power  that  it  derives  from  its  elasticity.  Just 
so  the  mind,  kept  from  day  to  day  in  the  same  ideas,  without 
variety.  So  the  eyes,  when  they  look  only  at  one  object,  or 
continually  upon  one  color.  For,  to  look  continually  at  a  thing 
which  is  black,  or  continually  at  red  or  at  white,  destroys  the 
sight.  Thus,  if  one  looks  continually  at  the  snow  the  sight  is 
destroyed;  but  it  is  enlivened  if  he  looks  in  succession  or  at 
the  same  time  upon  many  colors.  Every  form  delights  by  its 
varieties  —  as  a  garland  of  roses  of  different  colors  arranged  in 
beautiful  order.  Hence  it  is  that  the  rainbow  is  more  charm¬ 
ing  than  the  light  itself. 

When  the  mind  has  been  continually  upon  the  stretch,  at 
its  work,  it  aspires  to  rest ;  and  when  it  rests  it  descends  into 
the  body,  and  seeks  there  its  pleasures,  correspondent  to  its 
mental  operations,  —  which  the  mind  chooses,  according  to  its 
interior  state  in  the  viscera  of  the  body.  The  interior  things 
of  the  body  derive  their  pleasures  chiefly  from  the  senses  of 
sight,  hearing,  smell,  taste,  and  touch,  —  delights  which  are  in 
fact  drawn  from  outward  things,  but  yet  insinuate  themselves 
into  the  single  parts  of  the  body,  which  are  called  members 
and  viscera.  From  hence  and  from  no  other  source  have  they 
their  delights  and  pleasures.  The  single  fibers,  and  single 
tissues  of  fibers,  the  single  capillary  vessels,  and  thence  the 
common  vessels,  and  so  all  the  viscera  in  common,  derive  their 
own  delights  ;  which  a  man  then  perceives,  not  singly  but  uni¬ 
versally,  as  one  common  sensation.  But  just  as  is  the  mind 
within  them,  from  the  head,  such  are  the  delights,  —  pure  or 
impure,  spiritual  or  natural,  heavenly  or  infernal.  For  within, 
in  every  sensation  of  the  body,  is  the  love  of  his  will,  with  its 
affections ;  and  the  understanding  makes  him  to  perceive  their 
delights.  For  the  love  of  the  will,  with  its  affections,  consti¬ 
tutes  the  life  of  every  sensation  ;  and  the  perception  thence  of 
the  understanding  produces  the  sensation.  Hence  come  all 
delights  and  pleasures.  For  the  body  is  a  concatenated  work, 
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and  one  form.  Sensation  communicates  itself,  like  a  force 
applied  to  a  chain  with  its  single  links,  and  as  a  form  which 
has  flown  together  from  uninterrupted  series.  .  .  . 

If  the  affection  of  charity  is  in  them,  then  all  the  above- 
mentioned  diversions  are  for  its  recreation,  —  spectacles  and 
plays,  musical  harmonies  and  songs,  and  all  the  beauties  of 
fields  and  gardens,  and  social  intercourse  in  general.  The  af¬ 
fection  for  use  remains  interiorly  within  them,  which,  while  it  is 
thus  resting,  is  gradually  renewed.  A  longing  for  one’s  work 
breaks  or  ends  them ;  for  the  Lord  flows  into  them  from  heaven 
and  renews ;  and  He  also  gives  an  interior  sense  of  pleasure  in 
them,  which  they  who  are  not  in  the  affection  of  charity  know 
nothing  of.  He  breathes  into  them  as  it  were  a  fragrance  or 
sweetness  perceptible  only  to  oneself.  A  fragrance,  by  which 
is  meant  a  spiritual  pleasantness;  and  sweetness,  by  which  is 
meant  spiritual  delight.  Pleasantness  is  predicated  of  wisdom, 
and  of  the  perception  of  the  understanding  therefrom ;  and 
delight  is  predicated  of  love,  and  of  the  affection  therefrom,  of 
the  will.  They  have  not  these  who  are  not  in  the  affection  of 
charity,  because  the  spiritual  mind  is  closed ;  and  in  the  degree 
that  they  depart  from  charity  the  spiritual  mind,  as  to  its  vol¬ 
untary  part,  is  as  if  stuffed  with  a  glutinous  substance. 

To  those  who  have  only  an  affection  for  honor,  that  is,  who 
do  the  works  of  their  calling  merely  for  the  sake  of  reputation, 
that  they  may  be  praised,  and  promoted,  these  diversions  are 
similar,  outwardly.  They  work,  are  vigilant  in  their  occupa¬ 
tion,  and  perform  uses  in  abundance  ;  not  however  from  a  love 
of  use,  but  from  the  love  of  self ;  thus  not  from  love  to  the 
neighbor,  but  from  the  love  of  glory.  They  may  also  feel  a 
delight  in  the  work  of  their  calling;  but  it  is  an  infernal 
delight.  To  their  eyes  it  may  counterfeit  heavenly  delight  ; 
for  they  are  both  alike  outwardly.  But  their  delight  is  full  of 
what  is  undelightful ;  for  they  have  no  rest  and  peace  of  mind, 
except  when  they  are  thinking  of  fame  and  honor,  and  when 
they  are  being  honored  and  adored.  When  they  are  not  think¬ 
ing  of  these  things  they  rush  into  voluptuous  pleasures,  —  into 
drunkenness,  luxury,  fornication,  —  into  hatred,  vindictiveness, 
and  slander  of  the  neighbor,  if  he  does  not  do  them  honor. 
And  if  from  time  to  time  they  are  not  raised  to  higher  honors, 
they  come  to  loathe  their  employments,  and  give  themselves 
up  to  leisure  and  become  idlers ;  and  after  their  departure 
from  the  world  they  become  demons. 
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To  those  who  have  only  an  affection  for  gain  these  are  also 
diversions ;  but  they  are  carnal,  inspired  within  only  by  the 
delight  of  opulence.  Such  men  are  careful,  prudent,  indus¬ 
trious,  —  especially  if  they  are  merchants,  or  workmen.  If  in 
official  position,  they  are  vigilant  in  the  duties  which  pertain 
to  their  offices,  —  and  sell  uses  ;  if  judges,  they  sell  justice  ;  if 
priests,  they  sell  salvation.  To  them  lucre  is  the  neighbor. 
For  the  sake  of  office  they  love  lucre,  and  they  love  the  lucre 
derived  from  their  office.  They  that  are  high  in  office  may  sell 
their  country,  and  even  betray  their  army  and  their  fellow- 
citizens  to  the  enemjr.  Whence  it  is  evident  what  their  love 
is  in  the  diversions  above  mentioned.  These  are  full  of  rapine  ; 
and  in  so  far  as  they  are  not  in  fear  of  the  civil  laws,  or  public 
punishments,  and,  for  the  sake  of  gain,  the  loss  of  reputation, 
they  rob  and  steal.  Outwardly  they  are  sincere  ;  but  inwardly 
insincere.  They  look  upon  men  as  a  tiger  or  wolf  upon  sheep 
and  lambs,  which  they  devour  if  they  can.  They  do  not  know 
that  the  good  of  use  has  any  reality.  There  is  an  infernal 
delight  and  pleasure  in  their  diversions.  They  are  like  asses, 
that  see  nothing  pleasant  in  meadows  and  fields  but  what  they 
eat,  be  it  wheat  or  barley  in  the  ear.  But  these  things  are  said 
of  the  avaricious. 

But  to  those  who  perform  the  duties  of  their  calling  only 
for  the  sake  of  support  and  the  necessaries  of  life ;  and  those 
who  perform  them  only  for  a  name,  that  they  may  be  cele¬ 
brated  ;  and  those  who  perform  them  only  for  the  sake  of  the 
emoluments,  to  the  end  that  they  may  grow  rich  or  may  live 
generously,  the  above-mentioned  diversions  are  the  only  uses. 
They  are  corporeal  and  sensual  men.  Their  spirits  are  unclean, 
—  lusts  and  appetites.  They  do  the  works  of  their  calling  for 
the  sake  of  the  diversions.  They  are  human  beasts,  —  dead  ; 
and  their  duties  are  burdens  to  them.  They  seek  substitutes 
to  do  the  work  of  their  office,  while  they  retain  the  name  and 
the  salary.  When  not  engaged  in  the  above-named  diversions, 
they  are  idlers  and  sloths  ;  they  lie  in  bed,  thinking  of  nothing 
but  how  they  may  find  companions  to  talk,  eat,  and  drink  with. 
They  are  a  public  burden.  All  such  after  death  are  shut  up  in 
workhouses,  where  they  are  under  a  judge  administrator,  who 
daily  appoints  them  the  work  they  are  to  do ;  and  if  they  do 
not  do  it,  no  food,  or  clothing,  or  bed  is  given  them ;  and  this 
is  continued  until  they  are  driven  to  do  something  useful. 
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PASSAGES  FROM  A  SENTIMENTAL  JOURNEY. 

By  LAURENCE  STERNE. 

[For  biographical  sketch,  see  page  36.] 

The  Pulse. 

Hail,  ye  small  sweet  courtesies  of  life,  for  smooth  do  ye 
make  the  road  of  it ;  like  grace  and  beauty,  which  beget  incli¬ 
nations  to  love  at  first  sight :  ’tis  ye  who  open  this  door,  and 
let  the  stranger  in. 

—  Pray,  Madame,  said  I,  have  the  goodness  to  tell  me  which 
way  I  must  turn  to  go  to  the  Opera  Comique. 

—  Most  willingly,  Monsieur,  said  she,  laying  aside  her 
work. 

I  had  given  a  cast  with  my  eye  into  half  a  dozen  shops  as  I 
came  along,  in  search  of  a  face  not  likely  to  be  disordered  by 
such  an  interruption,  till,  at  last,  this  hitting  my  fancy,  I  had 
walked  in. 

She  was  working  a  pair  of  ruffles  as  she  sat  on  a  low  chair 
on  the  far  side  of  the  shop  facing  the  door. 

—  Tres  volontiers  ;  most  willingly,  said  she,  laying  her  work 
down  upon  a  chair  next  her,  and  rising  up  from  the  low  chair 
she  was  sitting  in,  with  so  cheerful  a  movement  and  so  cheerful 
a  look,  that,  had  I  been  laying  out  fifty  louis  d’or  with  her,  I 
should  have  said —  “This  woman  is  grateful.” 

You  must  turn,  Monsieur,  said  she,  going  with  me  to  the 
door  of  the  shop,  and  pointing  the  way  down  the  street  I  was 
to  take,  — -  you  must  turn  first  to  your  left  hand,  —  mais  prenez 
garde ,  —  there  are  two  turns  ;  and  be  so  good  as  to  take  the 
second,  —then  go  down  a  little  way,  and  you’ll  see  a  church, 
and  when  you  are  past  it,  give  yourself  the  trouble  to  turn 
directly  to  the  right,  and  that  will  lead  you  to  the  foot  of  the 
Pont-Neuf ,  which  you  must  cross,  and  there  any  one  will  do 
himself  the  pleasure  to  show  you. 

She  repeated  her  instructions  three  times  over  to  me,  with 
the  same  good-natured  patience  the  third  time  as  the  first;  — 
and  if  tones  and  manners  have  a  meaning,  which  certainly  they 
have,  unless  to  hearts  which  shut  them  out,  —  she  seemed  really 
interested  that  I  should  not  lose  myself. 

I  will  not  suppose  it  was  the  woman’s  beauty,  notwithstand¬ 
ing  she  was  the  handsomest  grisette ,  I  think,  I  ever  saw,  which 
had  much  to  do  with  the  sense  I  had  of  her  courtesy  ;  only  I 
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remember,  when  I  told  her  how  much  I  was  obliged  to  her,  that 
I  locked  very  full  in  her  eyes,  —  and  that  I  repeated  my  thanks 
as  often  as  she  had  done  her  instructions. 

I  had  not  got  ten  paces  from  the  door,  before  I  found  I  had 
forgot  every  tittle  of  what  she  had  said  :  —  so  looking  back,  and 
seeing  her  still  standing  in  the  door  of  her  shop,  as  if  to  look 
whether  I  went  right  or  not,  —  I  returned  back,  to  ask  her 
whether  the  first  turn  was  to  my  right  or  left,  for  that  I  had 
absolutely  forgot.  —  Is  it  possible  ?  said  she,  half  laughing.  — - 
’Tis  very  possible,  replied  I,  when  a  man  is  thinking  more  of  a 
woman  than  of  her  good  advice. 

As  this  was  the  real  truth,  she  took  it,  as  every  woman  takes 
a  matter  of  right,  with  a  slight  courtesy. 

—  Attendez ,  said  she,  laying  her  hand  upon  my  arm  to  de¬ 
tain  me,  whilst  she  called  a  lad  out  of  the  back  shop  to  get 
ready  a  parcel  of  gloves.  I  am  just  going  to  send  him,  said 
she,  with  a  packet  into  that  quarter  ;  and  if  you  will  have  the 
complaisance  to  step  in,  it  will  be  ready  in  a  moment,  and  he 
shall  attend  you  to  the  place.  So  I  walked  in  with  her  to  the 
far  side  of  the  shop ;  and  taking  up  the  ruffle  in  my  hands 
which  she  laid  upon  the  chair,  as  if  I  had  a  mind  to  sit,  she 
sat  down  herself  in  her  low  chair,  and  I  instantly  sat  myself 
down  beside  her. 

—  He  will  be  ready,  Monsieur,  said  she,  in  a  moment. — ■ 
And  in  that  moment,  replied  I,  most  willingly  would  I  say 
something  very  civil  to  you  for  all  these  courtesies.  Any  one 
may  do  a  casual  act  of  good  nature,  but  a  continuation  of  them 
shows  it  is  a  part  of  the  temperature  ;  and  certainly,  added  I, 
if  it  is  the  same  blood  which  comes  from  the  heart,  which  de¬ 
scends  to  the  extremes  (touching  her  wrist),  I  am  sure  you  must 
have  one  of  the  best  pulses  of  any  woman  in  the  world.  —  Feel 
it,  said  she,  holding  out  her  arm.  So,  laying  down  my  hat,  I 
took  hold  of  her  fingers  in  one  hand,  and  applied  the  two  fore¬ 
fingers  of  my  other  to  the  artery. 

Would  to  Heaven!  my  dear  Eugenius,  thou  hadst  passed 
by,  and  beheld  me  sitting  in  my  black  coat,  and  in  my  lacka- 
daisical  manner,  counting  the  throbs  of  it,  one  by  one,  with  as 
much  true  devotion  as  if  I  had  been  watching  the  critical  ebb 
or  flow  of  her  fever !  How  wouldst  thou  have  laughed  and 
moralized  upon  my  new  profession  !  —  and  thou  shouldst  have 
laughed  and  moralized  on.  —  Trust  me,  my  dear  Eugenius,  I 
should  have  said,  “  there  are  worse  occupations  in  this  world 
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than  feeling  a  woman's  pulse.”  —  But  a  grisette's  !  thou  wouldst 
have  said, — -and  in  an  open  shop,  Yorick  ! 

—  So  much  the  better  :  for  when  my  views  are  direct, 
Eugenius,  I  care  not  if  all  the  world  saw 'me  feel  it. 

The  Husband. 

I  had  counted  twenty  pulsations,  and  was  going  on  fast 
towards  the  fortieth,  when  her  husband,  coming  unexpectedly 
from  a  back  parlor  into  the  shop,  put  me  a  little  out  of  my 
reckoning.  —  ’Twas  nobody  but  her  husband,  she  said  —  so  I 
began  a  fresh  score.  —  Monsieur  is  so  good,  quoth  she,  as  he 
passed  by  us,  as  to  give  himself  the  trouble  of  feeling  my 
pulse.  —  The  husband  took  off  his  hat,  and,  making  me  a  bow, 
said,  I  did  him  too  much  honor ;  and  having  said  that,  he  put 
on  his  hat  and  walked  out. 

Good  God  !  said  I  to  myself,  as  he  went  out,  —  and  can 
this  man  be  the  husband  of  this  woman  ? 

Let  it  not  torment  the  few  who  know  what  must  have  been 
the  grounds  of  this  exclamation,  if  I  explain  it  to  those  who 
do  not. 

In  London,  a  shopkeeper  and  a  shopkeeper’s  wife  seem  to 
be  one  bone  and  one  flesh.  In  the  several  endowments  of 
mind  and  body,  sometimes  the  one,  and  sometimes  the  other, 
has  it,  so  as  in  general  to  be  upon  a  par,  and  to  tally  with  each 
other  as  nearly  as  a  man  and  wife  need  to  do. 

In  Paris,  there  are  scarce  two  orders  of  beings  more  differ¬ 
ent  ;  for  the  legislative  and  executive  powers  of  the  shop  not 
resting  in  the  husband,  he  seldom  comes  there: — in  some  dark 
and  dismal  room  behind,  he  sits  commerceless  in  his  thrum 
nightcap,  the  same  rough  son  of  Nature  that  Nature  left  him. 

The  genius  of  a  people  where  nothing  but  the  monarchy  is 
salique  having  ceded  this  department,  with  sundry  others, 
totally  to  the  women  —  by  a  continual  higgling  with  customers 
of  all  ranks  and  sizes  from  morning  to  night,  like  so  many 
rough  pebbles  shook  long  together  in  a  bag,  by  amicable  col¬ 
lisions,  they  have  worn  down  their  asperities  and  sharp  angles, 
and  not  only  become  round  and  smooth,  but  will  receive,  some 
of  them,  a  polish  like  a  brilliant  —  Monsieur  le  Mari  is  little 
better  than  the  stone  under  your  foot. 

—  Surely,  — -  surely,  man  !  it  is  not  good  for  thee  to  sit 
alone,  thou  wast  made  for  social  intercourse  and  gentle  greet- 
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ings ;  and  this  improvement  of  our  natures  from  it,  I  appeal 
to,  as  my  evidence. 

—  And  how  does  it  beat,  Monsieur?  said  she.  — With  all 
the  benignity,  said  I,  looking  quietly  in  her  eyes,  that  I  ex¬ 
pected.  —  She  was  going  to  say  something  civil  in  return,  but 
the  lad  came  into  the  shop  with  the  gloves.  —  A  propos ,  said 
I,  I  want  a  couple  of  pairs  myself. 

The  Gloves. 

The  beautiful  grisette  rose  up  when  I  said  this,  and,  going 
behind  the  counter,  reached  down  a  parcel,  and  untied  it :  I 
advanced  to  the  side  over  against  her  :  they  were  all  too  large. 
The  beautiful  grisette  measured  them  one  by  one  across  my 
hand,  —  it  would  not  alter  the  dimensions.  —  She  begged  I 
would  try  a  single  pair,  which  seemed  to  be  the  least.  —  She 
held  it  open  ;  —  my  hand  slipped  into  it  at  once.  —  It  will  not 
do,  said  I,  shaking  my  head  a  little.  — No,  said  she,  doing  the 
same  thing. 

There  are  certain  combined  looks  of  simple  subtlety, — 
where  whim,  and  sense,  and  seriousness,  and  nonsense,  are  so 
blended,  that  all  the  languages  of  Babel  let  loose  together 
could  not  express  them  —  they  are  communicated  and  caught 
so  instantaneously  that  you  can  scarce  say  which  party  is  the 
infector.  I  leave  it  to  your  men  of  words  to  swell  pages  about 
it,  —  it  is  enough  in  the  present  to  say,  again,  the  gloves  would 
not  do  ;  so,  folding  our  hands  within  our  arms,  we  both  lolled 
upon  the  counter  ;  —  it  was  narrow,  and  there  was  just  room  for 
the  parcel  to  lie  between  us. 

The  beautiful  grisette  looked  sometimes  at  the  gloves,  — 
then  sideways  to  the  window,  then  at  the  gloves,  —  and  then 
at  me.  I  was  not  disposed  to  break  silence  ;  —  I  followed  her 
example :  so  I  looked  at  the  gloves,  then  to  the  window,  then 
at  the  gloves,  and  then  at  her  —  and  so  on  alternately. 

I  found  I  lost  considerably  in  every  attack :  —  she  had  a 
quick  black  eye,  and  shot  through  two  such  long  and  silken 
eyelashes  with  such  penetration  that  she  looked  into  my  very 
heart  and  veins.  —  It  may  seem  strange,  but  I  could  actually 
feel  she  did. 

—  It  is  no  matter,  said  I,  taking  up  a  couple  of  the  pairs 
next  me,  and  putting  them  into  my  pocket. 

I  was  sensible  the  beautiful  grisette  had  not  asked  a  single 
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livre  above  the  price.  I  wished  she  had  asked  a  livre  more, 
and  was  puzzling  my  brains  how  to  bring  the  matter  about.  — 
Do  you  think,  my  dear  sir,  said  she,  mistaking  my  embarrass¬ 
ment,  that  I  could  ask  a  sous  too  much  of  a  stranger  —  and  of 
a  stranger  whose  politeness,  more  than  his  want  of  gloves,  has 
done  me  the  honor  to  lay  himself  at  my  mercy  ?  —  M'en  croyez- 
vous  capable  ?  —  Faith  !  not  I,  said  I ;  and  if  you  were,  you 
are  welcome.  So,  counting  the  money  into  her  hand,  and  with 
a  lower  bow  than  one  generally  makes  to  a  shopkeeper’s  wife, 
I  went  out ;  and  her  lad  with  his  parcel  followed  me. 

The  Dead  Ass. 

“  And  this,”  said  he,  putting  the  remains  of  a  crust  into  his 
wallet,  “  and  this  should  have  been  thy  portion,”  said  he,  “  hadst 
thou  been  alive  to  have  shared  it  with  me.”  I  thought,  by  the 
accent,  it  had  been  an  apostrophe  to  his  child,  but  ’twas  to  his 
ass.  .  .  . 

The  mourner  was  sitting  upon  a  stone  bench  at  the  door, 
with  the  ass’s  panel  and  its  bridle  on  one  side,  which  he  took 
up  from  time  to  time,  then  laid  them  down,  looked  at  them, 
and  shook  his  head.  He  then  took  his  crust  of  bread  out  of 
his  wallet  again,  as  if  to  eat  it ;  held  it  some  time  in  his  hand  ; 
then  laid  it  upon  the  bit  of  his  ass’s  bridle,  looked  wistfully  at 
the  little  arrangement  he  had  made,  and  then  gave  a  sigh. 

The  simplicity  of  his  grief  drew  numbers  about  him  whilst 
the  horses  were  getting  ready. 

He  said  lie  had  come  last  from  Spain,  where  he  had  been 
from  the  furthest  borders  of  Franconia  ;  and  had  got  so  far  on 
his  return  home  when  his  ass  died.  Every  one  seemed  desirous 
to  know  what  business  could  have  taken  so  old  and  poor  a  man 
so  far  a  journey  from  his  own  home. 

It  had  pleased  Heaven,  he  said,  to  bless  him  with  three  sons, 
the  finest  lads  in  all  Germany  ;  but  having  in  one  week  lost 
two  of  the  eldest  of  them  by  the  smallpox,  and  the  youngest 
falling  ill  of  the  same  distemper,  he  was  afraid  of  being  bereft 
of  them  all,  and  made  a  vow,  if  Heaven  would  not  take  him 
from  him  also,  he  would  go  in  gratitude  to  St.  Iago  in  Spain. 

When  the  mourner  got  thus  far  on  his  story,  he  stopped  to 
pay  nature  his  tribute,  and  wept  bitterly. 

He  said  Heaven  had  accepted  the  conditions,  and  that  he 
had  set  out  from  his  cottage  with  this  poor  creature,  which  had 
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been  a  patient  partner  of  his  journey  ;  that  it  had  ate  the  same 
bread  with  him  all  the  way,  and  was  unto  him  as  a  friend. 

Everybody  who  stood  about  heard  the  poor  fellow  with  con¬ 
cern.  La  Fleur  offered  him  money.  The  mourner  said  he 
did  not  want  it ;  it  was  not  the  value  of  the  ass,  but  the  loss  of 
him.  The  ass,  he  said,  he  was  assured,  loved  him ;  and  upon 
this,  told  them  a  long  story  of  a  mischance  upon  their  passage 
over  the  Pyrenean  mountains,  which  had  separated  them  from 
each  other  three  days,  during  which  time  the  ass  had  sought 
him  as  much  as  he  had  sought  the  ass,  and  that  they  had  scarce 
either  ate  or  drank  till  they  met. 

“  Thou  hast  one  comfort,  friend,”  said  I,  “  at  least,  in  the 
loss  of  thy  poor  beast  :  I’m  sure  thou  hast  been  a  merciful  mas¬ 
ter  to  him.”  “Alas !  ”  said  the  mourner,  “I  thought  so  when 
he  was  alive  ;  but  now  that  he  is  dead  I  think  otherwise.  I 
fear  that  the  weight  of  myself  and  my  afflictions  together  have 
been  too  much  for  him  ;  they  have  shortened  the  poor  crea¬ 
ture’s  days,  and  I  fear  I  have  them  to  answer  for.”  “Shame 
on  the  world!”  said  I  to  myself.  “Did  we  but  love  each 
other  as  this  poor  soul  loved  his  ass —  ’twould  be  something.” 

The  Starling. 

Eugenius,  knowing  that  I  was  as  little  subject  to  be  over¬ 
burdened  with  money  as  thought,  had  drawn  me  aside  to  inter¬ 
rogate  me  how  much  I  had  taken  care  for.  Upon  telling  him 
the  exact  sum,  Eugenius  shook  his  head  and  said  it  would  not 
do ;  so  pulled  out  his  purse  in  order  to  empty  it  out  into  mine. 

“  I’ve  enough  in  conscience,  Eugenius,”  said  I.  “  Indeed, 
Yorick,  you  have  not,”  replied  Eugenius ;  “I  know  France  and 
Italy  better  than  you.”  “But  you  don’t  consider,  Eugenius,” 
said  I,  refusing  his  offer,  “  that  before  I  have  been  three  days 
in  Paris  I  shall  take  care  to  say  or  do  something  or  other  for 
which  I  shall  get  clapped  up  into  the  Bastile,  and  that  I  shall 
live  there  a  couple  of  months  entirely  at  the  King  of  France’s 
expense.”  “I  beg  pardon,”  said  Eugenius,  dryly;  “really,  I 
had  forgot  that  resource.” 

Now  the  event  I  treated  gayly  came  seriously  to  my  door. 

Is  it  folly,  or  nonchalance ,  or  philosophy,  or  pertinacity ;  or 
what  is  it  in  me  that,  after  all,  I  could  not  bring  down  my 
mind  to  think  of  it  otherwise  than  I  had  then  spoken  of  it 
to  Eugenius. 

VOL.  XVIII.  - 11 
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And  as  for  the  Bastile  !  the  terror  is  in  the  word.  “  Make 
the  most  of  it  you  can,”  said  I  to  myself,  “  the  Bastile  is  but 
another  word  for  a  tower,  and  a  tower  is  but  another  word  for 
a  house  you  can’t  get  out  of.  Mercy  on  the  gouty  !  for  they 
are  in  it  twice  a  year.  But  with  nine  livres  a  day  and  pen  and 
ink  and  paper  and  patience,  albeit  a  man  can’t  get  out  he  may 
do  very  well  within  —  at  least  for  a  month  or  six  weeks ;  at 
the  end  of  which,  if  he  is  a  harmless  fellow,  his  innocence 
appears  and  he  comes  out  a  better  and  wiser  man  than  he 
went  in.” 

I  had  some  occasion  (I  forget  what)  to  step  into  the  court¬ 
yard  as  I  settled  this  account,  and  remember  I  walked  down¬ 
stairs  in  no  small  triumph  with  the  conceit  of  my  reasoning. 
“  Beshrew  the  somber  pencil,”  said  I,  vauntingly,  “  for  I  envy 
not  its  powers,  which  paints  the  evil  of  life  with  so  hard  and 
deadly  a  coloring.  The  mind  sits  terrified  at  the  objects  she 
has  magnified  herself  and  blackened ;  reduce  them  to  their 
proper  size  and  hue,  she  overlooks  them.  ’Tis  true,”  said  I, 
correcting  the  proposition,  “the  Bastile  is  not  an  evil  to  be  de¬ 
spised  ;  but  strip  it  of  its  towers,  fill  up  the  fosse,  unbarricade 
the  doors  —  call  it  simply  a  confinement,  and  suppose  ’tis  some 
tyrant  of  a  distemper,  and  not  of  a  man,  which  holds  you  in 
it  —  the  evil  vanishes  and  you  bear  the  other  half  without 
complaint.” 

I  was  interrupted  in  the  heyday  of  this  soliloquy  with  a 
Voice  which  I  took  to  be  that  of  a  child,  which  complained  it 
could  not  get  out.  I  looked  up  and  down  the  passage,  and 
seeing  neither  man,  woman,  nor  child,  I  went  out  without 
further  attention. 

In  my  return  back  through  the  passage  I  heard  the  same 
words  repeated  twice  over,  and  looking  up  I  saw  it  was  a  star¬ 
ling,  hung  in  a  little  cage.  “  I  can’t  get  out,  I  can’t  get  out,” 
said  the  starling. 

I  stood  looking  at  the  bird,  and  to  every  person  who  came 
through  the  passage  it  ran  fluttering  to  the  side  toward  which 
they  approached  it  with  the  same  lamentation  of  its  captivity. 
“  I  can’t  get  out,”  said  the  starling. 

“  God  help  thee  !  ”  said  I,  “  but  I’ll  help  thee  out,  cost  what 
it  will.”  So  I  turned  about  the  cage  to  get  at  the  door.  It 
was  twisted  and  double  twisted  so  fast  with  wire  there  was  no 
getting  it  open  without  pulling  the  cage  to  pieces.  I  took  both 
hands  to  it. 
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The  bird  flew  to  the  place  where  I  was  attempting  his 
deliverance,  and  thrusting  his  head  through  the  trellis  pressed 
his  breast  against  it  as  if  impatient. 

“  I  fear,  poor  creature,”  said  I,  “  I  cannot  set  thee  at 
liberty.” 

“No,”  said  the  starling;  “I  can’t  get  out,  I  can’t  get 
out,”  said  the  starling. 

I  vow  I  never  had  my  affections  more  tenderly  awakened  ; 
nor  do  I  remember  an  incident  in  my  life  where  the  dissipated 
spirits,  to  which  my  reason  had  been  a  bubble,  were  so  suddenly 
called  home.  Mechanical  as  the  notes  were,  yet  so  true  in  tune 
to  nature  were  they  chanted,  that  in  one  moment  they  overthrew 
all  my  systematic  reasonings  upon  the  Bastile,  and  I  heavily 
walked  upstairs  unsaying  every  word  I  had  said  in  going  down 
them. 

“  Disguise  thyself  as  thou  wilt,  still,  Slavery,”  said  I,  “  still 
thou  art  a  bitter  draught  !  and  though  thousands  in  all  ages 
have  been  made  to  drink  thee,  thou  art  no  less  bitter  on  that 
account.  ’Tis  thou,  thrice  sweet  and  gracious  goddess,”  ad¬ 
dressing  myself  to  Liberty,  “  whom  all  in  public  or  in  private 
worship,  whose  taste  is  grateful,  and  ever  will  be  so  till  Nature 
herself  shall  change.  No  tint  of  words  can  spot  thy  snowy 
mantle,  or  chemic  power  turn  thy  scepter  into  iron.  With 
thee  to  smile  upon  him  as  he  eats  his  crust,  the  swain  is 
happier  than  his  monarch,  from  whose  court  thou  art  exiled. 
Gracious  Heaven  !  ”  cried  I,  kneeling  down  upon  the  last  step 
but  one  in  my  ascent,  “grant  me  but  health,  thou  great  Be- 
stower  of  it,  and  give  me  but  this  fair  goddess  as  my  companion, 
and  shower  down  thy  miters,  if  it  seems  good  unto  thy  divine 
providence,  upon  those  heads  which  are  aching  for  them.” 

The  bird  in  his  cage  pursued  me  into  my  room.  I  sat 
down  close  to  my  table,  and  leaning  my  head  upon  my  hand, 
I  began  to  figure  to  myself  the  miseries  of  confinement.  I 
was  in  a  right  frame  for  it,  and  so  I  gave  full  scope  to  my 
imagination. 

I  was  going  to  begin  with  the  millions  of  my  fellow-crea¬ 
tures,  born  to  no  inheritance  but  slavery  ;  but  finding,  however 
affecting  the  picture  was,  that  I  could  not  bring  it  near  me, 
and  that  the  multitudes  of  sad  groups  in  it  did  but  distract  me  ; 

I  took  a  single  captive,  and  having  first  shut  him  up  in  his 
dungeon,  I  then  looked  through  the  twilight  of  his  grated  door 
to  take  his  picture. 
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I  beheld  his  body  half  wasted  away  with  long  expectation 
and  confinement,  and  felt  wliat  kind  of  sickness  of  heart  it  is 
which  arises  from  hope  deferred.  Upon  looking  nearer  I  saw 
him  pale  and  feverish.  In  thirty  years  the  western  breeze  had 
not  once  fanned  his  blood  ;  he  had  seen  no  sun,  no  moon,  in  all 
that  time,  nor  had  the  voice  of  friend  or  kinsman  breathed 
through  his  lattice  !  —  his  children  — 

But  here  my  heart  began  to  bleed  and  I  was  forced  to  go  on 
with  another  part  of  the  portrait. 

He  was  sitting  upon  the  ground,  upon  a  little  straw  in  the 
furthest  corner  of  his  dungeon,  which  was  alternately  his  chair 
and  bed  :  a  little  calendar  of  small  sticks  was  laid  at  the  head, 
notched  all  over  with  the  dismal  days  and  nights  he  had  passed 
there  ;  he  had  one  of  these  little  sticks  in  his  hand,  and  with 
a  rusty  nail  he  was  etching  another  day  of  misery  to  add  to  the 
heap. 

As  I  darkened  the  little  light  he  had,  he  lifted  up  a  hopeless 
eye  toward  the  door,  then  cast  it  down,  shook  his  head,  and 
went  on  with  his  work  of  affliction.  I  heard  his  chains  upon 
his  legs  as  he  turned  his  body  to  lay  his  little  stick  upon  the 
bundle.  He  gave  a  deep  sigh  —  I  saw  the  iron  enter  into  his 
soul  ! 

I  burst  into  tears  ;  I  could  not  sustain  the  picture  of  con¬ 
finement  which  my  fancy  had  drawn. 

The  Sword. 

When  states  and  empires  have  their  periods  of  declension, 
and  feel  in  their  turns  what  distress  and  poverty  is,  I  stop  not 
to  tell  the  causes  which  gradually  brought  the  house  of 

d'E - ,  in  Brittany,  into  decay.  The  Marquess  d’E - had 

fought  up  against  his  condition  with  great  firmness  ;  wishing 
to  preserve  and  still  show  to  the  world  some  little  fragments  of 
what  his  ancestors  had  been  :  their  indiscretions  had  put  it  out 
of  his  power.  There  was  enough  left  for  the  little  exigencies 
of  obscurity ;  but  he  had  two  boys  who  looked  up  to  him  for 
light ;  he  thought  they  deserved  it.  He  had  tried  his  sword  — 
it  could  not  open  the  way  —  the  mounting  was  too  expensive 
and  simple  economy  was  not  a  match  for  it  :  there  was  no 
resource  but  commerce. 

In  any  other  province  in  France  save  Brittany  this  was 
smiting  the  root  forever  of  the  little  tree  his  pride  and  affection 
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wished  to  see  reblossom.  But  in  Brittany,  there  being  a  pro¬ 
vision  for  this,  he  availed  himself  of  it  ;  and  taking  an  occasion 
when  the  states  were  assembled  at  Rennes,  the  Marquess, 
attended  with  his  two  boys,  entered  the  court  ;  and  having 
pleaded  the  right  of  an  ancient  law  of  the  duchy,  which,  though 
seldom  claimed,  he  said,  was  no  less  in  force,  he  took  his  sword 
from  his  side.  “  Here,”  said  he,  “  take  it  ;  and  be  trusty  guard¬ 
ians  of  it  till  better  times  put  me  in  condition  to  reclaim  it.” 

The  president  accepted  the  Marquess’s  sword  ;  he  stayed  a 
few  minutes  to  see  it  deposited  in  the  archives  of  his  house,  and 
departed. 

The  Marquess  and  his  whole  family  embarked  the  next  day 
for  Martinico  ;  and  in  about  nineteen  or  twenty  years  of  suc¬ 
cessful  application  to  business,  with  some  unlooked-for  bequests 
from  distant  branches  of  his  house,  returned  home  to  reclaim 
his  nobility  and  to  support  it. 

It  was  an  incident  of  good  fortune  which  will  never  happen 
to  any  traveler  but  a  sentimental  one  that  I  should  be  at 
Rennes  at  the  very  time  of  this  solemn  requisition.  I  call  it 
solemn  —  it  was  so  to  me. 

The  Marquess  entered  the  court  with  his  whole  family  ;  he 
supported  his  lady,  his  eldest  son  supported  his  sister,  and  his 
youngest  was  at  the  other  extreme  of  the  line  next  his  mother ; 
he  put  his  handkerchief  to  his  face  twice  - — 

There  was  a  dead  silence. 

When  the  Marquess  had  approached  within  six  paces  of  the 
tribunal  he  gave  the  Marchioness  to  his  youngest  son,  and 
advancing  three  steps  before  his  family,  he  reclaimed  his  sword. 
His  sword  was  given  him  ;  and  the  moment  he  got  it  into  his 
hand  he  drew  it  almost  out  of  the  scabbard  —  ’twas  the  shining 
face  of  a  friend  he  had  once  given  up  ;  he  looked  attentively 
along  it,  beginning  at  the  hilt,  as  if  to  see  whether  it  was  the 
same  ;  when,  observing  a  little  rust  which  it  had  contracted 
near  the  point,  he  brought  it  near  his  eye,  and  bending  his  head 
down  over  it,  T  think  I  saw  a  tear  fall  upon  the  place.  I  could 
not  be  deceived  by  what  followed. 

“  I  shall  find,”  said  ho,  “  some  other  way  to  get  it  off.” 

When  the  Marquess  had  said  this,  he  returned  his  sword 
into  its  scabbard,  made  a  bow  to  the  guardians  of  it,  and  with 
his  wife  and  daughter,  and  his  two  sons  following  him,  walked 
out. 

Oh,  how  I  envied  him  his  feelings  ! 
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LETTERS  OF  JUNIUS. 

(In  the  Public  Advertiser,  London.) 

To  His  Grace  the  Duke  of  Grafton. 

July  8,  1769. 

My  Lord,  —  If  nature  had  given  you  an  understanding 
qualified  to  keep  pace  with  the  wishes  and  principles  of  your 
heart,  she  would  have  made  you,  perhaps,  the  most  formidable 
minister  that  ever  was  employed  under  a  limited  monarch  to 
accomplish  the  ruin  of  a  free  people.  When  neither  the  feel¬ 
ings  of  shame,  the  reproaches  of  conscience,  nor  the  dread  of 
punishment  form  any  bar  to  the  designs  of  a  minister,  the  peo¬ 
ple  would  have  too  much  reason  to  lament  their  condition  if 
they  did  not  find  some  resource  in  the  weakness  of  his  under¬ 
standing.  We  owe  it  to  the  bounty  of  Providence  that  the 
completest  depravity  of  the  heart  is  sometimes  strangely  united 
with  a  confusion  of  the  mind  which  counteracts  the  most  fa¬ 
vorite  principles,  and  makes  the  same  man  treacherous  without 
art,  and  a  hypocrite  without  deceiving.  The  measures,  for  in¬ 
stance,  in  which  your  Grace’s  activity  has  been  chiefly  exerted, 
as  they  were  adopted  without  skill,  should  have  been  conducted 
with  more  than  common  dexterity.  But  truly,  my  Lord,  the 
execution  has  been  as  gross  as  the  design.  By  one  decisive 
step  you  have  defeated  all  the  arts  of  writing.  You  have 
fairly  confounded  the  intrigues  of  opposition,  and  silenced  the 
clamors  of  faction.  A  dark,  ambiguous  system  might  require 
and  furnish  the  materials  of  ingenious  illustration ;  and,  in 
doubtful  measures,  the  virulent  exaggeration  of  party  must  be 
employed  to  rouse  and  engage  the  passions  of  the  people.  You 
have  now  brought  the  merits  of  your  administration  to  an  issue 
on  which  every  Englishman  of  the  narrowest  capacity  may  de¬ 
termine  for  himself.  It  is  not  an  alarm  to  the  passions,  but  a 
calm  appeal  to  the  judgment  of  the  people  upon  their  own  most 
essential  interests.  A  more  experienced  minister  would  not 
have  hazarded  a  direct  invasion  of  the  first  principles  of  the 
constitution  before  he  had  made  some  progress  in  subduing 
the  spirit  of  the  people.  With  such  a  cause  as  yours,  my  Lord, 
it  is  not  sufficient  that  you  have  the  court  at  your  devotion 
unless  you  can  find  means  to  corrupt  or  intimidate  the  jury. 
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The  collective  body  of  the  people  form  that  jury,  and  from 
their  decision  there  is  but  one  appeal. 

Whether  you  have  talents  to  support  you  at  a  crisis  of  such 
difficulty  and  danger  should  long  since  have  been  considered. 
Judging  truly  of  your  disposition,  you  have,  perhaps,  mistaken 
the  extent  of  your  capacity.  Good  faith  and  folly  have  so  long 
been  received  for  synonymous  terms  that  the  reverse  of  the 
proposition  has  grown  into  credit,  and  every  villain  fancies 
himself  a  man  of  abilities.  It  is  the  apprehension  of  your 
friends,  my  Lord,  that  you  have  drawn  some  hasty  conclusion 
of  this  sort,  and  that  a  partial  reliance  upon  your  moral  charac¬ 
ter  has  betrayed  you  beyond  the  depth  of  your  understanding. 
You  have  now  carried  things  too  far  to  retreat.  You  have 
plainly  declared  to  the  people  what  they  are  to  expect  from  the 
continuance  of  your  administration.  It  is  time  for  your  Grace 
to  consider  what  you  also  may  expect  in  return  from  their 
spirit  and  their  resentment. 

Since  the  accession  of  our  most  gracious  sovereign  to  the 
throne  we  have  seen  a  system  of  government  which  may  well 
be  called  a  reign  of  experiments.  Parties  of  all  denominations 
have  been  employed  and  dismissed.  The  advice  of  the  ablest 
men  in  this  country  has  been  repeatedly  called  for  and  rejected; 
and  when  the  royal  displeasure  has  been  signified  to  a  minister, 
the  marks  of  it  have  usually  been  proportioned  to  his  abilities 
and  integrity.  The  spirit  of  the  favorite  has  some  apparent 
influence  upon  every  administration ;  and  every  set  of  minis¬ 
ters  preserved  an  appearance  of  duration,  as  long  as  they  sub¬ 
mitted  to  that  influence.  But  there  were  certain  services  to  be 
performed  for  the  favorite’s  security,  or  to  gratify  his  resent¬ 
ments,  which  your  predecessors  in  office  had  the  wisdom  or  the 
virtue  not  to  undertake.  The  moment  this  refractory  spirit 
was  discovered  their  disgrace  was  determined.  Lord  Chatham, 
Mr.  Grenville,  and  Lord  Rockingham  have  successively  had  the 
honor  to  be  dismissed  for  preferring  their  duty  as  servants  of 
the  public  to  those  compliances  which  were  expected  from  their 
station.  A  submissive  administration  was  at  last  gradually 
collected  from  the  deserters  of  all  parties,  interests,  and  con¬ 
nections  ;  and  nothing  remained  but  to  find  a  leader  for  these 
gallant,  well-disciplined  troops.  Stand  forth,  my  Lord,  for 
thou  art  the  man.  Lord  Bute  found  no  resource  of  depend¬ 
ence  or  security  in  the  proud,  imposing  superiority  of  Lord 
Chatham’s  abilities,  the  shrewd,  inflexible  judgment  of  Mr, 
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Grenville,  nor  in  the  mild  but  determined  integrity  of  Lord 
Rockingham.  His  views  and  situation  required  a  creature 
void  of  all  these  properties ;  and  he  was  forced  to  go  through 
every  division,  resolution,  composition,  and  refinement  of  politi¬ 
cal  chemistry  before  he  happily  arrived  at  the  caput  mortuum 
of  vitriol  in  your  Grace.  Flat  and  insipid  in  your  retired 
state,  but,  brought  into  action,  you  become  vitriol  again.  Such 
are  the  extremes  of  alternate  indolence  of  fury  which  have 
governed  your  whole  administration.  Your  circumstances 
with  regard  to  the  people  soon  becoming  desperate,  like  other 
honest  servants  you  determined  to  involve  the  best  of  masters  in 
the  same  difficulties  with  yourself.  W e  owe  it  to  your  Grace’s 
well-directed  labors  that  your  sovereign  has  been  persuaded  to 
doubt  of  the  affections  of  his  subjects,  and  the  people  to  sus¬ 
pect  the  virtues  of  their  sovereign  at  a  time  when  both  were 
unquestionable.  You  have  degraded  the  royal  dignity  into  a 
base,  dishonorable  competition  with  Mr.  Wilkes,  nor  had  you 
abilities  to  carry  even  this  last  contemptible  triumph  over  a 
private  man,  without  the  grossest  violation  of  the  fundamental 
laws  of  the  constitution  and  rights  of  the  people.  But  these 
are  rights,  my  Lord,  which  you  can  no  more  annihilate  than 
you  can  the  soil  to  which  they  are  annexed.  The  question  no 
longer  turns  upon  points  of  national  honor  and  security  abroad, 
or  on  the  degrees  of  expedience  and  propriety  of  measures  at 
home.  It  was  not  inconsistent  that  you  should  abandon  the 
cause  of  liberty  in  another  country,  which  you  had  persecuted 
in  your  own  ;  and  in  the  common  arts  of  domestic  corruption 
we  miss  no  part  of  Sir  Robert  Walpole’s  system  except  his 
abilities.  In  this  humble  imitative  line  you  might  long  have 
proceeded,  safe  and  contemptible.  You  might,  probably,  never 
have  risen  to  the  dignity  of  being  hated,  and  even  have  been 
despised  with  moderation.  But  it  seems  you  meant  to  be  dis¬ 
tinguished,  and,  to  a  mind  like  yours,  there  was  no  other  road 
to  fame  but  by  the  destruction  of  a  noble  fabric,  which  you 
thought  had  been  too  long  the  admiration  of  mankind.  The 
use  you  have  made  of  the  military  force  introduced  an  alarming 
change  in  the  mode  of  executing  the  laws.  The  arbitrary  ap¬ 
pointment  of  Mr.  Luttrell  invades  the  foundation  of  the  laws 
themselves,  as  it  manifestly  transfers  the  right  of  legislation 
from  those  whom  the  people  have  chosen  to  those  whom  they 
have  rejected.  With  a  succession  of  such  appointments  we 
may  soon  see  a  House  of  Commons  collected,  in  the  choice  of 
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•which  the  other  town3  and  counties  of  England  will  have  as 
little  share  as  the  devoted  county  of  Middlesex.  .  .  . 

With  what  force,  my  Lord,  with  what  protection,  are  you 
prepared  to  meet  the  united  detestation  of  the  people  of  Eng¬ 
land?  The  city  of  London  has  given  a  generous  example  to 
the  kingdom  in  what  manner  a  king  of  this  country  ought  to 
be  addressed ;  and  I  fancy,  my  Lord,  it  is  not  yet  in  your 
courage  to  stand  between  your  sovereign  and  the  addresses  of 
his  subjects.  The  injuries  you  have  done  this  country  are  such 
as  demand  not  only  redress  but  vengeance.  In  vain  shall  you 
look  for  protection  to  that  venal  vote  which  you  have  already 
paid  for  —  another  must  be  purchased;  and  to  save  a  minister 
the  House  of  Commons  must  declare  themselves  not  only  inde¬ 
pendent  of  their  constituents,  but  the  determined  enemies  of 
the  constitution.  Consider,  my  Lord,  whether  this  be  an  ex¬ 
tremity  to  which  their  fears  will  permit  them  to  advance,  or,  if 
their  protection  should  fail  you,  how  far  you  are  authorized  to 
rely  upon  the  sincerity  of  those  smiles  which  a  pious  court 
lavishes  without  reluctance  upon  a  libertine  by  profession.  It 
is  not,  indeed,  the  least  of  the  thousand  contradictions  which 
attend  you  that  a  man,  marked  to  the  world  by  the  grossest 
violation  of  all  ceremony  and  decorum,  should  be  the  first  serv¬ 
ant  of  a  court  in  which  prayers  are  morality  and  kneeling  is 
religion.  Trust  not  too  far  to  appearances  by  which  your  prede¬ 
cessors  have  been  deceived,  though  they  have  not  been  injured. 
Even  the  best  of  princes  may  at  last  discover  that  this  is  a  con¬ 
tention  in  which  everything  may  be  lost,  but  nothing  can  be 
gained  ;  and,  as  you  became  minister  by  accident,  were  adopted 
without  choice,  trusted  without  confidence,  and  continued  with¬ 
out  favor,  be  assured  that,  whenever  an  occasion  presses,  you 
will  be  discarded  without  even  the  forms  of  regret.  You  will 
then  have  reason  to  be  thankful  if  you  are  permitted  to  retire 
to  that  seat  of  learning  which,  in  contemplation  of  the  system 
of  your  life,  the  comparative  purity  of  your  manners  wfith  those 
of  their  high  steward,  and  a  thousand  other  recommending  cir¬ 
cumstances,  has  chosen  you  to  encourage  the  growing  virtue 
of  their  youth,  and  to  preside  over  their  education.  Whenever 
the  spirit  of  distributing  prebends  and  bishoprics  shall  have 
departed  from  you,  you  will  find  that  learned  seminary  per¬ 
fectly  recovered  from  the  delirium  of  an  installation,  and  what 
m  truth  it  ought  to  be,  once  more  a  peaceful  scene  of  slum¬ 
ber  and  thoughtless  meditation.  The  venerable  tutors  of  the 
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university  will  no  longer  distress  your  modesty  by  proposing 
you  for  a  pattern  to  their  pupils.  The  learned  dullness  of 
declamation  will  be  silent ;  and  even  the  venal  muse,  though 
happiest  in  fiction,  will  forget  your  virtues.  Yet,  for  the 
benefit  of  the  succeeding  age,  I  could  wish  that  your  retreat 
might  be  deferred  until  your  morals  shall  happily  be  ripened 
to  that  maturity  of  corruption  at  which  the  worst  examples 
cease  to  be  contagious. 

To  the  King. 

(Hypothetical  speech  put  into  the  mouth  of  an  imaginary  “honest  man.”) 

December  19,  1769. 

“Slit, — -It  is  the  misfortune  of  your  life,  and  originally  the 
cause  of  every  reproach  and  distress  which  has  attended  your 
government,  that  you  should  never  have  been  acquainted  with 
the  language  of  truth  until  you  heard  it  in  the  complaints  of 
your  people.  It  is  not,  however,  too  late  to  correct  the  error 
of  your  education.  We  are  still  inclined  to  make  an  indulgent 
allowance  for  the  pernicious  lessons  you  received  in  your  youth, 
and  to  form  the  most  sanguine  hopes  from  the  natural  benevo¬ 
lence  of  your  disposition.  We  are  far  from  thinking  you 
capable  of  a  direct,  deliberate  purpose  to  invade  those  original 
rights  of  your  subjects  on  which  all  their  civil  and  political 
liberties  depend.  Had  it  been  possible  for  us  to  entertain  a 
suspicion  so  dishonorable  to  your  character,  we  should  long 
since  have  adopted  a  style  of  remonstrance  very  distant  from 
the  humility  of  complaint.  The  doctrine  inculcated  by  our 
laws,  That  the  king  can  do  no  wrong ,  is  admitted  without  reluc¬ 
tance.  We  separate  the  amiable,  good-natured  prince  from 
the  folly  and  treachery  of  his  servants,  and  the  private  virtues 
of  the  man  from  the  vices  of  his  government.  Were  it  not  for 
this  just  distinction,  I  know  not  whether  your  Majesty’s  con¬ 
dition  or  that  of  the  English  nation  would  deserve  most  to  be 
lamented.  I  would  prepare  your  mind  for  a  favorable  recep¬ 
tion  of  truth  by  removing  every  painful,  offensive  idea  of  per¬ 
sonal  reproach.  Your  subjects,  Sir,  wish  for  nothing  but  that, 
as  they  are  reasonable  and  affectionate  enough  to  separate  your 
person  from  your  government,  so  you ,  in  your  turn,  should  dis¬ 
tinguish  between  the  conduct  which  becomes  the  permanent 
dignity  of  a  king  and  that  which  serves  only  to  promote  the 
temporary  interest  and  miserable  ambition  of  a  minister. 
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“  You  ascended  the  throne  with  a  declared  and,  I  doubt 
not,  a  sincere  resolution  of  giving  universal  satisfaction  to 
your  subjects.  You  found  them  pleased  with  the  novelty  of 
a  young  prince  whose  countenance  promised  even  more  than 
his  words,  and  loyal  to  you  not  only  from  principle  but  passion. 
It  was  not  a  cold  profession  of  allegiance  to  the  first  magistrate, 
but  a  partial,  animated  attachment  to  a  favorite  prince,  the 
native  of  their  country.  They  did  not  wait  to  examine  your 
conduct,  nor  to  be  determined  by  experience,  but  gave  you  a 
generous  credit  for  the  future  blessings  of  your  reign,  and  paid 
you  in  advance  the  dearest  tribute  of  their  affections.  Such, 
Sir,  was  once  the  disposition  of  a  people  who  now  surround 
your  throne  with  reproaches  and  complaints.  Do  justice  to 
yourself.  Banish  from  your  mind  those  unworthy  opinions 
with  which  some  interested  persons  have  labored  to  possess  you. 
Distrust  the  men  who  tell  you  that  the  English  are  naturally 
light  and  inconstant  —  that  they  complain  without  a  cause. 
Withdraw  your  confidence  equally  from  all  parties  —  from 
ministers,  favorites,  and  relations  ;  and  let  there  be  one  moment 
in  your  life  in  which  you  have  consulted  your  own  under¬ 
standing. 

“  When  you  affectedly  renounced  the  name  of  Englishman, 
believe  me,  Sir,  you  were  persuaded  to  pay  a  very  ill-judged 
compliment  to  one  part  of  your  subjects  at  the  expense  of 
another.  While  the  natives  of  Scotland  are  not  in  actual 
rebellion,  they  are  undoubtedly  entitled  to  protection,  nor  do  I 
mean  to  condemn  the  policy  of  giving  some  encouragement  to 
the  novelty  of  their  affections  for  the  house  of  Hanover.  I  am 
ready  to  hope  for  everything  from  their  newborn  zeal,  and 
from  the  future  steadiness  of  their  allegiance.  But  hitherto 
they  have  no  claim  to  your  favor.  To  honor  them  with  a 
determined  predilection  and  confidence,  in  exclusion  of  your 
English  subjects  who  placed  your  family,  and  in  spite  of  treach¬ 
ery  and  rebellion  have  supported  it,  upon  the  throne,  is  a  mis¬ 
take  too  gross  even  for  the  unsuspecting  generosity  of  youth. 
In  this  error  we  see  a  capital  violation  of  the  most  obvious 
rules  of  policy  and  prudence.  We  trace  it,  however,  to  an 
original  bias  in  your  education,  and  are  ready  to  allow  for  your 
inexperience. 

“To  the  same  early  influence  we  attribute  it  that  you  have 
descended  to  take  a  share,  not  only  in  the  narrow  views  and 
interests  of  particular  persons,  but  in  the  fatal  malignity  of 
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their  passions.  At  your  accession  to  the  throne  the  whole 
system  of  government  was  altered,  not  from  wisdom  or  de¬ 
liberation,  but  because  it  had  been  adopted  by  your  prede¬ 
cessor.  A  little  personal  motive  of  pique  and  resentment  was 
sufficient  to  remove  the  ablest  servants  of  the  crown  ;  but  it 
is  not  in  this  country,  Sir,  that  such  men  can  be  dishonored 
by  the  frowns  of  a  king.  They  were  dismissed,  but  could  not 
be  disgraced.  Without  entering  into  a  minuter  discussion  of 
the  merits  of  the  peace,  we  may  observe,  in  the  imprudent 
hurry  with  which  the  first  overtures  from  France  were  ac¬ 
cepted,  in  the  conduct  of  the  negotiation,  and  terms  of  the 
treaty,  the  strongest  marks  of  that  precipitate  spirit  of  con¬ 
cession  with  which  a  certain  part  of  your  subjects  have  been  at 
all  times  ready  to  purchase  a  peace  with  the  natural  enemies  of 
this  country.  On  your  part  we  are  satisfied  that  everything 
was  honorable  and  sincere,  and  if  England  was  sold  to  France, 
we  doubt  not  that  your  Majesty  was  equally  betrayed.  The 
conditions  of  the  peace  were  matter  of  grief  and  surprise  to 
your  subjects,  but  not  the  immediate  cause  of  their  present 
discontent. 

“  Hitherto,  Sir,  you  had  been  sacrificed  to  the  prejudices 
and  passions  of  others.  With  what  firmness  will  you  bear  the 
mention  of  your  own  ? 

“  A  man,  not  very  honorably  distinguished  in  the  world, 
commences  a  formal  attack  upon  your  favorite,  considering 
nothing  but  how  he  might  best  expose  his  person  and  prin¬ 
ciples  to  detestation,  and  the  national  character  of  his  country¬ 
men  to  contempt.  The  natives  of  that  country,  Sir,  are  as 
much  distinguished  by  a  peculiar  character  as  by  your  Majesty’s 
favor.  Like  another  chosen  people,  they  have  been  conducted 
into  the  land  of  plenty,  where  they  find  themselves  effectually 
marked  and  divided  from  mankind.  There  is  hardly  a  period 
at  which  the  most  irregular  character  may  not  be  redeemed. 
The  mistakes  of  one  sex  find  a  retreat  in  patriotism ;  those  of 
the  other  in  devotion.  Mr.  Wilkes  brought  with  him  into 
politics  the  same  liberal  sentiments  by  which  his  private  con¬ 
duct  had  been  directed,  and  seemed  to  think  that,  as  there  are 
few  excesses  in  which  an  English  gentleman  may  not  be  per¬ 
mitted  to  indulge,  the  same  latitude  was  allowed  him  in  the 
choice  of  his  political  principles  and  in  the  spirit  of  maintain¬ 
ing  them.  I  mean  to  state,  not  entirely  to  defend,  his  conduct. 
In  the  earnestness  of  his  zeal  he  suffered  some  unwarrantable 
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insinuations  to  escape  him.  He  said  more  than  moderate  men 
would  justify,  but  not  enough  to  entitle  him  to  the  honor  of 
your  Majesty’s  personal  resentment.  The  rays  of  royal  indig¬ 
nation  collected  upon  him  served  only  to  illuminate,  and  could 
not  consume.  Animated  by  the  favor  of  the  people  on  one 
side,  and  heated  by  persecution  on  the  other,  his  views  and 
sentiments  changed  with  his  situation.  Hardly  serious  at  first, 
he  is  now  an  enthusiast.  The  coldest  bodies  warm  with  oppo¬ 
sition,  the  hardest  sparkle  in  collision.  There  is  a  holy  mis¬ 
taken  zeal  in  politics  as  well  as  in  religion.  By  persuading 
others,  we  convince  ourselves.  The  passions  are  engaged  and 
create  a  mateimal  affection  in  the  mind,  which  forces  us  to  love 
the  cause  for  which  we  suffer.  Is  this  a  contention  worthy  of 
a  king?  Are  you  not  sensible  how  much  the  meanness  of  the 
cause  gives  an  air  of  ridicule  to  the  serious  difficulties  into 
which  you  have  been  betrayed?  the  destruction  of  one  man  has 
been  now  for  many  years  the  sole  object  of  your  government ; 
and  if  there  can  be  anything  still  more  disgraceful,  we  have 
seen  for  such  an  object  the  utmost  influence  of  the  executive 
power  and  every  ministerial  artifice  exerted,  without  success. 
Nor  can  you  ever  succeed,  unless  he  should  be  imprudent 
enough  to  forfeit  the  protection  of  those  laws  to  which  you 
owe  your  crown,  or  unless  your  ministers  should  persuade  you 
to  make  it  a  question  of  force  alone,  and  try  the  whole  strength 
of  government  in  opposition  to  the  people.  The  lessons  he  has 
received  from  experience  will  probably  guard  him  from  such 
excess  of  folly,  and  in  your  Majesty’s  virtues  we  find  an  un¬ 
questionable  assurance  that  no  illegal  violence  will  be  attempted. 

“  Far  from  suspecting  you  of  so  horrible  a  design,  we  would 
attribute  the  continued  violation  of  the  laws,  and  even  this 
last  enormous  attack  upon  the  vital  principles  of  the  constitu¬ 
tion,  to  an  ill-advised,  unworthy  personal  resentment.  From 
one  false  step  you  have  been  betrayed  into  another,  and  as 
the  cause  was  unworthy  of  you,  your  ministers  were  deter¬ 
mined  that  the  prudence  of  the  execution  should  correspond 
with  the  wisdom  and  dignity  of  the  design.  They  have  re¬ 
duced  you  to  the  necessity  of  choosing  out  of  a  variety  of 
difficulties  —  to  a  situation  so  unhappy  that  you  can  neither 
do  wrong  without  ruin,  nor  right  without  affliction.  These 
worthy  servants  have  undoubtedly  given  you  many  singular 
proofs  of  their  abilities.  Not  contented  with  making  Mr. 
Wilkes  a  man  of  importance,  they  have  judiciously  transferred 
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the  question  from  the  rights  and  interests  of  one  man  to  the 
most  important  rights  and  interests  of  the  people,  and  forced 
your  subjects  from  wishing  well  to  the  cause  of  an  individual, 
to  unite  with  him  in  their  own.  Let  them  proceed  as  they 
have  begun,  and  your  Majesty  need  not  doubt  that  the  catas¬ 
trophe  will  do  no  dishonor  to  the  conduct  of  the  piece. 

“  The  circumstances  to  which  you  are  reduced  will  not 
admit  of  a  compromise  with  the  English  nation.  Undecisive, 
qualifying  measures  will  disgrace  your  government  still  more 
than  open  violence,  and  without  satisfying  the  people  will 
excite  their  contempt.  They  have  too  much  understanding 
and  spirit  to  accept  of  an  indirect  satisfaction  for  a  direct 
injury.  Nothing  less  than  a  repeal,  as  formal  as  the  resolution 
itself,  can  heal  the  wound  which  has  been  given  to  the  constitu¬ 
tion,  nor  will  anything  less  be  accepted.  I  can  readily  believe 
that  there  is  an  influence  sufficient  to  recall  the  pernicious 
vote.  The  House  of  Commons  undoubtedly  consider  their 
duty  to  the  crown  as  paramount  to  all  other  obligations.  To 
us  they  are  only  indebted  for  an  accidental  existence,  and  have 
justly  transferred  their  gratitude  from  their  parents  to  their 
benefactors  —  from  those  who  gave  them  birth  to  the  minister 
from  whose  benevolence  they  derive  the  comforts  and  pleasures 
of  their  political  life,  who  has  taken  the  tenderest  care  of  their 
infancy,  and  relieves  their  necessities  without  offending  their 
delicacy.  But,  if  it  were  possible  for  their  integrity  to  be 
degraded  to  a  condition  so  vile  and  abject  that,  compared  with 
it,  the  present  estimation  they  stand  in  is  a  state  of  honor  and 
respect,  consider,  Sir,  in  what  manner  you  will  afterwards  pro¬ 
ceed.  Can  you  conceive  that  the  people  of  this  country  will 
long  submit  to  be  governed  by  so  flexible  a  House  of  Com¬ 
mons  ?  It  is  not  in  the  nature  of  human  society  that  any  form 
of  government,  in  such  circumstances,  can  long  be  preserved. 
In  ours,  the  general  contempt  of  the  people  is  as  fatal  as  their 
detestation.  Such,  I  am  persuaded,  would  be  the  necessary 
effect  of  any  base  concession  made  by  the  present  House  of 
Commons,  and,  as  a  qualifying  measure  would  not  be  accepted  ; 
it  remains  for  you  to  decide  whether  you  will,  at  any  hazard, 
support  a  set  of  men  who  have  reduced  you  to  this  unhappy 
dilemma,  or  whether  you  will  gratify  the  united  wishes  of  the 
whole  people  of  England  by  dissolving  the  parliament. 

“  Taking  it  for  granted,  as  I  do  very  sincerely,  that  you 
have  personally  no  design  against  the  constitution,  nor  any 
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views  inconsistent  with  the  good  of  your  subjects,  I  think  you 
cannot  hesitate  long  upon  the  choice,  which  it  equally  concerns 
your  interest  and  your  honor  to  adopt.  On  one  side  you 
hazard  the  affections  of  all  your  English  subjects  —  you  re¬ 
linquish  every  hope  of  repose  to  yourself,  and  you  endanger 
the  establishment  of  your  family  forever.  All  this  you  ven¬ 
ture  for  no  object  whatsoever,  or  for  such  an  object  as  it  would 
be  an  affront  to  you  to  name.  Men  of  sense  will  examine  your 
conduct  with  suspicion,  while  those  who  are  incapable  of  com¬ 
prehending  to  what  degree  they  are  injured  afflict  you  with 
clamors  equally  insolent  and  unmeaning.  Supposing  it  possi¬ 
ble  that  no  fatal  struggle  should  ensue,  you  determine  at  once 
to  be  unhappy,  without  the  hope  of  a  compensation  either  from 
interest  or  ambition.  If  an  English  king  be  hated  or  despised, 
he  must  be  unhappy ;  and  this,  perhaps,  is  the  only  political 
truth  which  he  ought  to  be  convinced  of  without  experiment. 
But  if  the  English  people  should  no  longer  confine  their  resent¬ 
ment  to  a  submissive  representation  of  their  wrongs — -if,  fol¬ 
lowing  the  glorious  example  of  their  ancestors,  they  should  no 
longer  appeal  to  the  creature  of  the  constitution,  but  to  that 
high  Being  who  gave  them  the  rights  of  humanity,  whose  gifts 
it  were  sacrilege  to  surrender  —  let  me  ask  you,  Sir,  upon  what 
part  of  your  subjects  would  you  rely  for  assistance  ? 

“  The  people  of  Ireland  have  been  uniformly  plundered  and 
oppressed.  In  return,  they  give  you  every  day  fresh  marks 
of  their  resentment.  They  despise  the  miserable  governor  you 
have  sent  them,  because  he  is  the  creature  of  Lord  Bute  ;  nor 
is  it  from  any  natural  confusion  in  their  ideas  that  they  are  so 
ready  to  confound  the  original  of  a  king  with  the  disgraceful 
representation  of  him. 

“  The  distance  of  the  colonies  would  make  it  impossible  for 
them  to  take  an  active  concern  in  your  affairs  if  they  were  as 
well  affected  to  your  government  as  they  once  pretended  to  be 
to  your  person.  They  were  ready  enough  to  distinguish  between 
you  and  your  ministers.  They  complained  of  an  act  of  the 
legislature,  but  traced  the  origin  of  it  no  higher  Jran  to  the 
servants  of  the  crown  ;  they  pleased  themselves  with  the  hope 
that  their  sovereign,  if  not  favorable  to  their  cause,  at  least  was 
impartial.  The  decisive,  personal  part  you  took  against  them 
has  effectually  banished  that  first  distinction  from  their  minds. 
They  consider  you  as  united  with  your  servants  against  America, 
and  know  how  to  distinguish  the  sovereign  and  a  venal  parlia- 
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ment  on  one  side  from  the  real  sentiments  of  the  English  people 
on  the  other.  Looking  forward  to  independence,  they  might 
possibly  receive  you  for  their  king  ;  but,  if  ever  you  retire  to 
America,  be  assured  they  will  give  you  such  a  covenant  to  digest 
as  the  presbytery  of  Scotland  would  have  been  ashamed  to  offer 
to  Charles  the  Second.  They  left  their  native  land  in  search 
of  freedom,  and  found  it  in  a  desert.  Divided  as  they  are  into 
a  thousand  forms  of  policy  and  religion,  there  is  one  point  in 
which  they  all  agree  —  they  equally  detest  the  pageantry  of  a 
king  and  the  supercilious  hypocrisy  of  a  bishop. 

“  It  is  not  then  from  the  alienated  affections  of  Ireland  or 
America  that  you  can  reasonably  look  for  assistance  ;  still  less 
from  the  people  of  England,  who  are  actually  contending  for 
their  rights,  and  in  this  great  question  are  parties  against  you. 
You  are  not,  however,  destitute  of  every  appearance  of  support 
—  you  have  all  the  Jacobites,  Nonjurors,  Roman  Catholics,  and 
Tories  of  this  country,  and  all  Scotland  without  exception. 
Considering  from  what  family  you  are  descended,  the  choice  of 
your  friends  has  been  singularly  directed  ;  and  truly,  Sir,  if 
you  had  not  lost  the  Whig  interest  of  England,  I  should  admire 
your  dexterity  in  turning  the  hearts  of  your  enemies.  Is  it 
possible  for  you  to  place  any  confidence  in  men  who,  before 
they  are  faithful  to  you,  must  renounce  every  opinion  and  be¬ 
tray  every  principle,  both  in  church  and  state,  which  they  inherit 
from  their  ancestors  and  are  confirmed  in  by  their  education  ? 
whose  numbers  are  so  inconsiderable  that  they  have  long  since 
been  obliged  to  give  up  the  principles  and  language  which  dis¬ 
tinguish  them  as  a  party,  and  to  fight  under  the  banners  of  their 
enemies  ?  Their  zeal  begins  with  hypocrisy,  and  must  conclude 
in  treachery.  At  first  they  deceive  —  at  last  they  betray. 

“  As  to  the  Scotch,  I  must  suppose  your  heart  and  under¬ 
standing  so  biased  from  your  earliest  infancy  in  their  favor, 
that  nothing  less  than  your  oivn  misfortunes  can  undeceive  you. 
You  will  not  accept  of  the  uniform  experience  of  your  ancestors  ; 
and  when  once  a  man  is  determined  to  believe,  the  very  absurdity 
of  the  doctrine  confirms  him  in  his  faith.  A  bigoted  under¬ 
standing  can  draw  a  proof  of  attachment  to  the  house  of  Han¬ 
over  from  a  notorious  zeal  for  the  house  of  Stuart,  and  find  an 
earnest  of  future  loyalty  in  former  rebellions.  Appearances 
are,  however,  in  their  favor  ;  so  strongly,  indeed,  that  one  would 
think  they  had  forgotten  that  you  are  their  lawful  king,  and  had 
mistaken  you  for  a  pretender  to  the  crown.  Let  it  be  admitted, 
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then,  that  the  Scotch  are  as  sincere  in  their  present  professions 
as  if  you  were  in  reality  not  an  Englishman,  but  a  Briton  of  the 
North.  You  would  not  be  the  first  prince  of  their  native  country 
against  whom  they  have  rebelled,  nor  the  first  whom  they  have 
basely  betrayed.  Have  you  forgotten,  Sir,  or  has  your  favorite 
concealed  from  you  that  part  of  our  history  when  the  unhappy 
Charles  (and  he  too  had  private  virtues)  fled  from  the  open, 
avowed  indignation  of  his  English  subjects,  and  surrendered 
himself  at  discretion  to  the  good  faith  of  his  own  countrymen  ? 
Without  looking  for  support  in  their  affections  as  subjects,  he 
applied  only  to  their  honor  as  gentlemen  for  protection.  They 
received  him  as  they  would  your  Majesty,  with  bows,  and  smiles, 
and  falsehood,  and  kept  him  until  they  had  settled  their  bargain 
with  the  English  parliament ;  then  basely  sold  their  native  king 
to  the  vengeance  of  his  enemies.  This,  Sir,  was  not  the  act  of 
a  few  traitors,  but  the  deliberate  treachery  of  a  Scotch  parlia¬ 
ment  representing  the  nation.  A  wise  prince  might  draw  from 
it  two  lessons  of  equal  utility  to  himself.  On  one  side  he  might 
learn  to  dread  the  undisguised  resentment  of  a  generous  people, 
who  dare  openly  assert  their  rights,  and  who,  in  a  just  cause, 
are  ready  to  meet  their  sovereign  in  the  field.  On  the  other 
side,  he  would  be  taught  to  apprehend  something  far  more 
formidable  —  a  fawning  treachery  against  which  no  prudence 
can  guard,  no  courage  can  defend.  The  insidious  smile  upon 
the  cheek  would  warn  him  of  the  canker  in  the  heart. 

“  From  the  uses  to  which  one  part  of  the  army  has  been  too 
frequently  applied,  you  have  some  reason  to  expect  that  there 
are  no  services  they  would  refuse.  Here,  too,  we  trace  the 
partiality  of  your  understanding.  You  take  the  sense  of  the 
army  from  the  conduct  of  the  guards,  with  the  same  justice  with 
which  you  collect  the  sense  of  the  people  from  the  representations 
of  the  ministry.  Your  marching  regiments,  Sir,  will  not  make 
the  guards  their  example  either  as  soldiers  or  subjects.  They 
feel  and  resent,  as  they  ought  to  do,  that  invariable,  undis¬ 
tinguishing  favor  with  which  the  guards  are  treated,  while 
those  gallant  troops  by  whom  every  hazardous,  every  laborious 
service  is  performed  are  left  to  perish  in  garrisons  abroad,  or 
pine  in  quarters  at  home,  neglected  and  forgotten.  If  they  had 
no  sense  of  the  great  original  duty  they  owe  their  country,  their 
resentment  would  operate  like  patriotism,  and  leave  your  cause 
to  be  defended  by  those  to  whom  you  have  lavished  the  rewards 
and  honors  of  their  profession.  The  pretorian  bands,  enervated 
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and  debauched  as  they  were,  had  still  strength  enough  to  awe 
the  Roman  populace  ;  but  when  the  distant  legions  took  the 
alarm,  they  marched  to  Rome  and  gave  away  the  empire. 

On  this  side,  then,  whichever  way  you  turn  your  eyes  you 
see  nothing  but  perplexity  and  distress.  You  may  determine 
to  support  the  very  ministry  who  have  reduced  your  affairs  to 
this  deplorable  situation — 3m  u  may  shelter  yourself  under  the 
forms  of  a  parliament,  and  set  your  people  at  defiance.  But  be 
assured,  Sir,  that  such  a  resolution  would  be  as  imprudent  as  it 
would  be  odious.  If  it  did  not  immediately  shake  your  estab¬ 
lishment,  it  would  rob  you  of  your  peace  of  mind  forever. 

“  On  the  other,  how  different  is  the  prospect  !  How  easy, 
how  safe  and  honorable  is  the  path  before  you  !  The  English 
nation  declare  they  are  grossly  injured  by  their  representatives, 
and  solicit  your  Majesty  to  exert  your  lawful  prerogative,  and 
give  them  an  opportunity  of  recalling  a  trust  which,  they  find, 
has  been  scandalously  abused.  You  are  not  to  be  told  that  the 
power  of  the  House  of  Commons  is  not  original,  but  delegated 
to  them  for  the  welfare  of  the  people  from  whom  they  received 
it.  A  question  of  right  arises  between  the  constituent  and  the 
representative  body.  By  what  authority  shall  it  be  decided  ? 
Will  your  Majesty  interfere  in  a  question  in  which  you  have 
properly  no  immediate  concern  ?  It  would  be  a  step  equally 
odious  and  unnecessary.  Shall  the  Lords  be  called  upon  to 
determine  the  rights  and  privileges  of  the  Commons  ?  They 
cannot  do  it  without  a  flagrant  breach  of  the  constitution.  Or 
will  you  refer  it  to  the  judges?  They  have  often  told  your 
ancestors  that  the  law  of  parliament  is  above  them.  What 
party  then  remains  but  to  leave  it  to  the  people  to  determine 
for  themselves  ?  They  alone  are  injured  ;  and,  since  there  is 
no  superior  power  to  which  the  cause  can  be  referred,  they  alone 
ought  to  determine. 

“  I  do  not  mean  to  perplex  you  with  a  tedious  argument 
upon  a  subject  already  so  discussed  that  inspiration  could 
hardly  throw  a  new  light  upon  it.  There  are,  however,  two 
points  of  view  in  which  it  particularly  imports  your  Majesty 
to  consider  the  late  proceedings  of  the  House  of  Commons. 
By  depriving  a  subject  of  his  birthright,  they  have  attributed 
to  their  own  vote  an  authority  equal  to  an  act  of  the  whole 
legislature ;  and,  though  perhaps  not  with  the  same  motives, 
have  strictly  followed  the  example  of  the  Long  Parliament, 
which  first  declared  the  regal  office  useless,  and  soon  after, 
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with  as  little  ceremony,  dissolved  the  House  of  Lords.  The 
same  pretended  power  which  robs  an  English  subject  of  his 
birthright  may  rob  an  English  king  of  his  crown.  In  another 
view,  the  resolution  of  the  House  of  Commons,  apparently 
not  so  dangerous  to  your  Majesty,  is  still  more  alarming  to 
your  people.  Not  contented  with  divesting  one  man  of  his 
right,  they  have  arbitrarily  conveyed  that  right  to  another. 
They  have  set  aside  a  return  as  illegal,  without  daring  to  cen¬ 
sure  those  officers  who  were  particularly  apprised  of  Mr. 
Wilkes’  incapacity,  not  only  by  the  declaration  of  the  House, 
but  expressly  by  the  writ  directed  to  them,  and  who,  never¬ 
theless,  returned  him  as  duly  elected.  They  have  rejected 
the  majority  of  votes,  the  only  criterion  by  which  our  laws 
judge  of  the  sense  of  the  people  ;  they  have  transferred  the 
right  of  election  from  the  collective  to  the  representative 
body  ;  and  by  these  acts,  taken  separately  or  together,  they 
have  essentially  altered  the  original  constitution  of  the  House 
of  Commons.  Versed  as  your  Majesty  undoubtedly  is  in  the 
English  history,  it  cannot  easily  escape  you  how  much  it  is 
your  interest,  as  well  as  your  duty,  to  prevent  one  of  the 
three  estates  from  encroaching  upon  the  province  of  the  other 
two,  or  assuming  the  authority  of  them  all.  When  once  they 
have  departed  from  the  great  constitutional  line  by  which  all 
their  proceedings  should  be  directed,  who  will  answer  for  their 
future  moderation  ?  Or  what  assurance  will  they  give  you 
that  when  they  have  trampled  upon  your  equals,  they  will  sub¬ 
mit  to  a  superior?  Your  Majesty  may  learn  hereafter  how 
nearly  the  slave  and  tyrant  are  allied. 

“  Some  of  your  council,  more  candid  than  the  rest,  admit 
the  abandoned  profligacy  of  the  present  House  of  Commons, 
but  oppose  their  dissolution  upon  an  opinion,  I  confess  not 
very  unwarrantable,  that  their  successors  would  be  equally  at 
the  disposal  of  the  treasury.  I  cannot  persuade  myself  that 
the  nation  will  have  profited  so  little  by  experience.  But  if 
that  opinion  were  well  founded,  you  might  then  gratify  our 
wishes  at  an  easy  rate,  and  appease  the  present  clamor  against 
your  government,  without  offering  any  material  injury  to  the 
favorite  cause  of  corruption. 

“  You  have  still  an  honorable  part  to  act.  The  affections 
of  your  subjects  may  still  be  recovered.  But  before  you  sub¬ 
due  their  hearts,  you  must  gain  a  noble  victory  over  your  own. 
Discard  those  little  personal  resentments  which  have  too  long 
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directed  your  public  conduct.  Pardon  this  man  the  remainder 
of  his  punishment ;  and,  if  resentment  still  prevails,  make  it 
what  it  should  have  been  long  since  —  an  act,  not  of  mercy,  hut 
contempt.  He  will  soon  fall  back  into  his  natural  station  —  a 
silent  senator,  and  hardly  supporting  the  weekly  eloquence  of 
a  newspaper.  The  gentle  breath  of  peace  would  leave  him 
on  the  surface  neglected  and  unremoved.  It  is  only  the 
tempest  that  lifts  him  from  his  place. 

“Without  consulting  your  minister,  call  together  your 
whole  council.  Let  it  appear  to  the  public  that  you  can 
determine  and  act  for  yourself.  Come  forward  to  your  people. 
Lay  aside  the  wretched  formalities  of  a  king,  and  speak  to 
your  subjects  with  the  spirit  of  a  man,  and  in  the  language 
of  a  gentleman.  Tell  them  you  have  been  fatally  deceived. 
The  acknowledgment  will  be  no  disgrace,  but  rather  an 
honor  to  your  understanding.  Tell  them  you  are  determined 
to  remove  every  cause  of  complaint  against  your  government, 
that  you  will  give  your  confidence  to  no  man  who  does  not 
possess  the  confidence  of  your  subjects ;  and  leave  it  to  them¬ 
selves  to  determine,  by  their  conduct  at  a  future  election, 
whether  or  no  it  be  in  reality  the  general  sense  of  the  nation 
that  their  rights  have  been  arbitrarily  invaded  by  the  present 
House  of  Commons,  and  the  constitution  betrayed.  They  will 
then  do  justice  to  their  representatives  and  to  themselves. 

“  These  sentiments,  Sir,  and  the  style  they  are  conveyed 
in,  may  be  offensive,  perhaps,  because  they  are  new  to  you. 
Accustomed  to  the  language  of  courtiers,  you  measure  their 
affections  by  the  vehemence  of  their  expressions  ;  and,  when 
they  cnly  praise  you  indirectly,  you  admire  their  sincerity. 
But  this  is  not  a  time  to  trifle  with  your  fortune.  They 
deceive  you,  Sir,  who  tell  you  that  you  have  many  friends 
whose  affections  are  founded  upon  a  principle  of  personal 
attachment.  The  first  foundation  of  friendship  is  not  the 
power  of  conferring  benefits,  but  the  equality  with  which  they 
are  received  and  may  be  returned.  The  fortune  which  made 
you  a  king  forbade  you  to  have  a  friend.  It  is  a  law  of  nature 
which  cannot  be  violated  with  impunity.  The  mistaken  prince 
who  looks  for  friendship  will  find  a  favorite,  and  in  that  favor¬ 
ite  the  ruin  of  his  affairs. 

“  The  people  of  England  are  loyal  to  the  house  of  Hanover, 
not  from  a  vain  preference  of  one  family  to  another,  but  from 
a  conviction  that  the  establishment  of  that  family  was  neces- 
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sary  to  the  support  of  their  civil  and  religious  liberties.  This, 
Sir,  is  a  principle  of  allegiance  equally  solid  and  rational  :  tit 
for  Englishmen  to  adopt,  and  well  worthy  of  your  Majesty’s 
encouragement.  'We  cannot  long  he  deluded  by  nominal  dis¬ 
tinctions.  The  name  of  Stuart,  of  itself,  is  only  contemptible; 
armed  with  the  sovereign  authority,  their  principles  are  formi¬ 
dable.  The  prince  who  imitates  their  conduct  should  be  warned 
by  their  example;  and,  while  he  plumes  himself  upon  the  secu¬ 
rity  of  his  title  to  the  crown,  should  remember  that,  as  it  was 
acquired  by  one  revolution,  it  may  be  lost  by  another.” 
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THE  DESERTED  VILLAGE. 

By  OLIVER  GOLDSMITH. 

Sweet  Auburn  !  loveliest  village  of  the  plain  : 
Where  health  and  plenty  cheered  the  laboring  swain ; 
Where  smiling  spring  its  earliest  visit  paid, 

And  parting  summer’s  lingering  blooms  delayed : 
Dear  lovely  bowers  of  innocence  and  ease, 

Seats  of  my  youth,  where  every  sport  could  please, 
How  often  have  I  loitered  o’er  thy  green, 

Where  humble  happiness  endeared  each  scene  ! 

How  often  have  I  paused  on  every  charm  : 

The  sheltered  cot,  the  cultivated  farm, 

The  never-failing  brook,  the  busy  mill, 

The  decent  church  that  topt  the  neighboring  hill ; 
The  hawthorn  bush,  with  seats  beneath  the  shade, 
For  talking  age  and  whispering  lovers  made ! 

How  often  have  I  blest  the  coming  day, 

When  toil  remitting  lent  its  turn  to  play, 

And  all  the  village  train,  from  labor  free, 

Led  up  their  sports  beneath  the  spreading  tree, 

While  many  a  pastime  circled  in  the  shade, 

The  young  contending  as  the  old  surveyed ; 

And  many  a  gambol  frolicked  o’er  the  ground, 

And  sleights  of  art  and  feats  of  strength  went  round. 
And  still,  as  each  repeated  pleasure  tired, 

Succeeding  sports  the  mirthful  band  inspired : 

The  dancing  pair  that  simply  sought  renown, 

By  holding  out,  to  tire  each  other  down  ; 

The  swain  mistrustless  of  his  smutted  face, 

While  secret  laughter  tittered  round  the  place 
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The  bashful  virgin’s  sidelong  looks  of  love, 

The  matron’s  glance  that  would  those  looks  reprove. 
These  were  thy  charms,  sweet  village  !  sports  like  these, 
With  sweet  succession,  taught  even  toil  to  please : 

These  round  thy  bowers  their  cheerful  influence  shed : 
These  were  thy  charms  — but  all  these  charms  are  fled. 

Sweet  smiling  village,  loveliest  of  the  lawn, 

Thy  sports  are  fled,  and  all  thy  charms  withdrawn ; 
Amidst  thy  bowers  the  tyrant’s  hand  is  seen, 

And  desolation  saddens  all  thy  green  : 

One  only  master  grasps  the  whole  domain, 

And  half  a  tillage  stints  thy  smiling  plain. 

No  more  thy  glassy  brook  reflects  the  day, 

But,  choked  with  sedges,  works  its  weedy  way ; 

Along  thy  glades,  a  solitary  guest, 

The  hollow-sounding  bittern  guards  its  nest ; 

Amidst  thy  desert  walks  the  lapwing  flies, 

And  tires  their  echoes  with  unvaried  cries ; 

Sunk  are  thy  bowers  in  shapeless  ruin  all, 

And  the  long  grass  o’ertops  the  moldering  wall ; 

And,  trembling,  shrinking  from  the  spoiler’s  hand, 

Far,  far  away  thy  children  leave  the  land. 

Ill  fares  the  land,  to  hastening  ills  a  prey, 

Where  wealth  accumulates,  and  men  decay : 

Princes  and  lords  may  flourish  or  may  fade,  — 

A  breath  can  make  them,  as  a  breath  has  made ; 

But  a  bold  peasantry,  their  country’s  pride, 

When  once  destroyed,  can  never  be  supplied. 

A  time  there  was,  ere  England’s  griefs  began, 

When  every  rood  of  ground  maintained  its  man ; 

For  him  light  labor  spread  her  wholesome  store, 

Just  gave  what  life  required,  but  gave  no  more : 

His  best  companions,  innocence  and  health ; 

And  his  best  riches,  ignorance  of  wealth. 

But  times  are  altered :  trade’s  unfeeling  train 
Usurp  the  land  and  dispossess  the  swain; 

Along  the  lawn,  where  scattered  hamlets  rose, 

Unwieldy  wealth  and  cumbrous  pomp  repose, 

And  every  want  to  opulence  allied, 

And  every  pang  that  folly  pays  to  pride. 

Those  gentle  hours  that  plenty  bade  to  bloom, 

Those  calm  desires  that  asked  but  little  room, 

Those  healthful  sports  that  graced  the  peaceful  scene, 
Lived  in  each  look,  and  brightened  all  the  green,  — 
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These,  far  departing,  seek  a  kinder  shore, 

And  rural  mirth  and  manners  are  no  more. 

Sweet  Auburn  !  parent  of  the  blissful  hour  ! 

Thy  glades  forlorn  confess  the  tyrant’s  power. 

Here,  as  I  take  my  solitary  rounds 
Amidst  thy  tangling  walks  and  ruined  grounds, 
And,  many  a  year  elapsed,  return  to  view 
Where  once  the  cottage  stood,  the  hawthorn  grew, 
Remembrance  wakes  with  all  her  busy  train, 

Swells  at  my  breast,  and  turns  the  past  to  pain. 

In  all  my  wanderings  round  this  world  of  care, 
In  all  my  griefs  —  and  God  has  given  my  share  — 

I  still  had  hopes,  my  latest  hours  to  crown, 

Amidst  these  humble  bowers  to  lay  me  down  ; 

To  husband  out  life’s  taper  at  the  close, 

And  keep  the  flame  from  wasting  by  repose : 

I  still  had  hopes,  for  pride  attends  us  still, 

Amidst  the  swains  to  show  my  book-learned  skill, 
Around  my  fire  an  evening  group  to  draw, 

And  tell  of  all  I  felt,  and  all  I  saw ; 

And,  as  a  hare  whom  hounds  and  horns  pursue 
Pants  to  the  place  from  whence  at  first  he  flew, 

I  still  had  hopes,  my  long  vexations  past, 

Here  to  return  —  and  die  at  home  at  last. 

0  blest  retirement,  friend  to  life’s  decline, 
Retreats  from  care,  that  never  must  be  mine, 

How  happy  he  who  crowns  in  shades  like  these 
A  youth  of  labor  with  an  age  of  ease ; 

Who  quits  a  world  where  strong  temptations  try, 
And,  since  ’tis  hard  to  combat,  learns  to  fly ! 

For  him  no  wretches,  born  to  work  and  weep, 
Explore  the  mine,  or  tempt  the  dangerous  deep ; 

Nor  surly  porter  stands  in  guilty  state, 

To  spurn  imploring  famine  from  the  gate ; 

But  on  he  moves  to  meet  his  latter  end, 

Angels  around  befriending  Virtue’s  friend ; 

Bends  to  the  grave  with  unperceived  decay, 

While  resignation  gently  slopes  the  way ; 

And,  all  his  prospects  brightening  to  the  last, 

His  heaven  commences  ere  the  world  be  past ! 

Sweet  was  the  sound,  when  oft  at  evening’s  close 
Up  yonder  hill  the  village  murmur  rose. 

There,  as  I  past  with  careless  steps  and  slow, 

The  mingling  notes  came  softened  from  below; 
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The  swain  responsive  as  the  milkmaid  sung, 

The  sober  herd  that  lowed  to  meet  their  young, 

The  noisy  geese  that  gabbled  o’er  the  pool, 

The  playful  children  just  let  loose  from  school, 

The  watchdog’s  voice  that  bayed  the  whispering  wind, 
And  the  loud  laugh  that  spoke  the  vacant  mind ;  — 
These  all  in  sweet  confusion  sought  the  shade, 

And  filled  each  pause  the  nightingale  had  made. 

But  now  the  sounds  of  population  fail, 

No  cheerful  murmurs  fluctuate  in  the  gale, 

No  busy  steps  the  grass-grown  footway  tread, 

For  all  th  bloomy  flush  of  life  is  fled : 

All  but  yon  widowed,  solitary  thing, 

That  feebly  bends  beside  the  plashy  spring : 

She,  wretched  matron,  forced  in  age,  for  bread, 

To  strip  the  brook  with  mantling  cresses  spread, 

To  pick  her  wintry  fagot  from  the  thorn, 

To  seek  her  nightly  shed,  and  weep  till  morn ; 

She  only  left  of  all  the  harmless  train, 

The  sad  historian  of  the  pensive  plain. 

Near  yonder  copse,  where  once  the  garden  smiled, 
And  still  where  many  a  garden  flower  grows  wild  ; 
There,  where  a  few  torn  shrubs  the  place  disclose, 

The  village  preacher’s  modest  mansion  rose. 

A  man  he  was  to  all  the  country  dear, 

And  passing  rich  with  forty  pounds  a  year ; 

Remote  from  towns  he  ran  his  godly  race, 

Nor  e’er  had  changed,  nor  wished  to  change  his  place; 
Unpracticed  he  to  fawn,  or  seek  for  power, 

By  doctrines  fashioned  to  the  varying  hour ; 

Far  other  aims  his  heart  had  learned  to  prize ; 

More  skilled  to  raise  the  wretched  than  to  rise. 

His  house  was  known  to  all  the  vagrant  train ; 

He  chid  their  wanderings,  but  relieved  their  pain : 

The  long-remembered  beggar  was  his  guest, 

Whose  beard  descending  swept  his  aged  breast ; 

The  ruined  spendthrift,  now  no  longer  proud, 

Claimed  kindred  there,  and  had  his  claims  allowed ; 

The  broken  soldier,  kindly  bade  to  stay, 

Sat  by  his  fire,  and  talked  the  night  away, 

Wept  o’er  his  wounds,  or,  tales  of  sorrow  done, 
Shouldered  his  crutch,  and  showed  how  fields  were  won. 
Pleased  with  his  guests,  the  good  man  learned  to  glow, 
And  quite  forgot  their  vices  in  their  woe ; 
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Careless  their  merits  or  their  faults  to  scan, 

His  pity  gave  ere  charity  began. 

Thus  to  relieve  the  wretched  was  his  pride, 

And  e’en  his  failings  leaned  to  virtue’s  side ; 

But  in  his  duty  prompt  at  every  call, 

He  watched  and  wept,  he  prayed  and  felt  for  all ; 
And  as  a  bird  each  fond  endearment  tries 
To  tempt  its  new-fledged  offspring  to  the  skies, 

He  tried  each  art,  reproved  each  dull  delay, 

Allured  to  brighter  worlds,  and  led  the  way. 

Beside  the  bed  where  parting  life  was  laid, 

And  sorrow,  guilt,  and  pain,  by  turns  dismayed, 

The  reverend  champion  stood.  At  his  control 
Despair  and  anguish  fled  the  struggling  soul ; 

Comfort  came  down  the  trembling  wretch  to  raise, 
And  his  last  faltering  accents  whispered  praise. 

At  church,  with  meek  and  unaffected  grace, 

His  looks  adorned  the  venerable  place ; 

Truth  from  his  lips  prevailed  with  double  sway, 

And  fools,  who  came  to  scoff,  remained  to  pray. 

The  service  past,  around  the  pious  man, 

With  steady  zeal,  each  honest  rustic  ran; 

E’en  children  followed  with  endearing  wile, 

And  plucked  his  gown,  to  share  the  good  man’s  smile. 
His  ready  smile  a  parent’s  warmth  expressed  ; 

Their  welfare  pleased  him,  and  their  cares  distressed: 
To  them  his  heart,  his  love,  his  griefs  were  given, 

But  all  his  serious  thoughts  had  rest  in  heaven. 

As  some  tall  cliff  that  lifts  its  awful  form, 

Swells  from  the  vale,  and  midway  leaves  the  storm, 
Though  round  its  breast  the  rolling  clouds  are  spread, 
Eternal  sunshine  settles  on  its  head. 

Beside  yon  straggling  fence  that  skirts  the  way, 
With  blossomed  furze  unprofitably  gay, 

There,  in  his  noisy  mansion,  skilled  to  rule, 

The  village  master  taught  his  little  school. 

A  man  severe  he  was,  and  stern  to  view ; 

I  knew  him  well,  and  every  truant  knew : 

Well  had  the  boding  tremblers  learned  to  trace 
The  day’s  disasters  in  his  morning  face ; 

Eull  well  they  laughed  with  counterfeited  glee 
At  all  his  jokes,  for  many  a  joke  had  he ; 

Full  well  the  busy  whisper  circling  round 
Conveyed  the  dismal  tidings  when  he  frowned. 
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Yet  he  was  kind,  or,  if  severe  in  aught, 

The  love  he  bore  to  learning  was  in  fault. 

The  village  all  declared  how  much  he  knew : 

’Twas  certain  he  could  write,  and  cipher  too ; 

Lands  he  could  measure,  terms  and  tides  presage, 

And  e’en  the  story  ran — that  he  could  gauge. 

In  arguing,  too,  the  parson  owned  his  skill, 

For  e’en  though  vanquished,  he  could  argue  still ; 

While  words  of  learned  length  and  thundering  sound 
Amazed  the  gazing  rustics  ranged  around. 

And  still  they  gazed,  and  still  the  wonder  grew, 

That  one  small  head  could  carry  all  he  knew. 

But  past  is  all  his  fame.  The  very  spot 
Where  many  a  time  he  triumphed  is  forgot.  — 

Near  yonder  thorn,  that  lifts  its  head  on  high, 

Where  once  the  signpost  caught  the  passing  eye, 

Low  lies  that  house  where  nut-brown  draughts  inspired, 
Where  graybeard  mirth  and  smiling  toil  retired, 

Where  village  statesmen  talked  with  looks  profound, 
And  news  much  older  than  their  ale  went  round. 
Imagination  fondly  stoops  to  trace 
The  parlor  splendors  of  that  festive  place : 

The  whitewashed  wall,  the  nicely  sanded  floor, 

The  varnished  clock  that  clicked  behind  the  door ; 

The  chest  contrived  a  double  debt  to  pay, 

A  bed  by  night,  a  chest  of  drawers  by  day ; 

The  pictures  placed  for  ornament  and  use, 

The  twelve  good  rules,  the  royal  game  of  goose ; 

The  hearth,  except  when  winter  chilled  the  day, 

With  aspen  boughs  and  flowers  and  fennel  gay ; 

While  broken  teacups,  wisely  kept  for  show, 

Banged  o’er  the  chimney,  glistened  in  a  row. 

Vain  transitory  splendors  !  could  not  all 
Beprieve  the  tottering  mansion  from  its  fall  ? 

Obscure  it  sinks,  nor  shall  it  more  impart 
An  hour’s  importance  to  the  poor  man’s  heart. 

Thither  no  more  the  peasant  shall  repair 
To  sweet  oblivion  of  his  daily  care  ; 

No  more  the  farmer’s  news,  the  barber’s  tale, 

No  more  the  woodman’s  ballad  shall  prevail ; 

No  more  the  smith  his  dusky  brow  shall  clear, 

Belax  his  ponderous  strength,  and  learn  to  hear ; 

The  host  himself  no  longer  shall  be  found 
Careful  to  see  the  mantling  bliss  go  round; 
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Nor  the  coy  maid,  half  willing  to  be  prest, 

Shall  kiss  the  cup  to  pass  it  to  the  rest. 

Yes  !  let  the  rich  deride,  the  proud  disdain, 

These  simple  blessings  of  the  lowly  train ; 

To  me  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  heart, 

One  native  charm,  than  all  the  gloss  of  art ; 
Spontaneous  joys,  where  Nature  has  its  play, 

The  soul  adopts,  and  owns  their  firstborn  sway; 

Lightly  they  frolic  o’er  the  vacant  mind, 

Unenvied,  unmolested,  unconfined. 

But  the  long  pomp,  the  midnight  masquerade, 

With  all  the  freaks  of  wanton  wealth  arrayed,  — 

In  these,  ere  triflers  half  their  wish  obtain, 

The  toiling  pleasure  sickens  into  pain; 

And  e’en  while  fashion’s  brightest  arts  decoy, 

The  heart,  distrusting,  asks  if  this  be  joy. 

Ye  friends  to  truth,  ye  statesmen  who  survey 
The  rich  man’s  joys  increase,  the  poor’s  decay, 

’Tis  yours  to  judge  how  wide  the  limits  stand 
Between  a  splendid  and  a  happy  land. 

Proud  swells  the  tide  with  loads  of  freighted  ore, 

And  shouting  Folly  hails  them  from  her  shore ; 

Hoards  e’en  beyond  the  miser’s  wish  abound, 

And  rich  men  flock  from  all  the  world  around. 

Yet  count  our  gains.  This  wealth  is  but  a  name 
That  leaves  our  useful  products  still  the  same. 

Not  so  the  loss.  The  man  of  wealth  and  pride 
Takes  up  a  space  that  many  poor  supplied ; 

Space  for  his  lake,  his  park’s  extended  bounds, 

Space  for  his  horses,  equipage,  and  hounds  : 

The  robe  that  wraps  his  limbs  in  silken  sloth 

Has  robbed  the  neighboring  fields  of  half  their  growth  ; 

His  seat,  where  solitary  sports  are  seen, 

Indignant  spurns  the  cottage  from  the  green : 

Around  the  world  each  needful  product  flies, 

For  all  the  luxuries  the  world  supplies : 

While  thus  the  land  adorned  for  pleasure  all 
In  barren  splendor  feebly  waits  the  fall. 

As  some  fair  female  unadorned  and  plain, 

Secure  to  please  while  youth  confirms  her  reign, 

Slights  every  borrowed  charm  that  dress  supplies, 

Nor  shares  with  art  the  triumph  of  her  eyes ; 

But  when  those  charms  are  past,  for  charms  are  frail, 
When  time  advances,  and  when  lovers  fail, 

She  then  shines  forth,  solicitous  to  bless, 
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In  all  the  glaring  impotence  of  dress  ;  — 

Thus  fares  the  land  by  luxury  betrayed: 

In  Nature’s  simplest  charms  at  first  arrayed, 

But  verging  to  decline,  its  splendors  rise, 

Its  vistas  strike,  its  palaces  surprise ; 

While,  scourged  by  famine  from  the  smiling  land, 

The  mournful  peasant  leads  his  humble  band. 

And  while  he  sinks,  without  one  arm  to  save, 

The  country  blooms  —  a  garden  and  a  grave. 

Where  then,  ah  !  where  shall  poverty  reside, 

To  ’scape  the  pressure  of  contiguous  pride  ? 

If  to  some  common’s  fenceless  limits  strayed, 

He  drives  his  flock  to  pick  the  scanty  blade, 

Those  fenceless  fields  the  sons  of  wealth  divide, 

And  e’en  the  bare-worn  common  is  denied. 

If  to  the  city  sped  —  what  waits  him  there  ? 

To  see  profusion  that  he  must  not  share ; 

To  see  ten  thousand  baneful  arts  combined 
To  pamper  luxury  and  thin  mankind ; 

To  see  those  joys  the  sons  of  pleasure  know 
Extorted  from  his  fellow-creature’s  woe. 

Here  while  the  courtier  glitters  in  brocade, 

There  the  pale  artist  plies  his  sickly  trade ; 

Here  while  the  proud  their  long-drawn  pomps  display, 
There  the  black  gibbet  glooms  beside  the  way. 

The  dome  where  pleasure  holds  her  midnight  reign 
Here  richly  decked  admits  the  gorgeous  train ; 
Tumultuous  grandeur  crowds  the  blazing  square, 

The  rattling  chariots  clash,  the  torches  glare. 

Sure  scenes  like  these  no  troubles  e’er  annoy  ! 

Sure  these  denote  one  universal  joy ! 

Are  these  thy  serious  thoughts  ?  —  Ah,  turn  thine  eyes 
Where  the  poor  houseless  shivering  female  lies. 

She  once,  perhaps,  in  village  plenty  blest, 

Has  wept  at  tales  of  innocence  distrest ; 

Her  modest  looks  the  cottage  might  adorn, 

Sweet  as  the  primrose  peeps  beneath  the  thorn ; 

Now  lost  to  all,  her  friends,  her  virtue,  fled, 

Near  her  betrayer’s  door  she  lays  her  head, 

And,  pinched  with  cold,  and  shrinking  from  the  shower, 
With  heavy  heart  deplores  that  luckless  hour 
When  idly  first,  ambitious  of  the  town, 

She  left  her  wheel  and  robes  of  country  brown. 

Do  thine,  sweet  Auburn,  —  thine,  the  loveliest  train,  — • 
Do  thy  fair  tribes  participate  her  pain  ? 
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E’en  now,  perhaps,  by  cold  and  hunger  led, 

At  proud  men’s  doors  they  ask  a  little  bread ! 

Ah,  no !  To  distant  climes,  a  dreary  scene, 

Where  half  the  convex  world  intrudes  between, 

Through  torrid  tracts  with  fainting  steps  they  go, 

Where  wild  Altama  murmurs  to  their  woe. 

Far  different  there  from  all  that  charmed  before, 

The  various  terrors  of  that  horrid  shore ; 

Those  blazing  suns  that  dart  a  downward  ray, 

And  fiercely  shed  intolerable  day ; 

Those  matted  woods,  where  birds  forget  to  sing, 

But  silent  bats  in  drowsy  clusters  cling ; 

Those  poisonous  fields  with  rank  luxuriance  crowned, 
Wrhere  the  dark  scorpion  gathers  death  around, 

Where  at  each  step  the  stranger  fears  to  wake 
The  rattling  terrors  of  the  vengeful  snake, 

Where  crouching  tigers  wait  their  hapless  prey, 

And  savage  men  more  murderous  still  than  they ; 

While  oft  in  whirls  the  mad  tornado  flies, 

Mingling  the  ravaged  landscape  with  the  skies. 

Far  different  these  from  every  former  scene,  — 

The  cooling  brook,  the  grassy  vested  green, 

The  breezy  covert  of  the  warbling  grove, 

That  only  sheltered  thefts  of  harmless  love. 

Good  Heaven  !  what  sorrows  gloomed  that  parting  day, 
That  called  them  from  their  native  walks  away ; 

When  the  poor  exiles,  every  pleasure  past, 

Hung  round  the  bowers,  and  fondly  looked  their  last, 

And  took  a  long  farewell,  and  wished  in  vain 
For  seats  like  these  beyond  the  western  main, 

And  shuddering  still  to  face  the  distant  deep, 

Returned  and  wept,  and  still  returned  to  weep. 

The  good  old  sire  the  first  prepared  to  go 
To  new-found  worlds,  and  wept  for  others’  woe ; 

But  for  himself,  in  conscious  virtue  brave, 

He  only  wished  for  worlds  beyond  the  grave. 

His  lovely  daughter,  lovelier  in  her  tears, 

The  fond  companion  of  his  helpless  years, 

Silent  went  next,  neglectful  of  her  charms, 

And  left  a  lover’s  for  her  father’s  arms. 

With  louder  plaints  the  mother  spoke  her  woes, 

And  blest  the  cot  where  every  pleasure  rose, 

And  kissed  her  thoughtless  babes  with  many  a  tear, 

And  clasped  them  close,  in  sorrow  doubly  dear, 

Whilst  her  fond  husband  strove  to  lend  relief 
In  all  the  silent  manliness  of  grief. 
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0  luxury  !  thou  curst  by  Heaven’s  decree, 

How  ill  exchanged  are  things  like  these  for  thee  ! 
How  do  thy  potions,  with  insidious  joy, 

Diffuse  their  pleasures  only  to  destroy  ! 

Kingdoms  by  thee,  to  sickly  greatness  grown, 

Boast  of  a  florid  vigor  not  their  own. 

At  every  draught  more  large  and  large  they  grow, 
A  bloated  mass  of  rank  unwieldy  woe  ; 

Till  sapped  their  strength,  and  every  part  unsound, 
Down,  down  they  sink,  and  spread  a  ruin  round. 

Even  now  the  devastation  is  begun, 

And  half  the  business  of  destruction  done ; 

Even  now,  methinks,  as  pondering  here  I  stand, 

I  see  the  rural  virtues  leave  the  land. 

Down  where  yon  anchoring  vessel  spreads  the  sail, 
That  idly  waiting  flaps  with  every  gale, 

Downward  they  move,  a  melancholy  band, 

Pass  from  the  shore,  and  darken  all  the  strand. 
Contented  toil,  and  hospitable  care, 

And  kind  connubial  tenderness,  are  there  ; 

And  piety  with  wishes  placed  above, 

And  steady  loyalty,  and  faithful  love. 

And  thou,  sweet  Poetry,  thou  loveliest  maid, 

Still  first  to  fly  where  sensual  joys  invade ; 

Unfit  in  these  degenerate  times  of  shame 
To  catch  the  heart,  or  strike  for  honest  fame ; 

Dear  charming  nymph,  neglected  and  decried, 

My  shame  in  crowds,  my  solitary  pride  ; 

Thou  source  of  all  my  bliss,  and  all  my  woe, 

Thou  found’st  me  poor  at  first,  and  keep’st  me  so ; 
Thou  guide  by  which  the  nobler  arts  excel, 

Thou  nurse  of  every  virtue,  fare  thee  well ! 
Farewell,  and  0  !  where’er  thy  voice  be  tried, 

On  Torno’s  cliffs,  or  Pambamarca’s  side, 

Whether  where  equinoctial  fervors  glow, 

Or  winter  wraps  the  polar  world  in  snow, 

Still  let  thy  voice,  prevailing  over  time, 

Redress  the  rigors  of  the  inclement  clime  ; 

Aid  slighted  truth  with  thy  persuasive  strain ; 
Teach  erring  man  to  spurn  the  rage  of  gain : 

Teach  him  that  states  of  native  strength  possest, 
Though  very  poor,  may  still  be  very  blest ; 

That  trade’s  proud  empire  hastes  to  swift  decay, 

As  ocean  sweeps  the  labored  mole  away ; 

While  self-dependent  power  can  time  defy, 

As  rocks  resist  the  billows  and  the  sky. 
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A  POEM  AND  THE  WILL  OF  CHATTERTON. 

[Thomas  Chatterton,  English  poet,  was  born  at  Bristol,  November  20, 1752, 
went  to  Colson’s  charity  school  in  his  native  city,  and  for  a  time  was  a  lawyer’s 
clerk.  He  early  displayed  a  taste  for  antiquities  and  poetry,  which  he  indulged 
by  fabricating  the  literary  forgeries  known  as  “Rowley’s  Poems.”  These  he 
professed  to  have  discovered  in  the  archives  of  St.  Mary  Redcliffe,  and  so  cleverly 
was  the  work  done  that  even  Walpole  was  deceived.  In  1769  Chatterton  went  to 
London  and  adopted  the  profession  of  author,  but  after  a  time  he  was  reduced 
to  a  state  of  starvation,  and  in  a  fit  of  despondency  committed  suicide  by  taking 
arsenic,  August  24,  1770.  He  was  buried  in  the  pauper’s  pit  of  the  Shoe  Lane 
Workhouse.  “The  Balade  of  Charitie,”  “The  Tragedy  of  iElla,”  “The  Battle 
of  Hastings,”  and  “The  Minstrel’s  Song”  are  his  chief  poems.] 

An  Excelente  Balade  of  Charitie. 

(As  written  by  the  good  priest  Thomas  Rowley,  1464.) 

In  Virgo  now  the  sultry  sun  did  sheene, 

And  hot  upon  the  meads  did  cast  his  ray ; 

The  apple  reddened  from  its  paly  green, 

And  the  soft  pear  did  bend  the  leafy  spray ; 

The  pied  chelandry  sang  the  livelong  day; 

’Twas  now  the  pride,  the  manhood  of  the  year, 

And  eke  the  ground  was  decked  in  its  most  deft  aumere. 

The  sun  was  gleaming  in  the  midst  of  day, 

Dead  still  the  air,  and  eke  the  welkin  blue, 

When  from  the  sea  arose  in  drear  array 
A  heap  of  clouds  of  sable,  sullen  hue, 

The  which  full  fast  unto  the  woodland  drew, 

Hiding  at  once  the  sunnes  festive  face, 

And  the  black  tempest  swelled,  and  gathered  up  apace. 

Beneath  a  holm,  fast  by  a  pathway  side, 

Which  did  unto  Saint  Godwin’s  convent  lead, 

A  hapless  pilgrim  moaning  did  abide, 

Poor  in  his  view,  ungentle  in  his  weed, 

Long  brimful  of  the  miseries  of  need. 

Where  from  the  hailstorm  could  the  beggar  fly  ? 

He  had  no  houses  there,  nor  any  convent  nigh. 

Look  in  his  gloomed  face,  his  sprite  there  scan; 

How  woe-begone,  how  withered,  dwindled,  dead ! 

Haste  to  thy  church  glebe  house,  accursed  man! 

Haste  to  thy  shroud,  thy  only  sleeping  bed. 

Cold  as  the  clay  which  will  grow  on  thy  head 
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Are  Charity  and  Love  among  high  elves ; 

For  knights  and  barons  live  for  pleasure  and  themselves 

The  gathered  storm  is  ripe ;  the  big  drops  fall, 

The  sunburnt  meadows  smoke,  and  drink  the  rain ; 
The  coming  ghastness  doth  the  cattle  ’pall, 

And  the  full  flocks  are  driving  o’er  the  plain ; 

Dashed  from  the  clouds,  the  waters  fly  again ; 

The  welkin  opes ;  the  yellow  lightning  flies, 

And  the  hot  fiery  steam  in  the  wide  flashing  dies. 

List !  now  the  thunder’s  rattling,  noisy  sound 
Moves  slowly  on,  and  then  full  swollen  clangs, 

Shakes  the  high  spire,  and  lost,  expended,  drowned, 
Still  on  the  frighted  ear  of  terror  hangs ; 

The  winds  are  up ;  the  lofty  elm  tree  swangs ; 

Again  the  lightning,  and  the  thunder  pours, 

And  the  full  clouds  are  burst  at  once  in  stony  showers. 

Spurring  his  palfrey  o’er  the  watery  plain, 

The  Abbot  of  Saint  Godwin’s  convent  came ; 

His  chapournette  was  drenched  with  the  rain, 

His  painted  girdle  met  with  mickle  shame ; 

He  aynewarde  told  his  bede  roll  at  the  same ; 

The  storm  increases,  and  he  drew  aside, 

With  the  poor  alms  craver  near  to  the  holm  to  bide. 

His  cope  was  all  of  Lincoln  cloth  so  fine, 

With  a  gold  button  fastened  near  his  chin, 

His  autremete  was  edged  with  golden  twine, 

And  his  shoe’s  peak  a  noble’s  might  have  been ; 

Full  well  it  showed  he  thought  cost  no  sin. 

The  trammels  of  his  palfrey  pleased  his  sight, 

For  the  horse  milliner  his  head  with  roses  dight. 

“  An  alms,  sir  priest !  ”  the  drooping  pilgrim  said, 

“  Oh !  let  me  wait  within  your  convent  door, 

Till  the  sun  shineth  high  above  our  head, 

And  the  loud  tempest  of  the  air  is  o’er. 

Helpless  and  old  am  I,  alas !  and  poor. 

No  house,  no  friend,  nor  money  in  my  pouch, 

All  that  I  call  my  own  is  this  my  silver  crouche.” 

“Varlet!”  replied  the  Abbot,  “cease  your  din; 

This  is  no  season  alms  and  prayers  to  give, 

My  porter  never  lets  a  beggar  in  ; 

None  touch  my  ring  who  not  in  honor  live.” 

And  now  the  sun  with  the  black  clouds  did  strive, 
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And  shot  upon  the  ground  his  glaring  ray ; 

The  Abbot  spurred  his  steed,  and  eftsoons  rode  away. 

Once  more  the  sky  was  black,  the  thunder  rolled, 

Fast  running  o’er  the  plain  a  priest  was  seen ; 

Not  dight  full  proud,  nor  buttoned  up  in  gold, 

His  cope  and  jape  were  gray,  and  eke  were  clean; 

A  limitor  he  was  of  order  seen ; 

And  from  the  pathway  side  then  turned  he, 

Where  the  poor  beggar  lay  beneath  the  holmen  tree. 

“  An  alms,  sir  priest !  ”  the  drooping  pilgrim  said, 

“For  sweet  Saint  Mary  and  your  order’s  sake.” 

The  Limitor  then  loosened  his  pouch  thread, 

And  did  thereout  a  groat  of  silver  take : 

The  needy  pilgrim  did  for  gladness  shake, 

“Here,  take  this  silver,  it  may  ease  thy  care, 

We  are  God’s  stewards  all,  naught  of  our  own  we  bear. 

“  But  ah  !  unhappy  pilgrim,  learn  of  me. 

Scarce  any  give  a  rent  roll  to  their  lord ; 

Here,  take  my  semicope,  thou’rt  bare,  I  see, 

’Tis  thine ;  the  saints  will  give  me  my  reward.” 

He  left  the  pilgrim,  and  his  way  aborde. 

Virgin  and  holy  Saints,  who  sit  in  gloure, 

Or  give  the  mighty  will  or  give  the  good  man  power  ! 

Chatterton’s  Will. 

1770. 

All  this  wrote  between  11  and  2  o’clock  Saturday,  in  the 
utmost  distress  of  mind.  April  14,  1770. 

N.B. — In  a  dispute  concerning  the  character  of  David, 

Mr. - argued  that  he  must  be  a  holy  man,  from  the  strains 

of  piety  that  breathe  through  his  whole  works.  I  being  of  a 
contrary  opinion,  and  knowing  that  a  great  genius  can  effect 
anything,  endeavoring  in  the  foregoing  Poems  to  represent  an 
enthusiastic  Methodist,  intended  to  send  it  to  Romaine,  and  im¬ 
pose  it  upon  the  infatuated  world  as  a  reality ;  but  thanks  to 
Burgum’s  generosity,  I  am  now  employed  in  matters  of  more 
importance. 

Saturday,  April  20,  1770. 

Burgum,  I  thank  thee,  thou  hast  let  me  see 
That  Bristol  has  impressed  her  stamp  on  thee, 
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Thy  generous  spirit  emulates  the  Mayor’s, 

Thy  generous  spirit  with  thy  Bristol’s  pairs. 

Gods  !  what  would  Burgum  give  to  get  a  name, 
And  snatch  his  blundering  dialect  from  shame ! 
What  would  he  give,  to  hand  his  memory  down 
To  time’s  remotest  boundary  ?  —  A  Crown. 

Would  you  ask  more,  his  swelling  face  looks  bluej 
Futurity  he  rates  at  two  pounds  two. 

Well,  Burgum,  take  thy  laurel  to  thy  brow; 

With  a  rich  saddle  decorate  a  sow, 

Strut  in  Iambics,  totter  in  an  Ode, 

Promise,  and  never  pay,  and  be  the  mode. 

Catcott,  for  thee,  I  know  thy  heart  is  good, 

But  ah  !  thy  merit’s  seldom  understood ; 

Too  bigoted  to  whimsies,  which  thy  youth 
Received  to  venerate  as  Gospel  truth, 

Thy  friendship  never  could  be  dear  to  me, 

Since  all  I  am  is  opposite  to  thee. 

If  ever  obligated  to  thy  purse, 

Rowley  discharges  all  —  my  first  chief  curse  ? 

For  had  I  never  known  the  antique  lore, 

I  ne’er  had  ventured  from  my  peaceful  shore. 

To  be  the  wreck  of  promises  and  hopes, 

A  Boy  of  Learning,  and  a  Bard  of  Tropes ; 

But  happy  in  my  humble  sphere  had  moved, 
Untroubled,  unsuspected,  unbeloved. 

To  Barrett  next,  he  has  my  thanks  sincere, 

For  all  the  little  knowledge  I  had  here. 

But  what  was  knowledge  ?  Could  it  here  succeed 
When  scarcely  twenty  in  the  town  can  read  ? 
Could  knowledge  bring  in  interest  to  maintain 
The  wild  expenses  of  a  Poet’s  brain ; 

Disinterested  Burgum  never  meant 
To  take  my  knowledge  for  his  gain  per  cent. 

When  wildly  squand’ring  ev’rything  I  got, 

On  books  and  learning,  and  the  Lord  knows  what, 
Could  Burgum  then,  my  critic,  patron,  friend ! 
Without  security  attempt  to  lend  ? 

No,  that  would  be  imprudent  in  the  man; 

Accuse  him  of  imprudence  if  you  can. 

He  promised,  I  confess,  and  seemed  sincere ; 

Few  keep  an  honorary  promise  here. 

I  thank  thee,  Barrett  —  thy  advice  was  right, 

But  ’twas  ordained  by  fate  that  I  should  write. 
Spite  of  the  prudence  of  this  prudent  place, 
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I  wrote  my  mind,  nor  hid  the  author’s  face. 

Harris  erelong,  when  reeking  from  the  press, 

My  numbers  make  his  self-importance  less, 

Will  wrinkle  up  his  face,  and  damn  the  day, 

And  drag  my  body  to  the  triple  way  — 

Poor  superstitious  mortals  !  wreak  your  hate 
Upon  my  cold  remains - 

This  is  the  last  Will  and.  Testament  of  me,  Thomas  Chatter- 
ton,  of  the  city  of  Bristol ;  being  sound  in  body,  or  it  is  the 
fault  of  my  last  surgeon  :  the  soundness  of  my  mind,  the  coro¬ 
ner  and  jury  are  to  be  judges  of,  desiring  them  to  take  notice 
that  the  most  perfect  masters  of  human  nature  in  Bristol  dis¬ 
tinguish  me  by  the  title  of  the  Mad  Genius ;  therefore,  if  I  do 
a  mad  action,  it  is  conformable  to  every  action  of  my  life,  which 
all  savored  of  insanity. 

Item.  If  after  my  death,  which  will  happen  to-morrow  night 
before  eight  o’clock,  being  the  Feast  of  the  Resurrection,  the 
coroner  and  jury  bring  it  in  lunacy,  I  will  and  direct  that  Paul 
Farr,  Esq.,  and  Mr.  John  Flower,  at  their  joint  expense,  cause 
my  body  to  be  interred  in  the  tomb  of  my  fathers,  and  raise 
the  monument  over  my  body  to  the  height  of  four  feet  five 
inches,  placing  the  present  flat  stone  on  the  top,  and  adding  six 
tablets. 

On  the  first ,  to  be  engraved  in  Old  English  characters  :  — 

Feus  qut  par  tet  pasej 
Pur  Fame  ©uateromc  dfjatterton  prtej 
3Le  (Ears  tit  ot  tet  gist 
IL’ame  reccobe  dlju  dust.  fKddl. 

On  the  second  tablet,  in  Old  English  characters :  — 

©rate  pro  amtnaiuts  Planus  dbatterton,  ct  Sltcta  Hierts  ejus,  qut 
quttiem  Planus  obtet  i  tne  rnensts  FTobemti.  JRddddlF,  quorum  antma= 
bus  proptnetur  ffletts  ^men. 

On  the  third  tablet,  in  Roman  characters  :  — 

SACRED  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF 

THOMAS  CHATTERTON, 

Subchanter  of  the  Cathedral  of  this  city,  whose  ancestors  were 
residents  of  St.  Mary  Redcliffe  since  the  year  1140.  He  died 
the  7th  of  August,  1752. 
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On  the  fourth  tablet,  in  Roman  characters:  — 

TO  THE  MEMORY  OF 

THOMAS  CHATTERTON. 

Reader,  judge  not;  if  thou  art  a  Christian  —  believe  that  he 
shall  be  judged  by  a  superior  Power  —  to  that  Power  alone  is 
he  now  answerable. 

On  the  fifth  and  sixth  tablets,  which  shall  front  each 
other :  — 

Atchievements  :  viz.  on  the  one,  vest,  a  fess,  or ;  crest,  a 
mantle  of  estate,  gules,  supported  by  a  spear,  sable,  headed,  or. 
On  the  other,  or,  a  fess  vert,  crest,  a  cross  of  Knights  Templars. 
—  And  I  will  and  direct  that  if  the  coroner’s  inquest  bring 
it  in  felo-de-se,  the  said  monument  shall  be  notwithstanding 
erected.  And  if  the  said  Paul  Farr  and  John  Flower  have 
souls  so  Bristolish  as  to  refuse  this  my  request,  they  will  trans¬ 
mit  a  copy  of  my  Will  to  the  Society  for  supporting  the  Bill  of 
Rights,  whom  I  hereby  empower  to  build  the  said  monument 
according  to  the  aforesaid  directions.  And  if  they  the  said 
Paul  Farr  and  John  Flower  should  build  the  said  monument,  I 
will  and  direct  that  the  second  edition  of  my  Kew  Gardens  shall 
be  dedicated  to  them  in  the  following  dedication  :  To  Paul 
Farr  and  John  Flower,  Esqrs.,  this  book  is  most  humbly  dedi¬ 
cated  by  the  Author’s  Ghost. 

Item.  I  give  all  my  vigor  and  fire  of  youth  to  Mr.  George 
Catcott,  being  sensible  he  is  most  in  want  of  it. 

Item.  From  the  same  charitable  motive,  I  give  and  bequeath 
unto  the  Reverend  Mr.  Camplin,  senior,  all  my  humility.  To 
Mr.  Burgum  all  my  prosody  and  grammar,  —  likewise  one 
moiety  of  my  modesty  ;  the  other  moiety  to  any  young  lady 
who  can  prove  without  blushing  that  she  wants  that  valuable 
commodity.  To  Bristol,  all  my  spirit  and  disinterestedness, 
parcels  of  goods  unknown  on  her  quay  since  the  days  of  Can¬ 
ning  and  Rowle}'’  !  ’Tis  true,  a  charitable  gentleman,  one 
Mr.  Colston,  smuggled  a  considerable  quantity  of  it,  but  it 
being  proved  that  he  was  a  papist,  the  Worshipful  Society  of 
Aldermen  endeavored  to  throttle  him  with  the  oath  of  alle¬ 
giance.  I  leave  also  my  religion  to  Dr.  Cutts  Barton,  Dean  of 
Bristol,  hereby  empowering  the  Sub  Sacrist  to  strike  him  on 
the  head  when  he  goes  to  sleep  in  church.  My  powers  of  utte^- 
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ance  I  give  to  tlie  Reverend  Mr.  Broughton,  hoping  he  will 
employ  them  to  a  better  purpose  than  reading  lectures  on  the 
immortality  of  the  soul.  I  leave  the  Reverend  Mr.  Catcott 
some  little  of  my  free  thinking,  that  he  may  put  on  spectacles 
of  reason  and  see  how  vilely  he  is  duped  in  believing  the  Scrip¬ 
tures  literally.  I  wish  he  and  his  brother  George  would  know 
how  far  I  am  their  real  enemy ;  but  I  have  an  unlucky  way  of 
raillery,  and  when  the  strong  fit  of  satire  is  upon  me,  I  spare 
neither  friend  nor  foe.  This  is  my  excuse  for  what  I  have  said 
of  them  elsewhere.  I  leave  Mr.  Clayfield  the  sincerest  thanks 
my  gratitude  can  give  ;  and  I  will  and  direct  that  whatever  any 
person  may  think  the  pleasure  of  reading  my  works  worth,  they 
immediately  pay  their  own  valuation  to  him,  since  it  is  then 
become  a  lawful  debt  to  me,  and  to  him  as  my  executor  in  this 
case. 

I  leave  my  moderation  to  the  politicians  on  both  sides  of  the 
question.  I  leave  my  generosity  to  our  present  Right  W orsliip- 
ful  Mayor,  Thomas  Harris,  Esq.  I  give  my  abstinence  to  the 
company  at  the  Sheriffs’  annual  feast  in  general,  more  particu¬ 
larly  the  Aldermen. 

Item.  I  give  and  bequeath  to  Mr.  Matthew  Mease  a  mourn¬ 
ing  ring  with  this  motto,  “  Alas,  poor  Chatterton  !  ”  provided  he 
pays  for  it  himself.  Item.  I  leave  the  young  ladies  all  the  let¬ 
ters  they  have  had  from  me,  assuring  them  that  they  need  be 
under  no  apprehensions  from  the  appearance  of  my  ghost,  for  I 
die  for  none  of  them.  Item.  I  leave  all  my  debts,  the  whole 
not  five  pounds,  to  the  payment  of  the  charitable  and  generous 
Chamber  of  Bristol,  on  penalty,  if  refused,  to  hinder  every  mem¬ 
ber  from  a  good  dinner  by  appearing  in  the  form  of  a  bailiff.  If, 
in  defiance  of  this  terrible  specter,  they  obstinately  persist  in 
refusing  to  discharge  my  debts,  let  my  two  creditors  apply  to 
the  supporters  of  the  Bill  of  Rights.  Item.  I  leave  my  mother 
and  sister  to  the  protection  of  my  friends,  if  I  have  any.  —  Exe¬ 
cuted  in  the  presence  of  Omniscience  this  14th  of  April,  1770. 

THOS.  CHATTERTON. 

CODICIL. 

It  is  my  pleasure  that  Mr.  Cocking  and  Miss  Farley  print 
this  my  Will  the  first  Saturday  after  my  death,  —  T.  C. 
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[Friedrich  Gottlieb  Klopstock,  one  of  the  leading  inspirers  of  modem 
German  literature,  was  born  at  Quedlinburg,  Prussia,  in  1724  ;  in  1746  studied 
theology  at  Jena,  hut  in  1746  went  to  Leipsic  University,  where  in  1748  he  pub¬ 
lished  three  cantos  of  his  great  epic  “  The  Messiah,”  which  gave  him  at  once  the 
foremost  poetic  rank  in  Germany.  After  some  tutorships,  in  1751  Count  Bern- 
storff,  the  Danish  foreign  minister,  induced  the  King  to  call  him  to  Copenhagen 
with  a  state  pension;  in  1771  he  followed  Bernstorff  to  Hamburg,  where  he 
remained  the  rest  of  his  life,  titled  and  further  pensioned.  “The  Messiah” 
was  completed  in  twenty  cantos  in  1773.  He  wrote  also  many  odes,  on  the 
Northern  Mythology,  Arminius,  Old  Testament  subjects,  etc.,  and  important 
works  on  the  German  language  and  its  poetry.  He  died  in  1803.  His  lyric 
genius  and  lofty  spiritual  enthusiasm  helped  greatly  to  create  the  elevated  atmos¬ 
phere  and  independent  development  of  eighteenth-century  German  writing.  ] 


The  Contemplation  oe  God. 

Trembling  I  rejoice, 

Nor  would  believe  tbe  Voice, 

If  that  the  Eternal  were 
Not  the  Great  Promiser  ! 

For,  oh  !  I  know,  I  feel 
I  am  a  sinner  still  — 

Should  know,  should  feel  the  same, 

The  sorrow  and  the  shame  ; 

Albeit  Deity  my  spot 

More  clearly  shown  to  me  had  not, 

Unveiling  to  my  wiser  view 
The  wounded  soul’s  condition  true. 

With  bended  knee, 

Astonished  and  intensely  praying, 

My  soul  rejoices  at  the  saying 
That  I  my  God  shall  see ! 

Oh !  meditate  the  thought  divine, 

Thou  thought-capacious  soul  of  mine, 

Who  near  the  body’s  grave  art  ever, 

Yet  art  eternal,  and  shalt  perish  never  S 
Not  that  thou  venturest  into 
The  Holiest  of  all  to  go  — 

Much  unconsidered,  never  prized, 

Ne’er  celebrated,  ne’er  agonized  !  — 

Celestial  graces 

Have  in  the  Sanctuary  their  dwelling  places  ;  — 
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From  afar  only  but  one  softened  glimmer, 

So  that  therewith  I  die  not  suddenly  — 

One  beam,  which  night  of  earth  for  me  makes  dimmer, 

Of  Thy  bright  glory  let  me  see  ! 

The  man  how  great !  who  thus  his  prayer  preferred  — 

“  Grace  have  I  found  of  Thee  ! 

Then  show  Thy  glory  unto  me !  ”  — 

Thus  dared,  and  by  the  Infinite  was  heard  ! 

That  Land  of  Golgotha  he  never  entered  ;  — 

Once,  only  once,  he  failed  in  God  to  trust  — 

An  early  death  avenged  the  doubt  he  ventured !  — 

How  great  proved  him  a  punishment  so  just! 

Him  hid  the  Father  on  the  clouded  Hill ; 

The  Filial  Glory  passed  the  finite  o’er ;  — 

God  of  God  spake !  the  trump  the  while  was  still, 

Nor  did  the  thunder’s  voice  on  Sinai  roar ! 

Now,  in  that  cloud  of  seeming  night 
He  sees  already,  in  the  light 
Of  day,  no  shade  makes  visibler, 

Long  centuries  —  (so  we  aver)  — 

Beyond  the  bounds  of  time  ;  and,  feeling  free 
Of  moments  passed  successively, 

Thy  glory  now  beholdeth  he  — 

Holy  !  Holy  !  Holy  ! 

Most  nameless  rapture  of  my  soul ! 

Thought  of  the  Vision  blest  to  come ! 

My  great  assurance  and  my  goal ! 

The  Bock  whereon  I  stand,  and  gaze  up  to  my  heavenly 
home ! 

When  that  the  terrors  both  of  Sin  and  Death 
Fearfully  threat  to  prostrate  me  beneath, 

Upon  this  rock,  oh  !  let  me  stand, 

Thou  whom  the  Dead  of  God  behold ! 

When  grasped  in  the  almighty  hand 

Of  Death,  that  may  not  be  controlled ! 

My  soul,  above  mortality 

Exalt  thyself !  Look  up  and  see  — 

Behold  the  Father’s  glory  radiant  shine 
In  the  human  face  of  Jesus  Christ  divine! 

Hosanna !  let  the  loud  Hosanna  tell  — 

The  plenitude  of  Deity 
Doth  in  the  man  Christ  Jesus  dwell !  — 
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Yet  scarcely  sounds  the  cherub’s  harp  —  it  shakes  ! 

Scarce  sounds  the  voice  —  it  trembles  —  trembles!  Now 
wakes ! 


Hosanna !  Hosanna ! 

The  plenitude  of  Deity 
Doth  in  the  humanity 
Of  Christ  Jesus  dwell! 

Even  then  when  on  our  world  shone  brighter  still 
A  god-beam,  and  Redemption  did  fulfill 
That  prophecy  of  blood  —  when  he  knew  scorn 
And  woe,  whereto  none  else  was  ever  born  — 

Unseen  by  mortals,  Cherubim  beheld 
The  Father’s  glory,  unexcelled, 

Shine  in  the  face,  where  aye  it  shone, 

Of  the  co-eternal  Son  ! 

I  see  —  I  see  the  Witness  !  Lo ! 

Seven  midnights,  sore  perplexed,  had  he 
Doubted,  and  with  severest  agony 
Adoring,  wrestled  so  !  — 

Yes,  him  I  see  — 

To  him  appears  the  Risen !  His  hands  explore 
The  wounds  divine ;  and  now  perceiveth  he 
(About  him  heaven  and  earth  expire ! ) 

In  the  Son’s  face  the  glory  of  his  Sire  !  — 

I  hear  him !  He  exclaims  —  in  doubt  no  more  — 

(About  him  heaven  and  earth  expire  !) 

“  Thou  art  my  Lord  and  God  —  the  God  whom  I  adore  !  ” 


Herman  and  Thusnelda. 

“  Ha !  there  comes  he,  with  sweat,  with  Roman  blood, 
With  battle  dust  bedecked !  Never  so  fair 
Was  Herman  —  never  flamed 
His  eye  so  brightly  yet ! 

Come  !  for  desire  I  tremble  !  Reach  to  me 
The  eagle,  the  blood-dropping  sword  !  Come,  breathe 
Here  —  rest  in  mine  embrace 
From  the  too  fearful  fight ! 

Rest  here,  that  I  may  wipe  away  the  sweat 

Off  from  thy  brow,  and  from  thy  cheek  the  blood  — 
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How  glows  thy  cheek  !  Thus  ne’er 
Thusnelda  Herman  loved ! 

Not  even  then,  when  in  the  oak  shade  first 
With  thy  brown  arm  thou  wilder  compassed  me ; 
Flying,  I  stayed,  and  saw 
Th’  undying  fame  in  thee 

Which  now  is  thine.  Relate  it  all  in  groves, 

That  timidly  Augustus,  with  his  gods, 

Drinks  nectar  now  —  that  more 
Immortal  Herman  is  !  ” 

“  Why  curlest  thou  my  hair  ?  Lies  not  the  dumb 
Dead  father  before  us  ?  Oh,  had  his  host 
Augustus  led  —  there  he 
Might  lie  yet  bloodier !  ” 

“  Herman  —  nay,  let  me  raise  thy  sinking  hair, 
That  o’er  the  garland  threat  its  tresses  may;  — 
Siegmar  is  with  the  gods  !  — 

Follow  —  nor  weep  for  him  !  ” 


The  Two  Muses. 

I  saw  —  oh,  tell  me,  saw  I  what  now  is, 

Or  what  shall  be  ?  —  with  Britain’s  Muse  I  saw 
The  German  in  the  race  compete, 

Fly  ardent  for  the  crowning  goal. 

There,  where  the  prospect  terminates,  two  goals 
Closed  the  career.  Oaks  of  the  forest  one 
Shaded ;  and  near  the  other  waved 
Palms  in  the  glimmering  of  the  eve. 

To  contest  used,  the  Muse  of  Albion  stept 
Into  the  arena  proudly,  as  when  she 

Dared  mate  the  Grecian  Muse,  and  brave 
The  heroine  of  the  Capitol. 

She  saw  her  young  and  trembling  rival,  who 
With  high  emotion  trembled  ;  yea,  her  cheek 
With  roses,  worthy  of  victory, 

Glowed,  and  her  golden  hair  flew  wide. 
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With,  pain  already  in  her  throbbing  breast, 

She  held  the  breath  restrained  ;  hung,  forward  bent, 
Towards  the  goal; — the  herald  raised 
His  trump  —  her  eyes  swam  drunkenly. 

Proud  of  thy  courage,  of  herself,  thee  scanned 

The  lofty  Britoness  with  noble  glance. 

Tuiscone.  “  Yes,  near  the  bards 
I  grew  with  thee  in  oaken  groves ;  — 

But  I  was  told  thou  wert  no  more.  O  Muse  ! 

Pardon,  if  that  thou  art  immortal,  me 
Pardon,  that  now  I  first  am  taught 
What  at  the  goal  I’ll  better  learn  ! 

Yonder  it  stands ;  —  but  mark  the  further  one  ! 

Seest  thou  its  crown  ?  This  courage  thus  suppressed, 
This  silence  proud,  this  look  of  fire 
Fixed  on  the  earth  —  I  knew  it  well  ! 

Yet,  ponder  once  again,  ere  sounds  to  thee 

The  herald’s  dangerous  signal.  Strove  not  I 
With  her  of  old  Thermopylae, 

And  eke  with  her  of  the  Seven  Hills  ?  ” 

She  spake.  The  solemn,  the  decisive  time 

Approaches  with  the  herald.  With  a  look 
Of  ardor  spake  Teutona  quick  — 

“  Thee  I,  admiring,  love,  0  Muse ! 

But  dearer  yet  love  immortality 

And  yonder  palms  !  Oh,  —  if  thy  genius  will,  — ■ 
Touch  them  before  me;  —  but,  e’en  then, 

Will  I  seize  likewise  on  the  crown ! 

Oh,  how  I  tremble  !  Ye  immortal  gods  ! 

I  haply  may  reach  first  the  goal  sublime !  — 

Then  may  I  feel,  0  Britoness  ! 

Thy  breath  on  my  loose-flowing  locks  !  ” 

The  herald  clanged.  With  eagle  speed  they  flew,  — 

Their  far  career  smoked  up  with  dust,  like  clouds  ;  — 

I  looked  —  beyond  the  oak  the  dust, 

Still  billowing,  hid  them  from  my  sight ! 
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THE  CONSPIRACY  AGAINST  CLINKER. 

By  TOBIAS  SMOLLETT. 

(From  “The  Expedition  of  Humphry  Clinker.”) 

[Tobias  George  Smollett,  English  novelist,  grandson  of  Sir  James 
Smollett  of  Bonhill,  was  horn  at  Dalquburn,  Dumbartonshire,  March,  1721. 
After  a  course  of  study  at  the  University  of  Glasgow,  he  was  apprenticed  to  a 
surgeon ;  about  1740  entered  the  navy  as  surgeon’s  mate ;  and  took  part  in 
the  disastrous  expedition  against  Carthagena  (1741).  On  his  return  to  England, 
he  set  up  as  a  practitioner  in  London,  and  then  in  Bath,  but,  not  meeting  with 
success,  turned  to  literature,  and  acquired  a  reputation  as  novelist,  editor,  his¬ 
torian,  dramatist,  translator,  etc.  Toward  the  close  of  his  life  he  retired  to 
Monte  Novo,  near  Leghorn,  Italy,  where  he  died  after  a  long  illness,  October  21, 
1771.  “Roderick  Random,”  “Peregrine  Pickle,”  and  “Humphry  Clinker” 
are  his  principal  novels.  His  other  works  include:  “A  Complete  History  of 
England,”  written  in  fourteen  months;  “The  Adventures  of  an  Atom,”  a 
satire;  translations  of  “Don  Quixote”  and  “Gil  Bias”  ;  plays,  poems,  etc. 
Smollett  ranks  with  Richardson  and  Fielding  as  one  of  the  standard  novelists  of 
the  eighteenth  century,  founders  of  the  English  school  of  prose  Action.] 

J.  Melford  to  Sir  W atkin  Phillips,  Bart.,  of  Jesus 

Coll.  Oxon. 

Dear  Phillips,  —  The  moment  I  received  your  letter,  I 
began  to  execute  your  commission.  With  the  assistance  of 
mine  host  at  the  Bull  and  Gate,  I  discovered  the  place  to  which 
your  fugitive  valet  had  retreated,  and  taxed  him  with  his  dis¬ 
honesty.  The  fellow  was  in  manifest  confusion  at  sight  of  me 
—  but  he  denied  the  charge  with  great  confidence  ;  till  I  told 
him  that,  if  he  would  give  up  the  watch,  which  was  a  family 
piece,  he  might  keep  the  money  and  the  clothes,  and  go  to  the 
devil  his  own  way,  at  his  leisure  ;  but,  if  he  rejected  this  pro¬ 
posal,  I  would  deliver  him  forthwith  to  the  constable,  whom  I 
had  provided  for  that  purpose,  and  he  would  carry  him  before 
the  justice  without  farther  delay.  After  some  hesitation,  he 
desired  to  speak  with  me  in  the  next  room,  where  he  produced 
the  watch,  with  all  its  appendages  ;  and  I  have  delivered  it  to 
our  landlord,  to  be  sent  you  by  the  first  safe  conveyance.  So 
much  for  business. 

I  shall  grow  vain  upon  your  saying  you  find  entertainment 
in  my  letters,  barren,  as  they  certainly  are,  of  incident  and  im¬ 
portance  ;  because  your  amusement  must  arise,  not  from  the 
matter,  but  from  the  manner,  which  you  know  is  all  my  own. 
Animated,  therefore,  by  the  approbation  of  a  person  whose 
nice  taste  and  consummate  judgment  I  can  no  longer  doubt, 
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I  will  cheerfully  proceed  with  our  memoirs.  As  it  is  deter¬ 
mined  we  shall  set  out  next  week  for  Yorkshire,  I  went  to-day, 
in  the  forenoon,  with  my  uncle,  to  see  a  carriage  belonging  to 
a  coach  maker  in  our  neighborhood.  Turning  down  a  narrow 
lane,  behind  Long  Acre,  we  perceived  a  crowd  of  people  stand¬ 
ing  at  a  door,  which,  it  seems,  opened  into  a  kind  of  Methodist 
meeting,  and  were  informed  that  a  footman  was  then  holding 
forth  to  the  congregation  within.  Curious  to  see  this  phe¬ 
nomenon,  we  squeezed  into  the  place  with  much  difficulty ; 
and  who  should  this  preacher  be,  but  the  identical  Humphry 
Clinker  !  He  had  finished  his  sermon,  and  given  out  a  psalm, 
the  first  stave  of  which  he  sung  with  peculiar  grace.  But,  if 
we  were  astonished  to  see  Clinker  in  the  pulpit,  we  were  al¬ 
together  confounded  at  finding  all  the  females  of  our  family 
among  the  audience.  There  was  Lady  Griskin,  Mrs.  Tabitha 
Bramble,  Mrs.  Winifred  Jenkins,  my  sister  Liddy,  and  Mr. 
Barton,  and  all  of  them  joined  in  the  psalmody  with  strong 
marks  of  devotion. 

I  could  hardly  keep  my  gravity  on  this  ludicrous  occasion  ; 
but  old  Squaretoes  was  differently  affected.  The  first  thing 
that  struck  him  was  the  presumption  of  his  lackey,  whom  he 
commanded  to  come  down,  with  such  an  air  of  authority  as 
Humphry  did  not  think  proper  to  disregard.  He  descended 
immediately,  and  all  the  people  were  in  commotion.  Barton 
looked  exceedingly  sheepish,  Lady  Griskin  flirted  her  fan,  Mrs. 
Tabby  groaned  in  spirit,  Liddy  changed  countenance,  and  Mrs. 
Jenkins  sobbed  as  if  her  heart  was  breaking.  My  uncle,  with 
a  sneer,  asked  pardon  of  the  ladies  for  having  interrupted 
their  devotions,  saying,  he  had  particular  business  with  the 
preacher,  whom  he  ordered  to  call  a  hackney  coach.  This 
being  immediately  brought  up  to  the  end  of  the  lane,  he 
handed  Liddy  into  it,  and  my  aunt  and  I  following  him,  we 
drove  home,  without  taking  any  further  notice  of  the  rest  of 
the  company,  who  still  remained  in  silent  astonishment. 

Mr.  Bramble,  perceiving  Liddy  in  great  trepidation,  as¬ 
sumed  a  milder  aspect,  bidding  her  be  under  no  concern,  for 
he  was  not  at  all  displeased  at  anything  she  had  done.  “  I 
have  no  objection,”  said  he,  “  to  your  being  religiously  in¬ 
clined  ;  but  I  don’t  think  my  servant  is  a  proper  ghostly  di¬ 
rector  for  a  devotee  of  your  sex  and  character.  If,  in  fact,  as  I 
rather  believe,  your  aunt  is  not  the  sole  conductress  of  this 
machine - ”  Mrs.  Tabitha  made  no  answer,  but  threw  up  the 
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whites  of  her  eyes,  as  if  in  the  act  of  ejaculation.  Poor  Liddy 
said  she  had  no  right  to  the  title  of  a  devotee ;  that  she 
thought  there  was  no  harm  in  hearing  a  pious  discourse,  even 
if  it  came  from  a  footman,  especially  as  her  aunt  was  present ; 
but  that,  if  she  had  erred  from  ignorance,  she  hoped  he  would 
excuse  it,  as  she  could  not  bear  the  thoughts  of  living  under 
his  displeasure.  The  old  gentleman,  pressing  her  hand,  with  a 
tender  smile,  said  she  was  a  good  girl,  and  that  he  did  not 
believe  her  capable  of  doing  anything  that  could  give  him  the 
least  umbrage  or  disgust. 

When  we  arrived  at  our  lodgings,  he  commanded  Mr. 
Clinker  to  attend  him  upstairs,  and  spoke  to  him  in  these 
words  :  — 

“  Since  you  are  called  upon  by  the  Spirit  to  preach  and  to 
teach,  it  is  high  time  to  lay  aside  the  livery  of  an  earthly 
master,  and,  for  my  part,  I  am  unworthy  to  have  an  apostle  in 
my  service.” 

“  I  hope,”  said  Humphry,  “  I  have  not  failed  in  my  duty  to 
your  honor ;  I  should  be  a  vile  wretch  if  I  did,  considering  the 
misery  from  which  your  charity  and  compassion  relieved  me : 
but  having  an  inward  admonition  of  the  Spirit - ” 

“  Admonition  of  the  devil  !  ”  cried  the  squire,  in  a  passion ; 
“  what  admonition,  you  blockhead  ?  What  right  has  such  a 
fellow  as  you  to  set  up  for  a  reformer  ?  ” 

“  Begging  your  honor’s  pardon,”  replied  Clinker,  “  may  not 
the  new  light  of  God’s  grace  shine  upon  the  poor  and  the 
ignorant  in  their  humility,  as  well  as  upon  the  wealthy  and  the 
philosopher,  in  all  his  pride  of  human  learning  ?  ” 

“  What  you  imagine  to  be  the  new  light  of  grace,”  said  his 
master,  “  I  take  to  be  a  deceitful  vapor,  glimmering  through  a 
crack  in  your  upper  story  ;  in  a  word,  Mr.  Clinker,  I  will  have 
no  light  in  my  family  but  what  pays  the  king’s  taxes,  unless  it 
be  the  light  of  reason,  which  you  don’t  pretend  to  follow.” 

“Ah,  sir!”  cried  Humphry,  “the  light  of  reason  is  no 
more,  in  comparison  to  the  light  I  mean,  than  a  farthing  candle 
to  the  sun  at  noon.” 

“Very  true,”  said  my  uncle,  “the  one  will  serve  to  show 
you  your  way,  and  the  other  to  dazzle  and  confound  your  weak 
brain.  Hark  ye,  Clinker,  you  are  either  an  hypocritical  knave, 
or  a  wrong-headed  enthusiast,  and,  in  either  case,  unfit  for  my 
service.  If  you  are  a  quack  in  sanctity  and  devotion,  you  will 
find  it  an  easy  matter  to  impose  upon  silly  women,  and  others 
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of  crazed  understanding,  who  will  contribute  lavishly  for  your 
support.  If  you  are  really  seduced  by  the  reveries  of  a  dis¬ 
turbed  imagination,  the  sooner  you  lose  your  senses  entirely, 
the  better  for  yourself  and  the  community.  In  that  case  some 
charitable  person  might  provide  you  with  a  dark  room  and 
clean  straw  in  Bedlam,  where  it  would  not  be  in  your  power  to 
infect  others  with  your  fanaticism  ;  whereas,  if  you  have  just 
reflection  enough  left  to  maintain  the  character  of  a  chosen 
vessel  in  the  meetings  of  the  godly,  you  and  your  hearers  will 
be  misled  by  a  Will-o’-the-wisp  from  one  error  into  another, 
till  you  are  plunged  into  religious  frenzy  :  and  then,  perhaps, 
you  will  hang  yourself  in  despair.” 

“  Which  the  Lord,  of  his  infinite  mercy,  forbid  !  ”  exclaimed 
the  affrighted  Clinker.  “  It  is  very  possible  I  may  be  under 
the  temptation  of  the  devil,  who  wants  to  wreck  me  on  the 
rocks  of  spiritual  pride.  Your  honor  says  I  am  either  a  knave 
or  a  madman  ;  now,  as  I’ll  assure  your  honor  I  am  no  knave,  it 
follows  that  I  must  be  mad  ;  therefore  I  beseech  your  honor, 
upon  my  knees,  to  take  my  case  into  consideration,  that  means 
may  be  used  for  my  recovery.” 

The  squire  could  not  help  smiling  at  the  poor  fellow’s  sim¬ 
plicity,  and  promised  to  take  care  of  him,  provided  he  would 
mind  the  business  of  his  place,  without  running  after  the  new 
light  of  Methodism  ;  but  Mrs.  Tabitha  took  offense  at  his 
humility,  which  she  interpreted  into  poorness  of  spirit  and 
worldly-mindedness ;  she  upbraided  him  with  the  want  of 
courage  to  suffer  for  conscience’  sake  ;  she  observed  that  if  he 
should  lose  his  place  for  bearing  testimony  of  the  truth,  Provi¬ 
dence  would  not  fail  to  find  him  another,  perhaps  more  advan¬ 
tageous  ;  and  declaring  that  it  could  not  be  very  agreeable  to 
live  in  a  family  where  an  inquisition  was  established,  retired  to 
another  room  in  great  agitation. 

My  uncle  followed  her  with  a  significant  look  ;  then  turning 
to  the  preacher,  “You  hear  what  my  sister  says.  If  you  cannot 
live  with  me  upon  such  terms  as  I  have  prescribed,  the  vineyard 
of  Methodism  lies  before  you,  and  she  seems  very  well  disposed 
to  reward  your  labor.” 

“  I  would  not  willingly  give  offense  to  any  soul  upon  earth,” 
answered  Humphry ;  “  her  ladyship  has  been  very  good  to  me 
ever  since  Ave  came  to  London ;  and  surely  she  has  a  heart 
turned  for  religious  exercises,  and  both  she  and  Lady  Griskin 
sing  psalms  and  hymns  like  two  cherubims ;  but,  at  the  same 
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time,  I  am  bound  to  love  and  obey  your  honor.  It  becometh 
not  such  a  poor  ignorant  fellow  as  me  to  hold  dispute  with  a 
gentleman  of  rank  and  learning.  As  for  the  matter  of  knowl¬ 
edge,  I  am  no  more  than  a  beast  in  comparison  to  your  honor, 
therefore  I  submit ;  and,  with  God’s  grace,  I  will  follow  you  to 
the  world’s  end,  if  you  don’t  think  me  too  far  gone  to  be  out 
of  confinement.” 

His  master  promised  to  keep  him  for  some  time  longer  on 
trial ;  then  desired  to  know  in  what  manner  Lady  Griskin  and 
Mr.  Barton  came  to  join  their  religious  society.  He  told  him 
that  her  ladyship  was  the  person  who  first  carried  my  aunt  and 
sister  to  the  tabernacle,  whither  he  attended  them,  and  had  his 
devotion  kindled  by  Mr.  W - ’s  preaching;  that  he  was  con¬ 

firmed  in  this  new  way  by  the  preacher’s  sermons,  which  he  had 
bought  and  studied  with  great  attention  ;  that  his  discourse  and 
prayers  had  brought  over  Mrs.  Jenkins  and  the  housemaid  to 
the  same  way  of  thinking ;  but  as  for  Mr.  Barton,  he  had  never 
seen  him  at  service  before  this  day,  when  he  came  in  company 
with  Lady  Griskin.  Humphry,  moreover,  owned  that  he  had 
been  encouraged  to  mount  the  rostrum  by  the  example  and  suc¬ 
cess  of  a  weaver,  who  was  much  followed  as  a  powerful  minister  ; 
that,  on  his  first  trial,  he  found  himself  under  such  strong  impul¬ 
sions  as  made  him  believe  he  was  certainly  moved  by  the  Spirit, 
and  that  he  had  assisted  in  Lady  Grishin’s  and  several  private 
houses,  at  exercises  of  devotion. 

Mr.  Bramble  was  no  sooner  informed  that  her  ladyship  had 
acted  as  the  primum  mobile  of  this  confederacy,  than  he  con¬ 
cluded  she  had  only  made  use  of  Clinker  as  a  tool,  subservient 
to  the  execution  of  some  design,  to  the  true  secret  of  which  he 
was  an  utter  stranger.  He  observed  that  her  ladyship’s  brain 
was  a  perfect  mill  for  projects,  and  that  she  and  Tabby  had 
certaiidy  engaged  in  some  secret  treaty,  the  nature  of  which 
he  could  not  comprehend.  I  told  him  I  thought  it  was  no  diffi¬ 
cult  matter  to  perceive  the  drift  of  Mrs.  Tabitha,  which  was 
to  ensnare  the  heart  of  Barton,  and  that  in  all  likelihood  my 
Lady  Griskin  acted  as  her  auxiliary ;  that  this  supposition 
would  account  for  their  endeavors  to  convert  him  to  Metho¬ 
dism,  an  event  which  would  occasion  a  connection  of  souls 
that  might  be  easily  improved  into  a  matrimonial  union. 

My  uncle  seemed  to  be  much  diverted  by  the  thoughts  of 
this  scheme’s  succeeding ;  but  I  gave  him  to  understand  that 
Barton  was  preengaged ;  that  lie  had  the  day  before  made  a 
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present  of  an  etuis  to  Liddy,  which  her  aunt  had  obliged  her  to 
receive,  with  a  view,  no  doubt,  to  countenance  her  own  accept¬ 
ing  of  a  snuffbox  at  the  same  time  ;  that  my  sister  having 
made  me  acquainted  with  this  incident,  I  had  desired  an  ex¬ 
planation  of  Mr.  Barton,  who  declared  his  intentions  were 
honorable,  and  expressed  his  hope  that  I  would  have  no  objec¬ 
tion  to  his  alliance  ;  that  I  thanked  him  for  the  honor  he  had 
intended  our  family,  but  told  him  it  would  be  necessary  to  con¬ 
sult  her  uncle  and  aunt,  who  were  her  guardians,  and  their 
approbation  being  obtained,  I  could  have  no  objection  to  his 
proposal,  though  I  was  persuaded  that  no  violence  would  be 
offered  to  my  sister’s  inclinations,  in  a  transaction  that  so 
nearly  interested  the  happiness  of  her  future  life ;  that  he 
assured  me  he  should  never  think  of  availing  himself  of  a 
guardian’s  authority,  unless  he  could  render  his  addresses 
agreeable  to  the  young  lady  herself ;  and  that  he  would  im¬ 
mediately  demand  permission  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bramble  to 
make  Liddy  a  tender  of  his  hand  and  fortune. 

Matt.  Bramble  to  Dr.  Lewis. 

I  had  not  much  time  to  moralize  on  these  occurrences ;  for 
the  house  was  visited  by  a  constable  and  his  gang,  with  a  war¬ 
rant  from  Justice  Buzzard  to  search  the  box  of  Humphry 
Clinker,  my  footman,  who  was  just  apprehended  as  a  highway¬ 
man.  This  incident  threw  the  whole  family  into  confusion. 
My  sister  scolded  the  constable  for  presuming  to  enter  the 
lodgings  of  a  gentleman  on  such  an  errand,  without  having 
first  asked  and  obtained  permission  ;  her  maid  was  frightened 
into  fits,  and  Liddy  shed  tears  of  compassion  for  the  unfortunate 
Clinker,  in  whose  box,  however,  nothing  was  found  to  confirm 
the  suspicion  of  robbery. 

For  my  own  part,  I  made  no  doubt  of  the  fellow’s  being  mis¬ 
taken  for  some  other  person,  and  I  went  directly  to  the  justice, 
in  order  to  procure  his  discharge ;  but  there  I  found  the  matter 
much  more  serious  than  I  expected.  Poor  Clinker  stood  trem¬ 
bling  at  the  bar,  surrounded  by  thief  takers ;  and,  at  a  little 
distance,  a  thick  squat  fellow,  a  postilion,  his  accuser,  who  had 
seized  him  in  the  street,  and  swore  positively  to  his  person,  that 
the  said  Clinker  had,  on  the  15th  day  of  March  last,  on  Black- 
heath,  robbed  a  gentleman  in  a  post  chaise,  which  he,  the 
postilion,  drove.  This  deposition  was  sufficient  to  justify  his 
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commitment ;  and  he  was  sent  accordingly  to  Clerkenwell 
prison,  whither  Jery  accompanied  him  in  the  coach,  in  order  to 
recommend  him  properly  to  the  keeper,  that  he  may  want  for 
no  convenience  which  the  place  affords. 

The  spectators,  who  assembled  to  see  this  highwayman,  were 
sagacious  enough  to  discern  something  very  villainous  in  his 
aspect ;  which,  begging  their  pardon,  is  the  very  picture  of  sim¬ 
plicity  ;  and  the  justice  himself  put  a  very  unfavorable  con¬ 
struction  upon  some  of  his  answers,  which,  he  said,  savored  of 
the  ambiguity  and  equivocation  of  an  old  offender  ;  but,  in  my 
opinion,  it  would  have  been  more  just  and  humane  to  impute 
them  to  the  confusion  into  which  we  may  suppose  a  poor  country 
lad  to  be  thrown  on  such  an  occasion.  I  am  still  persuaded  he 
is  innocent ;  and,  in  this  persuasion,  I  can  do  no  less  than  use 
my  utmost  endeavors  that  he  may  not  be  oppressed.  I  shall 
to-morrow  send  my  nephew  to  wait  on  the  gentleman  who  was 
robbed,  and  beg  he  will  have  the  humanity  to  go  and  see  the 
prisoner,  that,  in  case  he  should  find  him  quite  different  from 
the  person  of  the  highwayman,  he  may  bear  testimony  in  his 
behalf.  Howsoever  it  may  fare  with  Clinker,  this  cursed  affair 
will  be  to  me  productive  of  intolerable  chagrin.  I  have  already 
caught  a  dreadful  cold,  by  rushing  into  the  open  air  from  the 
justice’s  parlor,  where  I  had  been  stewing  in  the  crowd  ;  and 
though  I  should  not  be  laid  up  with  the  gout,  as  I  believe  I 
shall,  I  must  stay  in  London  for  some  weeks,  till  this  poor  devil 
comes  to  his  trial  at  Rochester  ;  so  that,  in  all  probability,  my 
northern  expedition  is  blown  up. 

If  you  can  find  anything  in  your  philosophical  budget  to 
console  me  in  the  midst  of  these  distresses  and  apprehensions, 
pray  let  it  be  communicated  to  your  unfortunate  friend, 

Matt.  Bramble. 

London,  June  12. 


J.  Melford  to  Sir  Watkin  Phillips,  Bart.,  Jesus  Coll. 

Oxon. 

Dear  Wat,  —  The  farce  is  finished,  and  another  piece  of  a 
graver  cast  brought  upon  the  stage.  Our  aunt  made  a  desperate 
attack  upon  Barton,  who  had  no  other  way  of  saving  himself  but 
by  leaving  her  in  possession  of  the  field,  and  avowing  his  pre¬ 
tensions  to  Liddy,  by  whom  he  has  been  rejected  in  his  turn. 
Lady  Griskin  acted  as  his  advocate  and  agent  on  this  occasion, 
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with  such  zeal  as  embroiled  her  with  Mrs.  Tabitha,  and  a  high 
scene  of  altercation  passed  betwixt  these  two  religionists,  which 
might  have  come  to  action,  had  not  my  uncle  interposed.  They 
are,  however,  reconciled,  in  consequence  of  an  event  which  has 
involved  us  all  in  trouble  and  disquiet.  You  must  know,  the 
poor  preacher,  Humphry  Clinker,  is  now  exercising  his  ministry 
among  the  felons  in  Clerkenwell  prison.  A  postilion  having 
sworn  a  robbery  against  him,  no  bail  could  be  taken,  and  he  was 
committed  to  jail,  notwithstanding  all  the  remonstrances  and 
interest  my  uncle  could  make  in  his  behalf. 

All  things  considered,  the  poor  fellow  cannot  possibly  he 
guilty,  and  yet,  I  believe,  he  runs  some  risk  of  being  hanged. 
Upon  his  examination,  he  answered  with  such  hesitation  and 
reserve  as  persuaded  most  of  the  people  who  crowded  the 
place  that  he  was  really  a  knave ;  and  the  justice’s  remarks 
confirmed  their  opinion.  Exclusive  of  my  uncle  and  myself, 
there  was  only  one  person  who  seemed  inclined  to  favor  the 
culprit  —  he  was  a  young  man,  well  dressed,  and,  from  the 
manner  in  which  he  cross-examined  the  evidence,  we  took  it 
for  granted  that  he  was  a  student  in  one  of  the  inns  of  court 
— he  freely  checked  the  justice  for  some  uncharitable  inferences 
he  made  to  the  prejudice  of  the  prisoner,  and  even  ventured  to 
dispute  with  his  worship  on  certain  points  of  law. 

My  uncle,  provoked  at  the  unconnected  and  dubious  answers 
of  Clinker,  who  seemed  in  danger  of  falling  a  sacrifice  to  his 
simplicity,  exclaimed,  “  In  the  name  of  God,  if  you  are  inno¬ 
cent,  say  so.” 

“No,”  cried  he,  “  God  forbid  that  I  should  call  myself  inno¬ 
cent,  while  my  conscience  is  burdened  with  sin.” 

“  What  then,  you  did  commit  this  robbery  ?  ”  resumed  his 
master. 

“No,  sure,”  said  he,  “blessed  be  the  Lord,  I’m  free  of  that 
guilt.” 

Here  the  justice  interposed,  observing  that  the  man  seemed 
inclined  to  make  a  discovery  by  turning  king’s  evidence,  and 
desired  the  clerk  to  take  his  confession ;  upon  which  Humphry 
declared  that  he  looked  upon  confession  to  be  a  popish  fraud, 
invented  by  the  whore  of  Babylon.  The  templar  affirmed  that 
the  poor  fellow  was  non  compos ,  and  exhorted  the  justice  to  dis¬ 
charge  him  as  a  lunatic.  “  You  know  very  well,”  added  he, 
“  that  the  robbery  in  question  was  not  committed  by  the  pris¬ 
oner.” 
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The  thief  takers  grinned  at  one  another  ;  and  Mr.  Justice 
Buzzard  replied,  with  great  emotion,  “  Mr.  Martin,  I  desire 
you  will  mind  your  own  business ;  I  shall  convince  you  one  of 
these  days  that  I  understand  mine.” 

In  short,  there  was  no  remedy  ;  the  mittimus  was  made  out, 
and  poor  Clinker  sent  to  prison  in  a  hackney  coach,  guarded 
by  the  constable,  and  accompanied  by  your  humble  servant. 
By  the  way,  I  was  not  a  little  surprised  to  hear  this  retainer 
to  justice  bid  the  prisoner  to  keep  up  his  spirits,  for  that  he 
did  not  at  all  doubt  but  that  he  would  get  off  for  a  few  weeks’ 
confinement.  He  said  his  worship  knew  very  well  that  Clinker 
was  innocent  of  the  fact,  and  that  the  real  highwayman,  who 
robbed  the  chaise,  was  no  other  than  that  very  individual  Mr. 
Martin,  who  had  pleaded  so  strenuously  for  honest  Humphry. 

Confounded  at  this  information,  I  asked,  “  Why  then  is  he 
suffered  to  go  about  at  his  liberty,  and  this  poor  innocent  fellow 
treated  as  a  malefactor  ?  ” 

“We  have  exact  intelligence  of  all  Mr.  Martin’s  transac¬ 
tions,”  said  he ;  “  but  as  yet  there  is  no  evidence  sufficient  for 
his  conviction ;  and,  as  for  this  young  man,  the  justice  could 
do  no  less  than  commit  him,  as  the  postilion  swore  point-blank 
to  his  identity.” 

“  So,  if  this  rascally  postilion  should  persist  in  the  falsity 
to  which  he  has  sworn,”  said  I,  “  this  innocent  lad  may  be 
brought  to  the  gallows.” 

The  constable  observed  that  he  would  have  time  enough  to 
prepare  for  his  trial,  and  might  prove  an  alibi;  or  perhaps, 
Martin  might  be  apprehended,  and  convicted  for  another  fact, 
in  which  case  he  might  be  prevailed  upon  to  take  this  affair 
upon  himself ;  or  finally,  if  these  chances  should  fail,  and  the 
evidence  stand  good  against  Clinker,  the  jury  might  recom¬ 
mend  him  to  mercy,  in  consideration  of  his  youth,  especially 
if  this  should  appear  to  be  the  first  fact  of  which  he  had  been 
guilty. 

Humphry  owned  he  could  not  pretend  to  recollect  where  he 
had  been  on  the  day  when  the  robbery  was  committed,  much 
less  prove  a  circumstance  of  that  kind,  so  far  back  as  six  months, 
though  he  knew  he  had  been  sick  of  the  fever  and  ague,  which, 
however,  did  not  prevent  him  from  going  about.  Then,  turn¬ 
ing  up  his  eyes,  he  ejaculated,  “  The  Lord’s  will  be  done  !  if  it 
be  my  fate  to  suffer,  I  hope  I  shall  not  disgrace  the  faith  of 
which,  though  unworthy,  I  make  profession.” 
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When  I  expressed  my  surprise  that  the  accuser  should  per¬ 
sist  in  charging  Clinker,  without  taking  the  least  notice  of  the 
real  robber,  who  stood  before  him,  and  to  whom,  indeed, 
Humphry  bore  not  the  smallest  resemblance,  the  constable, 
who  was  himself  a  thief  taker,  gave  me  to  understand  that 
Mr.  Martin  was  the  best  qualified  for  business  of  all  the  gentle¬ 
men  on  the  road  he  had  ever  known ;  that  he  had  always  acted 
on  his  own  bottom,  without  partner  or  correspondent,  and  never 
went  to  work  but  when  he  was  cool  and  sober ;  that  his  cour¬ 
age  and  presence  of  mind  never  failed  him ;  that  his  address 
was  genteel,  and  his  behavior  void  of  all  cruelty  and  insolence  ; 
that  he  never  encumbered  himself  with  watches,  or  trinkets, 
nor  even  with  bank  notes,  but  always  dealt  for  ready  money, 
and  that  in  the  current  coin  of  the  kingdom ;  and  that  he  could 
disguise  himself  and  his  horse  in  such  a  manner  that,  after  the 
action,  it  was  impossible  to  recognize  either  the  one  or  the  other. 
“  This  great  man,”  said  he,  “  has  reigned  paramount  in  all  the 
roads  within  fifty  miles  of  London  above  fifteen  months,  and 
has  done  more  business  in  that  time  than  all  the  rest  of  the 
profession  put  together ;  for  those  who  pass  through  his  hands 
are  so  delicately  dealt  with  that  they  have  no  desire  to  give 
him  the  least  disturbance ;  but,  for  all  that,  his  race  is  almost 
run.  He  is  now  fluttering  about  justice  like  a  moth  about  a 
candle.  There  are  so  many  lime  twigs  laid  in  his  way,  that 
I’ll  bet  a  cool  hundred  he  swings  before  Christmas.” 

Shall  I  own  to  you  that  this  portrait,  drawn  by  a  ruffian, 
heightened  by  what  I  myself  had  observed  in  his  deportment, 
has  interested  me  warmly  in  the  fate  of  poor  Martin,  whom 
nature  seems  to  have  intended  for  a  useful  and  honorable  mem¬ 
ber  of  that  community  upon  which  he  now  preys  for  a  sub¬ 
sistence  !  It  seems  he  lived  some  time  as  a  clerk  to  a  timber 
merchant,  whose  daughter  Martin  having  privately  married,  he 
was  discarded,  and  his  wife  turned  out  of  doors.  She  did  not 
long  survive  her  marriage  ;  and  Martin,  turning  fortune  hunter, 
could  not  supply  his  occasions  any  other  way  than  by  taking  to 
the  road,  in  which  he  has  traveled  hitherto  with  uncommon  suc¬ 
cess.  He  pays  his  respects  regularly  to  Mr.  Justice  Buzzard, 
the  thief-catcher  general  of  this  metropolis,  and  sometimes  they 
smoke  a  pipe  together  very  lovingly,  when  the  conversation 
generally  turns  upon  the  nature  of  evidence.  The  justice  has 
given  him  fair  warning  to  take  care  of  himself,  and  he  has  re¬ 
ceived  his  caution  in  good  part.  Hitherto  he  has  baffled  all  the 
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vigilance,  art,  and  activity  of  Buzzard  and  his  emissaries,  with 
such  conduct  as  would  have  done  honor  to  the  genius  of  a  Caesar 
or  a  Turenne  ;  hut  he  has  one  weakness,  which  has  proved  fatal 
to  all  the  heroes  of  the  tribe,  namely,  an  indiscreet  devotion  to 
the  fair  sex,  and,  in  all  probability,  he  will  be  attacked  on  this 
defenseless  quarter. 

Be  that  as  it  may,  I  saw  the  body  of  poor  Clinker  consigned 
to  the  jailer  of  Clerkenwell,  to  whose  indulgence  I  recom¬ 
mended  him  so  effectually  that  he  received  him  in  the  most 
hospitable  manner,  though  there  was  a  necessity  of  equipping 
him  with  a  suit  of  irons,  in  which  he  made  a  very  rueful  appear¬ 
ance.  The  poor  creature  seemed  as  much  affected  by  my  uncle’s 
kindness  as  by  his  own  misfortune.  When  I  assured  him  that 
nothing  should  be  left  undone  for  procuring  his  enlargement,  and 
making  his  confinement  easy  in  the  mean  time,  he  fell  down  upon 
his  knees,  and  kissing  my  hand,  which  he  bathed  with  his  tears, 
“O  squire,”  cried  he,  sobbing,  “what  shall  I  say?  —  I  can’t  — 
no,  I  can’t  speak  —  my  poor  heart  is  bursting  with  gratitude  to 
you  and  my  dear  —  dear  —  generous  —  noble  benefactor.” 

I  protest,  the  scene  became  so  pathetic  that  I  was  fain  to 
force  myself  away,  and  returned  to  my  uncle,  who  sent  me  in 
the  afternoon  with  his  compliments  to  one  Mr.  Mead,  the  person 
who  had  been  robbed  on  Blackheath.  As  I  did  not  find  him 
at  home,  I  left  a  message,  in  consequence  of  which  he  called  at 
our  lodging  this  morning,  and  very  humanely  agreed  to  visit 
the  prisoner.  By  this  time  Lady  Griskin  had  come  to  make 
her  formal  compliments  of  condolence  to  Mrs.  Tabitha,  on  this 
domestic  calamity  ;  and  that  prudent  maiden,  whose  passion 
was  now  cooled,  thought  proper  to  receive  her  ladyship  so 
civilly  that  a  reconciliation  immediately  ensued.  These  two 
ladies  resolved  to  comfort  the  poor  prisoner  in  their  own  per¬ 
sons,  and  Mr.  Mead  and  I  squired  them  to  Clerkenwell,  my 
uncle  being  detained  at  home  by  some  slight  complaints  in  his 
stomach  and  bowels. 

The  turnkey,  who  received  us  at  Clerkenwell,  looked  remark¬ 
ably  sullen  ;  and  when  we  inquired  for  Clinker,  “  I  don’t  care 
if  the  devil  had  him,”  said  he  ;  “  here  has  been  nothing  but 
canting  and  praying  since  the  fellow  entered  the  place.  Rabbit 
him  !  the  tap  will  be  ruined  —  we  han’t  sold  a  cask  of  beer,  nor 
a  dozen  of  wine,  since  he  paid  his  gareish  —  the  gentlemen  get 
drunk  with  nothing  but  your  damned  religion.  For  my  part,  I 
believe  as  how  your  man  deals  with  the  devil.  Two  or  three 
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as  bold  hearts  as  ever  took  the  air  upon  Hounslow  have  been 
blubbering  all  night  ;  and  if  the  fellow  an’t  speedily  removed 
by  habeas  corpus,  or  otherwise,  I’ll  be  damned  if  there’s  a  grain 
of  true  spirit  left  within  these  walls  —  we  shan’t  have  a  soul  to 
credit  to  the  place,  or  to  make  his  exit  like  a  true-born  Eng¬ 
lishman,  —  damn  my  eyes  !  there  will  be  nothing  but  snivel¬ 
ing  in  the  cart  —  we  shall  all  die  like  so  many  psalm-singing 
weavers.” 

In  short,  we  found  that  Humphry  was,  at  that  very  instant, 
haranguing  the  felons  in  the  chapel ;  and  that  the  jailer’s  wife 
and  daughter,  together  with  my  aunt’s  woman,  Win  Jenkins, 
and  our  housemaid,  were  among  the  audience,  which  we  imme¬ 
diately  joined.  I  never  saw  anything  so  strongly  picturesque 
as  this  congregation  of  felons  clanking  their  chains,  in  the  midst 
of  whom  stood  orator  Clinker,  expatiating,  in  a  transport  of  fer¬ 
vor,  on  the  torments  of  hell,  denounced  in  Scripture  against 
evil  doers,  comprehending  murderers,  robbers,  thieves,  and  whore¬ 
mongers.  The  variety  of  attention  exhibited  in  the  faces  of 
those  ragamuffins  formed  a  group  that  would  not  have  disgraced 
the  pencil  of  a  Raphael.  In  one  it  denoted  admiration  ;  in  an¬ 
other,  doubt ;  in  a  third,  disdain ;  in  a  fourth,  contempt ;  in  a 
fifth,  terror  ;  in  a  sixth,  derision  ;  and  in  a  seventh,  indignation. 
As  for  Mrs.  Winifred  Jenkins,  she  was  in  tears,  overwhelmed 
with  sorrow ;  but  whether  for  her  own  sins,  or  the  misfortune 
of  Clinker,  I  cannot  pretend  to  say.  The  other  females  seemed 
to  listen  with  a  mixture  of  wonder  and  devotion.  The  jailer’s 
wife  declared  he  was  a  saint  in  trouble,  saying  she  wished  from 
her  heart  there  was  such  another  good  soul  like  him  in  every 
jail  in  England. 

Mr.  Mead,  having  earnestly  surveyed  the  preacher,  declared 
his  appearance  was  so  different  from  that  of  the  person  who 
robbed  him  on  Blackheath,  that  he  could  freely  make  oath  he 
was  not  the  man.  But  Humphry  himself  was  by  this  time 
pretty  well  rid  of  all  apprehensions  of  being  hanged  :  for  he  had 
been  the  night  before  solemnly  tried  and  acquitted  by  his  fellow- 
prisoners,  some  of  whom  he  had  already  converted  to  Metho¬ 
dism.  He  now  made  proper  acknowledgments  for  the  honor  of 
our  visit,  and  was  permitted  to  kiss  the  hands  of  the  ladies,  who 
assured  him  he  might  depend  upon  their  friendship  and  pro¬ 
tection.  Lady  Griskin,  in  her  great  zeal,  exhorted  his  fellow- 
prisoners  to  profit  by  the  precious  opportunity  of  having  such  a 
saint  in  bonds  among  them,  and  turn  over  a  new  leaf  for  the 
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benefit  of  their  poor  souls  ;  and,  that  her  admonition  might  have 
the  greater  effect,  she  reenforced  it  with  her  bounty. 

While  she  and  Mrs.  Tabby  returned  in  the  coach  with  the 
two  maidservants,  I  waited  on  Mr.  Mead  to  the  house  of  Justice 
Buzzard,  who,  having  heard  his  declaration,  said  his  oath  could 
be  of  no  use  at  present,  but  that  he  would  be  a  material  evidence 
for  the  prisoner  at  his  trial.  So  that  there  seems  to  be  no 
remedy  but  patience  for  poor  Clinker  ;  and  indeed  the  same 
virtue,  or  medicine,  will  be  necessary  for  us  all,  the  squire,  in 
particular,  who  had  set  his  heart  upon  his  excursion  to  the  north¬ 
ward. 

While  we  were  visiting  honest  Humphry  in  Clerkenwell 
prison,  my  uncle  received  a  much  more  extraordinary  visit  at 
his  own  lodgings.  Mr.  Martin,  of  whom  I  have  made  such  hon¬ 
orable  mention,  desired  permission  to  pay  him  his  respects,  and 
was  admitted  accordingly.  He  told  him  that  having  observed 
him,  at  Mr.  Buzzard’s,  a  good  deal  disturbed  by  what  had  hap¬ 
pened  to  his  servant,  he  had  come  to  assure  him  that  he  had 
nothing  to  apprehend  for  Clinker’s  life  ;  for,  if  it  was  possible 
that  any  jury  could  find  him  guilty  upon  such  evidence,  he, 
Martin  himself,  would  produce  in  court  a  person  whose  deposi¬ 
tion  would  bring  him  off  as  clear  as  the  sun  at  noon.  Sure,  the 
fellow  would  not  be  so  romantic  as  to  take  the  robbery  upon 
himself  !  He  said  the  postilion  was  an  infamous  fellow,  who 
had  been  a  dabbler  in  the  same  profession,  and  saved  his  life  at 
the  Old  Bailey  by  impeaching  his  companions  ;  that,  being  now 
reduced  to  great  poverty,  he  had  made  this  desperate  push,  to 
swear  away  the  life  of  an  innocent  man,  in  hopes  of  having  the 
reward  upon  his  conviction  ;  but  that  he  would  find  himself 
miserably  disappointed,  for  the  justice  and  his  myrmidons  w«.  -e 
determined  to  admit  of  no  interloper  in  this  branch  of  business  ; 
and  that  he  did  not  at  all  doubt  but  that  they  would  find  mat¬ 
ter  enough  to  stop  the  evidence  himself  before  the  next  jail 
delivery.  He  affirmed  that  all  these  circumstances  were  well 
known  to  the  justice  ;  and  that  his  severity  to  Clinker  was  no 
other  than  a  hint  to  his  master  to  make  him  a  present  in  private, 
as  an  acknowledgment  of  his  candor  and  humanity. 

This  hint,  however,  was  so  unpalatable  to  Mr.  Bramble 
that  he  declared,  with  great  warmth,  he  would  rather  confine 
himself  for  life  to  London,  which  he  detested,  than  be  at  lib¬ 
erty  to  leave  it  to-morrow,  in  consequence  of  encouraging  cor¬ 
ruption  in  a  magistrate.  Hearing,  however,  how  favorable 
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Mr.  Mead’s  report  had  been  for  the  prisoner,  he  resolved  to 
take  the  advice  of  counsel  in  what  manner  to  proceed  for  his 
immediate  enlargement.  I  make  no  doubt  but  that  in  a  day 
or  two  this  troublesome  business  may  be  dismissed  ;  and  in 
this  hope  we  are  preparing  for  our  journey.  If  our  endeavors 
do  not  miscarry,  we  shall  have  taken  the  field  before  you  hear 
again  from  —  Yours, 

J.  Melford. 

London,  June  11. 


Matthew  Bramble  to  Sir  Watkin  Phillips,  Bart.,  of 

Jesus  Coll.  Oxon. 

Dear  Phillips,  —  The  very  day  after  I  wrote  my  last, 
Clinker  was  set  at  liberty.  As  Martin  had  foretold,  the 
accuser  was  himself  committed  for  a  robbery,  upon  unques¬ 
tionable  evidence.  He  had  been  for  some  time  in  the  snares 
of  the  thief-taking  society,  who,  resenting  his  presumption  in 
attempting  to  encroach  upon  their  monopoly  of  impeachment, 
had  him  taken  up  and  committed  to  Newgate,  on  the  deposi¬ 
tion  of  an  accomplice,  who  has  been  admitted  as  evidence  for 
the  king.  The  postilion  being  upon  record  as  an  old  offender, 
the  Chief  Justice  made  no  scruple  of  admitting  Clinker  to  bail, 
when  he  perused  the  affidavit  of  Mr.  Mead,  importing  that  the 
said  Clinker  was  not  the  person  that  robbed  him  on  Black- 
heath  ;  and  honest  Humphry  was  discharged.  When  he  came 
home,  he  expressed  great  eagerness  to  pay  his  respects  to  his 
master,  and  here  his  elocution  failed  him,  but  his  silence  was 
pathetic  ;  he  fell  down  at  his  feet,  and  embraced  his  knees, 
shedding  a  flood  of  tears,  which  my  uncle  did  not  see  without 
emotion.  He  took  snuff  in  some  confusion ;  and,  putting  his 
hand  in  his  pocket,  gave  him  his  blessing  in  something  more 
substantial  than  words.  “  Clinker,”  said  he,  “  I  am  so  well 
convinced,  both  of  your  honesty  and  courage,  that  I  am  re¬ 
solved  to  make  you  my  life  guardsman  on  the  highway.” 

He  was  accordingly  provided  with  a  case  of  pistols,  and 
a  carbine  to  be  slung  across  his  shoulders ;  and  every  other 
preparation  being  made,  we  set  out  last  Thursday,  at  seven  in 
the  morning ;  my  uncle,  with  the  three  women  in  the  coach ; 
Humphry,  well  mounted  on  a  black  gelding  bought  for  his 
use ;  myself  ahorseback,  attended  by  my  new  valet,  Mr.  Dut¬ 
ton,  an  exceeding  coxcomb,  fresh  from  his  travels,  whom  I  had 
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taken  upon  trial.  The  fellow  wears  a  solitaire,  uses  paint,  and 
takes  rappee  with  all  the  grimace  of  a  French  marquis.  At 
present,  however,  he  is  in  a  riding  dress,  jack  boots,  leather 
breeches,  a  scarlet  waistcoat,  with  gold  binding,  a  laced  hat,  a 
hanger,  a  French  posting  whip  in  his  hand,  and  his  hair  en 
queue. 

Before  we  had  gone  nine  miles,  my  horse  lost  one  of  his 
shoes  ;  so  that  I  was  obliged  to  stop  at  Barnet  to  have  another, 
while  the  coach  proceeded  at  an  easy  pace  over  the  common. 
About  a  mile  short  of  Hatfield,  the  postilions  stopped  the 
carriage  and  gave  notice  to  Clinker  that  there  were  two  sus¬ 
picious  fellows  ahorseback,  at  the  end  of  a  lane,  who  seemed 
waiting  to  attack  the  coach.  Humphry  forthwith  apprised  my 
uncle,  declaring  he  would  stand  by  him  to  the  last  drop  of  his 
blood,  and,  unslinging  his  carbine,  prepared  for  action.  The 
squire  had  pistols  in  the  pockets  of  the  coach,  and  resolved  to 
make  use  of  them  directly  ;  but  he  was  effectually  prevented 
by  his  female  companions,  who  flung  themselves  about  his  neck, 
and  screamed  in  concert.  At  this  instant  who  should  come  up, 
at  a  hand  gallop,  but  Martin,  the  highwayman,  who,  advancing 
to  the  coach,  begged  the  ladies  would  compose  themselves  for 
a  moment ;  then,  desiring  Clinker  to  follow  him  to  the  charge, 
he  pulled  a  pistol  out  of  his  bosom,  and  they  rode  up  together 
to  give  battle  to  the  rogues,  who,  having  fired  at  a  great  dis¬ 
tance,  fled  across  the  common.  They  were  in  pursuit  of  the 
fugitives  when  I  came  up,  not  a  little  alarmed  at  the  shrieks 
in  the  coach,  where  I  found  my  uncle  in  a  violent  rage,  without 
his  periwig,  struggling  to  disentangle  hi  nself  from  Tabby  and 
the  other  two,  and  swearing  with  great  vociferation.  Before 
I  had  time  to  interpose,  Martin  and  Clinker  returned  from  the 
pursuit,  and  the  former  paid  his  compliments  with  great  polite¬ 
ness,  giving  us  to  understand  that  the  fellows  had  scampered 
off,  and  that  he  believed  they  were  a  couple  of  raw  ’prentices 
from  London.  He  commended  Clinker  for  his  courage,  and 
said,  if  we  would  give  him  leave,  he  would  have  the  honor  to 
accompany  us  as  far  as  Stevenage,  where  he  had  some  business. 

The  squire,  having  recollected  and  adjusted  himself,  was 
the  first  to  laugh  at  his  own  situation ;  but  it  was  not  without 
difficulty  that  Tabby’s  arms  could  be  untwisted  from  his  neck. 
Liddy’s  teeth  chattered,  and  Jenkins  was  threatened  with  a  fit 
as  usual. 
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J.  Melford  to  Sir  Watkin  Phillips,  Bart.,  at  Oxon. 

Dear  Wat,  —  In  my  two  last  you  had  so  much  of  Lisma- 
liago,  that  I  suppose  you  are  glad  he  is  gone  off  the  stage  for 
the  present.  I  must  now  descend  to  domestic  occurrences. 
Love,  it  seems,  is  resolved  to  assert  his  dominion  over  all  the 
females  of  our  family.  After  having  practiced  upon  poor 
Liddy’s  heart,  and  played  strange  vagaries  with  our  aunt, 
Mrs.  Tabitha,  he  began  to  run  riot  in  the  affections  of  her 
woman,  Mrs.  Winifred  Jenkins,  whom  I  have  had  occasion  to 
mention  more  than  once  in  the  course  of  our  memoirs.  Nature 
intended  Jenkins  for  something  very  different  from  the  char¬ 
acter  of  the  mistress,  yet  custom  and  habit  have  effected  a 
wonderful  resemblance  betwixt  them  in  many  particulars. 
Win,  to  be  sure,  is  much  younger,  and  more  agreeable  in  her 
person  ;  she  is  likewise  tender-hearted  and  benevolent,  quali¬ 
ties  for  which  her  mistress  is  by  no  means  remarkable,  no  more 
than  she  is  for  being  of  a  timorous  disposition,  and  much  sub¬ 
ject  to  fits  of  the  mother,  which  are  the  infirmities  of  Win’s 
constitution  ;  but  then  she  seems  to  have  adopted  Mrs.  Tabby’s 
manner  with  her  cast  clothes.  She  dresses  and  endeavors  to 
look  like  her  mistress,  although  her  own  looks  are  much  more 
engaging.  She  enters  into  her  schemes  of  economy,  learns  her 
phrases,  repeats  her  remarks,  imitates  her  style  in  scolding  the 
inferior  servants,  and,  finally,  subscribes  implicitly  to  her  sys¬ 
tem  of  devotion.  This,  indeed,  she  found  the  more  agreeable 
as  it  was  in  a  great  measure  introduced  and  confirmed  by  the 
ministry  of  Clinker,  with  whose  personal  merit  she  seems  to 
have  been  struck  ever  since  he  exhibited  the  pattern  of  his 
naked  skin  at  Marlborough. 

Nevertheless,  though  Humphry  had  this  double  hank  upon 
her  inclinations,  and  exerted  all  his  power  to  maintain  the  con¬ 
quest  he  had  made,  he  found  it  impossible  to  guard  it  on  the 
side  of  vanity,  where  poor  Win  was  as  frail  as  any  female  in 
the  kingdom.  In  short,  my  rascal  Dutton  professed  himself 
her  admirer,  and  by  dint  of  his  outlandish  qualifications  threw 
his  rival  Clinker  out  of  the  saddle  of  her  heart.  Humphry 
may  be  compared  to  an  English  pudding,  composed  of  good 
wholesome  flour  and  suet,  and  Dutton  to  a  syllabub  or  iced 
froth,  which,  though  agreeable  to  the  taste,  has  nothing  solid 
or  substantial.  The  traitor  not  only  dazzled  her  with  his 
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secondhand  finery,  but  he  fawned,  and  flattered,  and  cringed  ; 
he  taught  her  to  take  rappee,  and  presented  her  with  a  snuff¬ 
box  of  papier-mache ;  he  supplied  her  with  a  powder  for  her 
teeth  ;  he  mended  her  complexion,  and  he  dressed  her  hair  in 
the  Paris  fashion  ;  he  undertook  to  be  her  French  master  and 
her  dancing  master,  as  well  as  friseur,  and  thus  imperceptibly 
wound  himself  into  her  good  graces.  Clinker  perceived  the 
progress  he  had  made,  and  repined  in  secret.  He  attempted 
to  open  her  eyes  in  the  way  of  exhortation,  and,  finding  it 
produced  no  effect,  had  recourse  to  prayer.  At  Newcastle, 
while  he  attended  Mrs.  Tabby  to  the  Methodist  meeting,  his 
rival  accompanied  Mrs.  Jenkins  to  the  play.  He  was  dressed 
in  a  silk  coat,  made  at  Paris  for  his  former  master,  with  a 
tawdry  waistcoat  of  tarnished  brocade  ;  he  wore  his  hair  in 
a  great  bag,  with  a  huge  solitaire,  and  a  long  sword  dangled 
from  his  thigh.  The  lady  was  all  of  a  flutter  with  faded  lute¬ 
string,  washed  gauze,  and  ribbons  three  times  refreshed,  but 
she  was  most  remarkable  for  the  frissure  of  her  head,  which 
rose,  like  a  pyramid,  seven  inches  above  the  scalp,  and  her  face 
was  primed  and  patched  from  the  chin  up  to  the  eyes  ;  nay, 
the  gallant  himself  had  spared  neither  red  nor  white  in  im¬ 
proving  the  nature  of  his  own  complexion.  In  this  attire, 
they  walked  together  through  the  high  street  to  the  theater, 
and  as  they  passed  for  players,  ready  dressed  for  acting,  they 
reached  it  unmolested  ;  but  as  it  was  still  light  when  they 
returned,  and  by  that  time  the  people  had  got  information  of 
their  real  character  and  condition,  they  hissed  and  hooted  all 
the  way,  and  Mrs.  Jenkins  was  all  bespattered  with  dirt,  as 
well  as  insulted  with  the  opprobrious  name  of  painted  Jezabel , 
so  that  her  fright  and  mortification  threw  her  into  an  hysteric 
fit  the  moment  she  came  home. 

Clinker  was  so  incensed  at  Dutton,  whom  he  considered  as 
the  cause  of  her  disgrace,  that  he  upbraided  him  severely  for 
having  turned  the  poor  young  woman’s  brain.  The  other 
affected  to  treat  him  with  contempt ;  and,  mistaking  his  for¬ 
bearance  for  want  of  courage,  threatened  to  horsewhip  him  into 
good  manners.  Humphry  then  came  to  me,  humbly  begging  I 
would  give  him  leave  to  chastise  my  servant  for  his  insolence. 
“  He  has  challenged  me  to  fight  him  at  sword’s  point,”  said  he, 
“  but  I  might  as  well  challenge  him  to  make  a  horseshoe  or  a 
plow  iron,  for  I  know  no  more  of  the  one  than  he  does  of  the 
other.  Besides,  it  does  not  become  servants  to  use  those  weapons, 
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or  to  claim  the  privilege  of  gentlemen  to  kill  one  another, 
when  they  fall  out ;  moreover,  I  would  not  have  his  blood  upon 
my  conscience  for  ten  thousand  times  the  profit  or  satisfaction 
I  should  get  by  his  death ;  but  if  your  honor  won’t  be  angry, 
I’ll  engage  to  gee  ’an  a  good  drubbing,  that,  mayhap,  will  do 
’en  service,  and  I’ll  take  care  it  shall  do  ’en  no  harm.”  I  said 
I  had  no  objection  to  what  he  proposed,  provided  he  could 
manage  matters  so  as  not  to  be  found  the  aggressor,  in  case 
Dutton  should  prosecute  him  for  an  assault  and  battery. 

Thus  licensed,  he  retired  ;  and  that  same  evening  easily 
provoked  his  rival  to  strike  the  first  blow,  which  Clinker 
returned  with  such  interest  that  he  was  obliged  to  call  for 
quarter,  declaring,  at  the  same  time,  that  he  would  exact  severe 
and  bloody  satisfaction  the  moment  we  should  pass  the  Border, 
when  he  could  run  him  through  the  body  without  fear  of  the 
consequence.  This  scene  passed  in  presence  of  Lieutenant  Lis- 
mahago,  who  encouraged  Clinker  to  hazard  a  thrust  of  cold 
iron  with  his  antagonist.  “Cold  iron,”  cried  Humphry,  “I 
shall  never  use  against  the  life  of  any  human  creature  ;  but  I 
am  so  far  from  being  afraid  of  his  cold  iron,  that  I  shall  use 
nothing  in  my  defense  but  a  good  cudgel,  which  shall  always 
be  at  his  service.”  In  the  mean  time  the  fair  cause  of  this  con¬ 
test,  Mrs.  Winifred  Jenkins,  seemed  overwhelmed  Avith  afflic¬ 
tion,  and  Mr.  Clinker  acted  much  on  the  reserve,  though  he 
did  not  presume  to  find  fault  with  her  conduct. 

The  dispute  between  the  two  rivals  was  soon  brought  to  a 
very  unexpected  issue.  Among  our  fellow-lodgers  at  Berwick, 
was  a  couple  from  London,  bound  to  Edinburgh,  on  the  voyage 
of  matrimony.  The  female  was  the  daughter  and  heiress  of  a 
pawnbroker  deceased,  who  had  given  her  guardians  the  slip, 
and  put  herself  under  the  tuition  of  a  tall  Hibernian,  who  had 
conducted  her  thus  far  in  quest  of  a  clergyman  to  unite  them 
in  marriage,  without  the  formalities  required  by  the  law  of 
England.  I  know  not  how  the  lover  had  behaved  on  the  road, 
so  as  to  decline  in  the  favor  of  his  inamorata ;  but,  in  all  prob¬ 
ability,  Dutton  perceived  a  coldness  on  her  side,  which  en¬ 
couraged  him  to  whisper,  it  was  a  pity  she  should  have  cast  her 
affections  upon  a  tailor,  which  he  affirmed  the  Irishman  to  be. 
This  discovery  completed  her  disgust,  of  which  my  man  taking 
the  advantage,  began  to  recommend  himself  to  her  good  graces ; 
and  the  smooth-tongued  rascal  found  no  difficulty  to  insinuate 
himself  into  the  place  of  her  heart  from  which  the  other  had 
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been  discarded.  Their  resolution  was  immediately  taken ;  in 
the  morning,  before  day,  while  poor  Teague  lay  snoring  abed, 
his  indefatigable  rival  ordered  a  post  chaise,  and  set  out  with 
the  lady  for  Coldstream,  a  few  miles  up  the  Tweed,  where 
there  was  a  parson  who  dealt  in  this  branch  of  commerce,  and 
there  they  were  noosed  before  the  Irishman  ever  dreamed  of 
the  matter ;  but  when  he  got  up  at  six  o’clock,  and  found  the 
bird  was  flown,  he  made  such  a  noise  as  alarmed  the  whole 
house.  .  .  . 

Before  I  had  time  to  make  my  uncle  acquainted  with  this 
event,  the  Irishman  burst  into  my  chamber,  without  any  intro¬ 
duction,  exclaiming,  “  By  my  soul,  your  sarvant  has  robbed  me 
of  five  thousand  pounds,  and  I’ll  have  satisfaction,  if  I  should 
be  hanged  to-morrow  !  ”  When  I  asked  him  who  he  was,  “  My 
name,”  said  he,  “  Is  Master  Macloughlin,  but  it  should  be  Leigh- 
lin  Oneale,  for  I  am  come  from  Ter-Owen  the  Great ;  and  so  I 
am  as  good  a  gentleman  as  any  in  Ireland  ;  and  that  rogue,  your 
sarvant,  said  I  was  a  tailor,  which  was  as  big  a  lie  as  if  he  had 
called  me  the  Pope.” 

[Explains  that  he  is  a  ruined  gentleman  of  fortune,  bailed  out  of  a  debtors’ 

prison  and  made  private  secretary  by  Mr.  Cosgrave,  “the  fashioner  in 

Suffolk  Street  ” ;  and  was  to  have  made  his  fortune  that  day  by  marry¬ 
ing  the  heiress’  £5000.] 

My  uncle,  hearing  the  noise,  came  in,  and  being  informed  of 
this  adventure,  began  to  comfort  Mr.  Oneale  for  the  lady’s 
elopement,  observing  that  he  seemed  to  have  had  a  lucky  es¬ 
cape  ;  that  it  was  better  she  should  elope  before  than  after  mar¬ 
riage.  The  Hibernian  was  of  a  very  different  opinion,  tie 
said,  if  he  had  been  once  married,  she  might  have  eloped  as 
soon  as  she  pleased ;  he  would  have  taken  care  that  she  should 
not  have  carried  her  fortune  along  with  her.  “  Ah  !  ”  said  he, 
“  she’s  a  Judas  Iscariot,  and  has  betrayed  me  with  a  kiss  ;  and, 
like  Judas,  she  carried  the  bag,  and  has  not  left  me  money 
enough  to  bear  my  expenses  back  to  London  ;  and  so  as  I  am 
come  to  this  pass,  and  the  rogue  that  was  the  occasion  of  it  has 
left  you  without  a  sarvant,  you  may  put  me  in  his  place  ;  and, 
by  Jasus,  it  is  the  best  thing  you  can  do.”  I  begged  to  be  ex¬ 
cused,  declaring  I  could  put  up  with  any  inconvenience  rather 
than  treat  as  footman  the  descendant  of  Ter-Owen  the  Great. 
I  advised  him  to  return  to  his  friend  Mr.  Cosgrave,  and  take  his 
passage  from  Newcastle  by  sea,  towards  which  I  made  him  a  small 
present ;  and  he  retired,  seemingly  resigned  to  his  evil  fortune. 
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Clinker,  without  doubt,  thinks  himself  happy  in  the  removal 
of  a  dangerous  rival,  and  he  is  too  good  a  Christian  to  repine  at 
Dutton’s  success.  Even  Mrs.  Jenkins  will  have  reason  to  con¬ 
gratulate  herself  upon  this  event,  when  she  coolly  reflects  upon 
the  matter ;  for,  howsoever  she  was  forced  from  her  poise  for  a 
season,  by  snares  laid  for  her  vanity,  Humphry  is  certainly  the 
north  star  to  which  the  needle  of  her  affection  would  have 
pointed  at  the  long  run  ;  at  present  the  same  vanity  is  exceed¬ 
ingly  mortified,  upon  finding  herself  abandoned  by  her  new 
admirer,  in  favor  of  another  inamorata.  She  received  the  news 
with  a  violent  burst  of  laughter,  which  soon  brought  on  a  fit  of 
crying,  and  this  gave  the  finishing  blow  to  the  patience  of  her 
mistress,  which  had  held  out  beyond  all  expectation.  She  now 
opened  all  those  flood  gates  of  reprehension  which  had  been  shut 
so  long.  She  not  only  reproached  her  with  her  levity  and  in¬ 
discretion,  but  attacked  her  on  the  score  of  religion,  declaring 
roundly  that  she  was  in  a  state  of  apostasy  and  reprobation, 
and,  finally,  threatened  to  send  her  a  packing  at  this  extremity 
of  the  kingdom.  All  the  family  interceded  for  poor  Winifred, 
not  even  excepting  her  slighted  swain,  Mr.  Clinker,  who,  on 
his  knees,  implored  and  obtained  her  pardon. 

Lydia  Melford  to  Miss  La:titia  Willis,  at  Gloucester. 

My  dear,  dear  Letty,  —  Never  did  I  sit  down  to  write 
in  such  agitation  as  I  now  feel.  In  the  course  of  a  few  days, 
we  have  met  with  a  number  of  incidents  so  wonderful  and  in¬ 
teresting  that  all  my  ideas  are  thrown  into  confusion  and  per¬ 
plexity.  You  must  not  expect  either  method  or  coherence  in 
what  I  am  going  to  relate,  my  dearest  Willis.  Since  my  last, 
the  aspect  of  affairs  is  totally  changed !  —  and  so  changed  ! 
but  I  would  fain  give  you  a  regular  detail.  In  passing  a  river, 
about  eight  days  ago,  our  coach  was  overturned,  and  some  of 
us  narrowly  escaped  with  life.  My  uncle  had  well-nigh  per¬ 
ished.  O  Heaven,  I  cannot  reflect  upon  that  circumstance 
without  horror.  I  should  have  lost  my  best  friend,  my  father 
and  protector,  but  for  the  resolution  and  activity  of  his  serv¬ 
ant  Humphry  Clinker,  whom  Providence  really  seems  to  have 
placed  near  him  for  the  necessity  of  this  occasion.  I  would 
not  be  thought  superstitious ;  but  surely  he  acted  from  a 
stronger  impulse  than  common  fidelity.  Was  it  not  the  voice 
of  nature  that  loudly  called  upon  him  to  save  the  life  of  his 
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own  father  ?  —  for,  O  Letty,  it  was  discovered  that  Humphry 
Clinker  was  my  uncle’s  natural  son. 

Almost  at  the  same  instant,  a  gentleman  who  came  to  offer 
us  his  assistance  and  invite  us  to  his  house  turned  out  to  be 
a  very  old  friend  of  Mr.  Bramble.  His  name  is  Mr.  Dennison, 
one  of  the  worthiest  men  living,  and  his  lady  is  a  perfect  saint 
upon  earth.  They  have  an  only  son ;  who  do  you  think  is 
this  only  son  ?  O  Letty  !  O  gracious  Heaven  !  how  my  heart 
palpitates,  when  I  tell  you  that  this  only  son  of  Mr.  Dennison 
is  that  very  identical  youth  who,  under  the  name  of  Wilson, 
has  made  such  ravage  in  my  heart!  Yes,  my  dear  friend! 
Wilson  and  I  are  now  lodged  in  the  same  house,  and  converse 
together  freely.  His  father  approves  of  his  sentiments  in  my 
favor  ;  his  mother  loves  me  with  all  the  tenderness  of  a  parent ; 
my  uncle,  my  aunt,  and  my  brother  no  longer  oppose  my  incli¬ 
nations  ;  on  the  contrary,  they  have  agreed  to  make  us  happy 
without  delay,  and,  in  three  weeks  or  a  month,  if  no  unfore¬ 
seen  accident  intervenes,  your  friend  Lydia  Melford  will  have 
changed  her  name  and  condition.  I  say,  if  no  accident  inter¬ 
venes ,  because  such  a  torrent  of  success  makes  me  tremble !  I 
wish  there  may  not  be  something  treacherous  in  this  sudden 
reconciliation  of  fortune ;  I  have  no  merit,  I  have  no  title  to 
such  felicity  !  Far  from  enjoying  the  prospect  that  lies  before 
me,  my  mind  is  harassed  with  a  continued  tumult,  made  up  of 
hopes  and  wishes,  doubts  and  apprehensions.  I  can  neither 
eat  nor  sleep,  and  my  spirits  are  in  perpetual  flutter.  I  more 
than  ever  feel  that  vacancy  in  my  heart  which  your  presence 
alone  can  fill.  The  mind,  in  every  disquiet,  seeks  to  repose 
itself  on  the  bosom  of  a  friend ;  and  this  is  such  a  trial  as  I  really 
know  not  how  to  support  without  your  company  and  counsel ; 
I  must  therefore,  dear  Letty,  put  your  friendship  to  the  test. 
I  must  beg  you  will  come  and  do  the  last  offices  of  maidenhood 
to  your  companion,  Lydia  Melford. 

This  letter  goes  inclosed  in  one  to  our  worthy  governess, 
from  Mrs.  Dennison,  entreating  her  to  interpose  with  your 
mamma,  that  you  may  be  allowed  to  favor  us  with  your  com¬ 
pany  on  this  occasion;  and  I  flatter  myself  that  no  material 
objection  can  be  made  to  our  request.  The  distance  from 
hence  to  Gloucester  does  not  exceed  one  hundred  miles,  and 
the  roads  are  good.  Mr.  Clinker,  alias  Lloyd,  shall  be  sent 
over  to  attend  your  motions.  If  you  step  into  the  post  chaise, 
with  your  maid  Betty  Barker,  at  seven  in  the  morning,  you 
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will  arrive  by  four  in  the  afternoon  at  the  halfway  house, 
where  there  is  good  accommodation.  There  you  shall  be  met 
by  my  brother  and  myself,  who  will  next  day  conduct  you  to 
this  place,  where  I  am  sure  you  will  find  yourself  perfectly  at 
your  ease  in  the  midst  of  an  agreeable  society.  Dear  Letty, 
I  will  take  no  refusal ;  if  you  have  any  friendship,  any  hu¬ 
manity,  you  will  come.  I  desire  that  immediate  application 
may  be  made  to  your  mamma,  and  that  the  moment  her  per¬ 
mission  is  obtained,  you  will  apprise  your  ever-faithful 

Lydia  Melfokd. 

October  14. 

- »OX«00 - 
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By  HENRY  MACKENZIE. 

[Henry  Mackenzie,  Scotch  novelist  and  essayist,  was  horn  in  Edinburgh, 
August,  1745 ;  a  lawyer  by  profession.  He  was  one  of  the  great  literary 
circle  which  included  Hume,  Robertson,  Adam  Smith,  Blair,  and  others.  His 
first  work,  “The  Man  of  Feeling”  (1771),  remains  his  literary  monument.  He 
also  wrote:  “The  Man  of  the  World”  (1773),  “Julia  Roubigne  ”  (1777),  essays 
entitled  “  The  Mirror  ”  and  “  The  Lounger,”  and  several  plays.  He  died  Janu¬ 
ary  14,  1831.] 


His  Skill  in  Physiognomy. 

The  company  at  the  baronet’s  removed  to  the  playhouse 
accordingly,  and  Harley  took  his  usual  route  into  the  Park. 
He  observed,  as  he  entered,  a  fresh-looking  elderly  gentleman 
in  conversation  with  a  beggar,  who,  leaning  on  his  crutch,  was 
recounting  the  hardships  he  had  undergone,  and  explaining  the 
wretchedness  of  his  present  condition.  This  was  a  very  inter¬ 
esting  dialogue  to  Harley;  he  was  rude  enough  therefore  to 
slacken  his  pace  as  he  approached,  and  at  last  to  make  a  full 
stop  at  the  gentleman’s  back,  who  was  just  then  expressing  his 
compassion  for  the  beggar,  and  regretting  that  he  had  not  a 
farthing  of  change  about  him.  At  saying  this  he  looked  pite¬ 
ously  on  the  fellow:  there  was  something  in  his  physiognomy 
which  caught  Harley’s  notice:  indeed,  physiognomy  was  one  of 
Harley’s  foibles,  for  which  he  had  often  been  rebuked  by  his 
aunt  in  the  country,  who  used  to  tell  him  that  when  he  was 
come  to  her  years  and  experience,  he  would  know  that  all’s  not 
gold  that  glisters ;  and  it  must  be  owned  that  his  aunt  was  a 
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very  sensible,  harsh-looking  maiden  lady  of  threescore  and 
upwards.  But  he  was  too  apt  to  forget  this  caution;  and  now, 
it  seems,  it  had  not  occurred  to  him:  stepping  up,  therefore,  to 
the  gentleman,  who  was  lamenting  the  want  of  silver,  “Your 
intentions,  Sir,”  said  he,  “are  so  good  that  I  cannot  help  lend- 
ing  you  my  assistance  to  carry  them  into  execution,”  and  gave 
the  beggar  a  shilling.  The  other  returned  a  suitable  compliment, 
and  extolled  the  benevolence  of  Harley.  They  kept  walking 
together,  and  benevolence  grew  the  topic  of  discourse. 

The  stranger  was  fluent  on  the  subject.  “  There  is  no  use 
of  money,”  said  he,  “equal  to  that  of  beneficence:  with  the 
profuse,  it  is  lost;  and  even  with  those  who  lay  it  out  according 
to  the  prudence  of  the  world,  the  objects  acquired  by  it  pall  on 
the  sense,  and  have  scarce  become  our  own  till  they  lose  their 
value  with  the  power  of  pleasing;  but  here  the  enjoyment  grows 
on  reflection,  and  our  money  is  most  truly  ours  when  it  ceases 
being  in  our  possession.” 

“Yet  I  agree  in  some  measure,”  answered  Harley,  “with 
those  who  think  that  charity  to  our  common  beggars  is  often 
misplaced;  there  are  objects  less  obtrusive  whose  title  is  a 
better  one.” 

“We  cannot  easily  distinguish,”  said  the  stranger;  “and 
even  of  the  worthless,  are  there  not  many  whose  impudence  or 
whose  vice  may  have  been  one  dreadful  consequence  of  mis¬ 
fortune  ?  ” 

Harley  looked  again  in  his  face,  and  blessed  himself  for  his 
skill  in  physiognomy. 

By  this  time  they  had  reached  the  end  of  the  walk,  the  old 
gentleman  leaning  on  the  rails  to  take  breath,  and  in  the  mean 
time  they  were  joined  by  a  younger  man,  whose  figure  was 
much  above  the  appearance  of  his  dress,  which  was  poor  and 
shabby:  Harley’s  former  companion  addressed  him  as  an  ac¬ 
quaintance,  and  they  turned  on  the  walk  together. 

The  elder  of  the  strangers  complained  of  the  closeness  of  the 
evening,  and  asked  the  other  if  he  would  go  with  him  into  a 
house  hard  by,  and  take  one  draught  of  excellent  cider.  “  The 
man  who  keeps  this  house,”  said  he  to  Harley,  “was  once  a 
servant  of  mine :  I  could  not  think  of  turning  loose  upon  the 
world  a  faithful  old  fellow,  for  no  other  reason  but  that  his  age 
had  incapacitated  him ;  so  I  gave  him  an  annuity  of  ten  pounds, 
with  the  help  of  which  he  has  set  up  this  little  place  here,  and 
his  daughter  goes  and  sells  milk  in  the  city,  while  her  father 
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manages  his  taproom,  as  he  calls  it,  at  home.  I  can’t  well  ask 
a  gentleman  of  your  appearance  to  accompany  me  to  so  paltry  a 
place.”  — “Sir,”  replied  Harley,  interrupting  him,  “I  would 
much  rather  enter  it  than  the  most  celebrated  tavern  in  town : 
to  give  to  the  necessitous  may  sometimes  be  a  weakness  in  the 
man;  to  encourage  industry  is  a  duty  in  the  citizen.”  They 
entered  the  house  accordingly. 

On  a  table  at  a  corner  of  the  room  lay  a  pack  of  cards,  loosely 
thrown  together.  The  old  gentleman  reproved  the  man  of  the 
house  for  encouraging  so  idle  an  amusement.  Harley  attempted 
to  defend  him  from  the  necessity  of  accommodating  himself  to 
the  humor  of  his  guests,  and,  taking  up  the  cards,  began  to 
shuffle  them  backwards  and  forwards  in  his  hand.  “Nay,  I 
don’t  think  cards  so  unpardonable  an  amusement  as  some 
do,”  replied  the  other;  “and  now  and  then,  about  this  time  of 
the  evening,  when  my  eyes  begin  to  fail  me  for  my  book,  I 
divert  myself  with  a  game  at  piquet,  without  finding  my  morals 
a  bit  relaxed  by  it.”  “Do  you  play  piquet,  Sir?”  (to  Harley) 
Harley  answered  in  the  affirmative ;  upon  which  the  other  pro¬ 
posed  playing  a  pool  at  a  shilling  the  game,  doubling  the  stakes ; 
adding,  that  he  never  played  higher  with  anybody. 

Harley’s  good  nature  could  not  refuse  the  benevolent  old 
man;  and  the  younger  stranger,  though  he  at  first  pleaded 
prior  engagements,  yet  being  earnestly  solicited  by  his  friend, 
at  last  yielded  to  solicitation. 

When  they  began  to  play,  the  old  gentleman,  somewhat  to 
the  surprise  of  Harley,  produced  ten  shillings  to  serve  for 
markers  of  his  score.  “He  had  no  change  for  the  beggar,”  said 
Harley  to  himself;  “but  I  can  easily  account  for  it;  it  is  curi¬ 
ous  to  observe  the  affection  that  inanimate  things  will  create 
in  us  by  a  long  acquaintance :  if  I  may  judge  from  my  own 
feelings,  the  old  man  would  not  part  with  one  of  these  counters 
for  ten  times  its  intrinsic  value ;  it  even  got  the  better  of  his 
benevolence!  I  myself  have  a  pair  of  old  brass  sleeve  but¬ 
tons  - ”  Here  he  was  interrupted  by  being  told  that  the  old 

gentleman  had  beat  the  younger,  and  that  it  was  his  turn  to 
take  up  the  conqueror.  “Your  game  has  been  short,”  said 
Harley.  “I  repiqued  him,”  answered  the  old  man,  with  joy 
sparkling  in  his  countenance.  Harley  wished  to  be  repiqued, 
too,  but  he  was  disappointed;  for  he  had  the  same  good  fortune 
against  his  opponent.  Indeed,  never  did  fortune,  mutable  as 
she  is,  delight  in  mutability  so  much  as  at  that  moment:  the 
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victory  was  so  quick,  and  so  constantly  alternate,  that  the  stake 
in  a  short  time  amounted  to  no  less  a  sum  than  £12.  Harley’s 
proportion  of  which  was  within  half  a  guinea  of  the  money  he 
had  in  his  pocket.  He  had  before  proposed  a  division,  but  the 
old  gentleman  opposed  it  with  such  a  pleasant  warmth  in  his 
manner  that  it  was  always  overruled.  Now,  however,  he  told 
them  that  he  had  an  appointment  with  some  gentlemen,  and  it 
was  within  a  few  minutes  of  his  hour.  The  young  stranger 
had  gained  one  game,  and  was  engaged  in  the  second  with  the 
other ;  they  agreed  therefore  that  the  stake  should  be  divided, 
if  the  old  gentleman  won  that,  which  was  more  than  probable, 
as  his  score  was  90  to  35,  and  he  was  elder  hand;  but  a  momen¬ 
tous  repique  decided  it  in  favor  of  his  adversary,  who  seemed 
to  enjoy  his  victory,  mingled  with  regret  for  having  won  too 
much ;  while  his  friend,  with  great  ebullience  of  passion,  many 
praises  of  his  own  good  play,  and  many  maledictions  on  the  power 
of  chance,  took  up  the  cards  and  threw  them  into  the  fire. 

The  Man  of  Feeling  in  a  Brothel. 

The  company  he  was  engaged  to  meet  were  assembled  in 
Fleet  Street.  He  had  walked  some  time  along  the  Strand, 
amidst  a  crowd  of  those  wretches  who  wait  the  uncertain  wages 
of  prostitution,  with  ideas  of  pity  suitable  to  the  scene  around 
him,  and  the  feelings  he  possessed,  and  had  got  as  far  as  Somer¬ 
set  House,  when  one  of  them  laid  hold  of  his  arm,  and,  with  a 
voice  tremulous  and  faint,  asked  him  for  a  pint  of  wine,  in  a 
manner  more  supplicatory  than  is  usual  with  those  whom  the 
infamy  of  their  profession  has  deprived  of  shame:  he  turned 
round  at  the  demand,  and  looked  steadfastly  on  the  person  who 
made  it. 

She  was  above  the  common  size,  and  elegantly  formed;  her 
face  was  thin  and  hollow,  and  showed  the  remains  of  tarnished 
beauty.  Her  eyes  were  black,  but  had  little  of  their  luster 
left;  her  cheeks  had  some  paint  laid  on  without  art,  and  pro¬ 
ductive  of  no  advantage  to  her  complexion,  which  exhibited  a 
deadly  paleness  on  the  other  parts  of  her  face. 

Harley  stood  in  the  attitude  of  hesitation ;  which  she,  inter¬ 
preting  to  her  advantage,  repeated  her  request,  and  endeavored 
to  force  a  leer  of  invitation  into  her  countenance.  He  took  her 
arm,  and  they  walked  on  to  one  of  those  obsequious  taverns  in 
the  neighborhood,  where  the  dearness  of  the  wine  is  a  discharge 
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in  full  for  the  character  of  the  house.  From  what  impulse  he 
did  this,  we  do  not  mean  to  inquire;  as  it  has  ever  been  against 
our  nature  to  search  for  motives  where  bad  ones  are  to  be  found. 

—  They  entered,  and  a  waiter  showed  them  a  room,  and  placed 
a  bottle  of  claret  on  the  table. 

Harley  filled  the  lady’s  glass;  which  she  had  no  sooner 
tasted,  than  dropping  it  on  the  floor,  and  eagerly  catching  his 
arm,  her  eye  grew  fixed,  her  lip  assumed  a  clayey  whiteness, 
and  she  fell  back  lifeless  in  her  chair. 

Harley  started  from  his  seat,  and,  catching  her  in  his  arms, 
supported  her  from  falling  to  the  ground,  looking  wildly  at  the 
door,  as  if  he  wanted  to  run  for  assistance,  but  durst  not  leave 
the  miserable  creature.  It  was  not  till  some  minutes  after 
that  it  occurred  to  him  to  ring  the  bell,  which  at  last  however 
he  thought  of,  and  rung  with  repeated  violence  even  after  the 
waiter  appeared.  Luckily  the  waiter  had  his  senses  somewhat 
more  about  him;  and  snatching  up  a  bottle  of  water,  which 
stood  on  a  buffet  at  the  end  of  the  room,  he  sprinkled  it  over 
the  hands  and  face  of  the  dying  figure  before  him.  She  began 
to  revive,  and  with  the  assistance  of  some  hartshorn  drops, 
which  Harley  now  for  the  first  time  drew  from  his  pocket,  was 
able  to  desire  the  waiter  to  bring  her  a  crust  of  bread,  of  which 
she  swallowed  some  mouthfuls  with  the  appearance  of  the 
keenest  hunger.  The  waiter  withdrew:  when,  turning  to  Har¬ 
ley,  sobbing  at  the  same  time,  and  shedding  tears,  “  I  am  sorry, 
Sir,”  said  she,  “that  I  should  have  given  you  so  much  trouble; 
but  you  will  pity  me  when  I  tell  you  that  till  now  I  have  not 
tasted  a  morsel  these  two  days  past.”  —  He  fixed  his  eyes  on 
hers  —  every  circumstance  but  the  last  was  forgotten ;  and  he 
took  her  hand  with  as  much  respect  as  if  she  had  been  a  duchess. 
It  was  ever  the  privilege  of  misfortune  to  be  revered  by  him. 

—  “Two  days!”  said  he;  “and  I  have  fared  sumptuously 
every  day!  ”  —  He  was  reaching  to  the  bell ;  she  understood  his 
meaning,  and  prevented  him.  “I  beg,  Sir,”  said  she,  “that 
you  would  give  yourself  no  more  trouble  about  a  wretch  who 
does  not  wish  to  live;  but,  at  present,  I  could  not  eat  a  bit; 
my  stomach  even  rose  at  the  last  mouthful  of  that  crust.”  —  He 
offered  to  call  a  chair,  saying  that  he  hoped  a  little  rest  would 
relieve  her.  —  He  had  one  half-guinea  left:  “I  am  sorry,”  he 
said,  “that  at  present  I  should  be  able  to  make  you  an  offer  of 
no  more  than  this  paltry  sum.”  —  She  burst  into  tears:  “Your 
generosity,  Sir,  is  abused;  to  bestow  it  on  me  is  to  take  it  from 
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the  virtuous  :  I  have  no  title  but  misery  to  plead  ;  misery  of  my 
own  procuring.”  “No  more  of  that,”  answered  Harley;  “there 
is  virtue  in  these  tears;  let  the  fruit  of  them  he  virtue.”  — 
He  rung,  and  ordered  a  chair.  —  “  Though  I  am  the  vilest  of 
beings,”  said  she,  “I  have  not  forgotten  every  virtue;  grati¬ 
tude,  I  hope,  I  shall  still  have  left,  did  I  but  know  who  is  my 
benefactor.”  —  “My  name  is  Harley.”  —  “Could  I  ever  have 
an  opportunity.”  —  “You  shall,  and  a  glorious  one  too!  your 
future  conduct  —  but  I  do  not  mean  to  reproach  you  —  if,  I  say 
—  it  will  be  the  noblest  reward  —  I  will  do  myself  the  pleasure 
of  seeing  you  again.”  —  Here  the  waiter  entered,  and  told  them 
the  chair  was  at  the  door;  the  lady  informed  Harley  of  her 
lodgings,  and  he  promised  to  wait  on  her  at  ten  next  morning. 

He  led  her  to  the  chair,  and  returned  to  clear  with  the  waiter, 
without  ever  once  reflecting  that  he  had  no  money  in  his  pocket. 
He  was  ashamed  to  make  an  excuse ;  yet  an  excuse  must  be 
made :  he  was  beginning  to  frame  one,  when  the  waiter  cut 
him  short  by  telling  him  that  he  could  not  run  scores;  but 
that,  if  he  would  leave  his  watch,  or  any  other  pledge,  it  would 
be  as  safe  as  if  it  lay  in  his  pocket.  Harley  jumped  at  the  pro¬ 
posal,  and  pulling  out  his  watch  delivered  it  into  his  hands 
immediately;  and  having,  for  once,  had  the  precaution  to  take 
a  note  of  the  lodging  he  intended  to  visit  next  morning,  sallied 
forth  with  a  blush  of  triumph  on  his  face,  without  taking  notice 
of  the  sneer  of  the  waiter,  who,  twirling  the  watch  in  his  hand, 
made  him  a  profound  bow  at  the  door,  and  whispered  to  a  girl, 
who  stood  in  the  passage,  something  in  which  the  word  CULLY 
was  honored  with  a  particular  emphasis. 

He  meets  an  Old  Acquaintance. 

When  the  stage-coach  arrived  at  the  place  of  its  destination, 
Harley  began  to  consider  how  he  should  proceed  the  remaining 
part  of  his  journey.  He  was  very  civilly  accosted  by  the  master 
of  the  inn,  who  offered  to  accommodate  him  either  with  a  post 
chaise  or  horses,  to  any  distance  he  had  a  mind ;  but  as  he  did 
things  frequently  in  a  way  different  from  what  other  people 
call  natural,  he  refused  these  offers,  and  set  out  immediately 
afoot,  having  first  put  a  spare  shirt  in  his  pocket,  and  given 
directions  for  the  forwarding  of  his  portmanteau.  This  was  a 
method  of  traveling  which  he  was  accustomed  to  take :  it  saved 
the  trouble  of  provision  for  any  animal  but  himself,  and  left 
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him  at  liberty  to  choose  his  quarters,  either  at  an  inn,  or  at  the 
first  cottage  in  which  he  saw  a  face  he  liked ;  nay,  when  he  was 
not  peculiarly  attracted  by  the  reasonable  creation,  he  would 
sometimes  consort  with  a  species  of  inferior  rank,  and  lay  him¬ 
self  down  to  sleep  by  the  side  of  a  rock,  or  on  the  banks  of  a 
rivulet.  He  did  few  things  without  a  motive,  but  his  motives 
were  rather  eccentric ;  and  the  useful  and  expedient  were  terms 
which  he  held  to  be  very  indefinite,  and  which,  therefore,  he  did 
not  always  apply  to  the  sense  in  which  they  are  commonly 
understood. 

The  sun  was  now  in  his  decline,  and  the  evening  remarkably 
serene,  when  he  entered  a  hollow  part  of  the  road,  which  winded 
between  the  surrounding  banks,  and  seamed  the  sward  in  differ¬ 
ent  lines,  as  the  choice  of  travelers  had  directed  them  to  tread 
it.  It  seemed  to  be  little  frequented  now,  for  some  of  those 
had  partly  recovered  their  former  verdure.  The  scene  was  such 
as  induced  Harley  to  stand  and  enjoy  it;  when,  turning  round, 
his  notice  was  attracted  by  an  object,  which  the  fixture  of  his 
eye  on  the  spot  he  walked  had  before  prevented  him  from 
observing. 

An  old  man,  who  from  his  dress  seemed  to  have  been  a  sol¬ 
dier,  lay  fast  asleep  on  the  ground ;  a  knapsack  rested  on  a  stone 
at  his  right  hand,  while  his  staff  and  brass-hilted  sword  were 
crossed  at  his  left. 

Harley  looked  on  him  with  the  most  earnest  attention.  He 
was  one  of  those  figures  which  Salvator  would  have  drawn ; 
nor  was  the  surrounding  scenery  unlike  the  wildness  of  that 
painter’s  backgrounds.  The  banks  on  each  side  were  covered 
with  fantastic  shrub  wood,  and  at  a  little  distance,  on  the  top 
of  one  of  them,  stood  a  finger  post,  to  mark  the  directions  of 
two  roads  which  diverged  from  the  point  where  it  was  placed. 
A  rock,  with  some  dangling  wild  flowers,  jutted  out  above 
where  the  soldier  lay,  on  which  grew  the  stump  of  a  large  tree, 
white  with  age,  and  a  single  twisted  branch  shaded  his  face  as 
he  slept.  His  face  had  the  marks  of  manly  comeliness  impaired 
by  time;  his  forehead  was  not  altogether  bald,  but  its  hairs 
might  have  been  numbered;  while  a  few  white  locks  behind 
crossed  the  brown  of  his  neck  with  a  contrast  the  most  vener¬ 
able  to  a  mind  like  Harley’s.  “Thou  art  old,”  said  he  to  him¬ 
self,  “  but  age  has  not  brought  thee  rest  for  its  infirmities :  I 
fear  those  silver  hairs  have  not  found  shelter  from  thy  country, 
though  that  neck  has  been  bronzed  in  its  service.”  The. 
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stranger  waked.  He  looked  at  Harley  with  the  appearance  of 
some  confusion :  it  was  a  pain  the  latter  knew  too  well,  to  think 
of  causing  in  another;  he  turned  and  went  on.  The  old  man 
readjusted  his  knapsack,  and  followed  in  one  of  the  tracks  on 
the  opposite  side  of  the  road. 

When  Harley  heard  the  tread  of  his  feet  behind  him,  he 
could  not  help  stealing  back  a  glance  at  his  fellow-traveler. 
He  seemed  to  bend  under  the  weight  of  his  knapsack;  he  halted 
on  his  walk,  and  one  of  his  arms  was  supported  by  a  sling,  and 
lay  motionless  across  his  breast.  He  had  that  steady  look  of 
sorrow  which  indicates  that  its  owner  has  gazed  upon  his  griefs 
till  he  has  forgotten  to  lament  them;  yet  not  without  those 
streaks  of  complacency  which  a  good  mind  will  sometimes 
throw  into  the  countenance,  through  all  the  incumbent  load  of 
its  depression. 

He  had  now  advanced  nearer  to  Harley,  and,  with  an  uncer¬ 
tain  sort  of  voice,  begged  to  know  what  it  was  o’clock:  “I 
fear,”  said  he,  “sleep  has  beguiled  me  of  my  time,  and  I  shall 
hardly  have  light  enough  left  to  carry  me  to  the  end  of  my 
journey.”  “Father!”  said  Harley  (who  by  this  time  found 
the  romantic  enthusiasm  rising  within  him)  “how  far  do  you 
mean  to  go?”  “But  a  little  way,  Sir,”  returned  the  other; 
“and  indeed  it  is  but  a  little  way  I  can  manage  now:  ’tis  just 
four  miles  from  the  height  to  the  village;  thither  I  am  going.” 
“I  am  going  there  too,”  said  Harley;  “we  may  make  the  road 
shorter  to  each  other.  You  seem  to  have  served  your  country, 
Sir,  to  have  served  it  hardly  too;  ’tis  a  character  I  have  the 
highest  esteem  for.  —  I  would  not  be  impertinently  inquisitive ; 
but  there  is  that  in  your  appearance  which  excites  my  curiosity 
to  know  something  more  of  you  :  in  the  mean  time,  suffer  me  to 
carry  that  knapsack.” 

The  old  man  gazed  on  him;  a  tear  stood  in  his  eye! 
“Young  gentleman,”  said  he,  “you  are  too  good;  may  Heaven 
bless  you  for  an  old  man’s  sake,  who  has  nothing  but  his  bless¬ 
ing  to  give !  but  my  knapsack  is  so  familiar  to  my  shoulders 
that  I  should  walk  the  worse  for  wanting  it;  and  it  would  be 
troublesome  to  you,  who  have  not  been  used  to  its  weight.” 
“  Far  from  it,  ”  answered  Harley,  “  I  should  tread  the  lighter ; 
it  would  be  the  most  honorable  badge  I  ever  wore.” 

“Sir,”  said  the  stranger,  who  had  looked  earnestly  in  Har¬ 
ley’s  face  during  the  last  part  of  his  discourse,  “is  not  your 
name  Harley?”  “It  is,”  replied  he;  “I  am  ashamed  to  say  I 
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have  forgotten  yours.”  “You  may  well  have  forgotten  my 
face,”  said  the  stranger,  “  ’tis  a  long  time  since  you  saw  it;  but 
possibly  you  may  remember  something  of  old  Edwards.”  — 
“Edwards!”  cried  Harley,  “oh!  heavens!”  and  sprung  to  em¬ 
brace  him ;  “  let  me  clasp  those  knees  on  which  I  have  sat  so 
often:  Edwards!  —  I  shall  never  forget  that  fireside  round 
which  I  have  been  so  happy!  But  where,  where  have  you 
been?  where  is  Jack?  where  is  your  daughter?  How  has  it 
fared  with  them,  when  fortune,  I  fear,  has  been  so  unkind  to 
you?”  —  “’Tis  a  long  tale,”  replied  Edwards;  “but  I  will  try 
to  tell  it  you  as  we  walk. 

“When  you  were  at  school  in  the  neighborhood,  you  re¬ 
member  me  at  South  Hill:  that  farm  had  been  possessed  by  my 
father,  grandfather,  and  great-grandfather,  which  last  was  a 
young  brother  of  that  very  man’s  ancestor,  who  is  now  lord  of 
the  manor.  I  thought  I  managed  it,  as  they  had  done,  with 
prudence ;  I  paid  my  rent  regularly  as  it  became  due,  and  had 
always  as  much  behind  as  gave  bread  to  me  and  my  children. 
But  my  last  lease  was  out  soon  after  you  left  that  part  of  the 
country,  and  the  squire,  who  had  lately  got  a  London  attorney 
for  his  steward,  would  not  renew  it  because,  he  said,  he  did 
not  choose  to  have  any  farm  under  £300  a  year  value  on  his 
estate ;  but  offered  to  give  me  the  preference  on  the  same  terms 
with  another,  if  I  chose  to  take  the  one  he  had  marked  out,  of 
which  mine  was  a  part. 

“What  could  I  do,  Mr.  Harley?  I  feared  the  undertaking 
was  too  great  for  me ;  yet  to  leave,  at  my  age,  the  house  I  had 
lived  in  from  my  cradle!  I  could  not,  Mr.  Harley,  I  could 
not:  there  was  not  a  tree  about  it  that  I  did  not  look  on  as  my 
father,  my  brother,  or  my  child;  so  I  even  ran  the  risk,  and 
took  the  squire’s  offer  of  the  whole.  But  I  had  soon  reason  to 
repent  of  my  bargain:  the  steward  had  taken  care  that  my 
former  farm  should  be  the  best  land  of  the  division;  I  was 
obliged  to  hire  more  servants,  and  I  could  not  have  my  eye 
over  them  all ;  some  unfavorable  seasons  followed  one  another, 
and  I  found  my  affairs  entangling  on  my  hands.  To  add  to 
my  distress,  a  considerable  corn  factor  turned  bankrupt  with  a 
sum  of  mine  in  his  possession;  I  failed  paying  my  rent  so 
punctually  as  I  was  wont  to  do,  and  the  same  steward  had  my 
stock  taken  in  execution  in  a  few  days  after.  So,  Mr.  Harley, 
there  was  an  end  of  my  prosperity.  However,  there  was  as 
much  produced  from  the  sale  of  my  effects  as  paid  my  debts  and 
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saved  me  from  a  jail :  I  thank  God  I  wronged  no  man,  and  the 
world  could  never  charge  me  with  dishonesty. 

“  Had  you  seen  us,  Mr.  Harley,  when  we  were  turned  out  of 
South  Hill,  I  am  sure  you  would  have  wept  at  the  sight.  You 
remember  old  Trusty,  my  shag  house  dog,  I  shall  never  forget 
it  while  I  live :  the  poor  creature  was  blind  with  age,  and  could 
scarce  crawl  after  us  to  the  door;  he  went,  however,  as  far  as 
the  gooseberry  bush,  that,  you  may  remember,  stood  on  the  left 
side  of  the  yard;  he  was  wont  to  bask  in  the  sun  there;  when 
he  had  reached  that  spot,  he  stopped;  we  went  on;  I  called  to 
him,  he  wagged  his  tail,  but  did  not  stir;  I  called  again,  he 
lay  down;  I  whistled  and  cried  Trusty,  he  gave  a  short  howl, 
and  died!  I  could  have  lain  down  and  died  too,  but  God  gave 
me  strength  to  live  for  my  children.” 

The  old  man  now  paused  a  moment  to  take  breath.  He 
eyed  Harley’s  face ;  it  was  bathed  with  tears :  the  story  was 
grown  familiar  to  himself;  he  dropped  one  tear,  and  no 
more. 

“Though  I  was  poor,”  continued  he,  “I  was  not  altogether 
without  credit.  A  gentleman  in  the  neighborhood,  who  had  a 
small  farm  unoccupied  at  the  time,  offered  to  let  me  have  it 
on  giving  security  for  the  rent,  which  I  made  shift  to  procure. 
It  was  a  piece  of  ground  which  required  management  to  make 
anything  of;  but  it  was  nearly  within  the  compass  of  my  son’s 
labor  and  my  own.  We  exerted  all  our  industry  to  bring  it 
into  some  heart.  We  began  to  succeed  tolerably  and  lived 
contented  on  its  produce,  when  an  unlucky  accident  brought 
us  under  the  displeasure  of  a  neighboring  justice  of  the  peace, 
and  broke  all  our  family  happiness  again. 

“My  son  was  a  remarkable  good  shooter,  he  had  always 
kept  a  pointer  on  our  former  farm,  and  thought  no  harm  in 
doing  so  now,  when  one  day,  having  sprung  a  covey  in  our 
own  ground,  the  dog,  of  his  own  accord,  followed  them  into 
the  justice’s.  My  son  laid  down  his  gun  and  went  after  his 
dog  to  bring  him  back ;  the  gamekeeper,  who  had  marked  the 
birds,  came  up  and,  seeing  the  pointer,  shot  him  just  as  my  son 
approached.  The  creature  fell,  my  son  ran  up  to  him ;  he  died 
with  a  complaining  sort  of  cry  at  his  master’s  feet.  Jack  could 
bear  it  no  longer;  but  flying  at  the  gamekeeper  wrenched  his 
gun  out  of  his  hand,  and  with  the  butt  end  of  it  felled  him  to 
the  ground. 

“  He  had  scarce  got  home  when  a  constable  came  with  a 
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warrant  and  dragged  him  to  prison;  there  he  lay,  for  the  jus¬ 
tices  would  not  take  bail,  till  he  was  tried  at  the  quarter 
sessions  for  assault  and  battery.  His  fine  was  hard  upon  us  to 
pay ;  we  contrived,  however,  to  live  the  worse  for  it,  and  make 
up  the  loss  by  our  frugality;  but  the  justice  was  not  content 
with  that  punishment  and  soon  after  had  an  opportunity  of 
punishing  us  indeed. 

“  An  officer  with  press  orders  came  down  to  our  county,  and 
having  met  with  the  justices  agreed  that  they  should  pitch  on 
a  certain  number,  who  could  most  easily  be  spared  from  the 
county,  of  whom  he  would  take  care  to  clear  it:  my  son’s  name 
was  in  the  justices’  list. 

“’Twas  on  a  Christmas  eve  and  the  birthday,  too,  of  my 
son’s  little  boy.  The  night  was  piercing  cold,  and  it  blew  a 
storm,  with  showers  of  hail  and  snow.  We  had  made  up  a 
cheering  fire  in  an  inner  room;  I  sat  before  it  in  my  wicker 
chair,  blessing  Providence  that  had  still  left  a  shelter  for  me 
and  my  children.  My  son’s  two  little  ones  were  holding  their 
gambols  around  us;  my  heart  warmed  at  the  sight;  I  brought 
a  bottle  of  my  best  ale,  and  all  our  misfortunes  were  for¬ 
gotten. 

“It  had  long  been  our  custom  to  play  a  game  at  blindman’s 
buff  on  that  night,  and  it  was  not  omitted  now;  so  to  it  we 
fell,  I  and  my  son,  and  his  wife,  the  daughter  of  a  neighboring 
farmer,  who  happened  to  be  with  us  at  the  time,  the  two  chil¬ 
dren,  and  an  old  maid  servant,  who  had  lived  with  me  from  a 
child.  The  lot  fell  on  my  son  to  be  blindfolded;  we  had  con¬ 
tinued  some  time  in  our  game  when  he  groped  his  way  into  an 
outer  room  in  pursuit  of  some  of  us  who,  he  imagined,  had 
taken  shelter  there ;  we  kept  snug  in  our  places  and  enjoyed 
his  mistake.  He  had  not  been  long  there  when  he  was  sud¬ 
denly  seized  from  behind:  ‘I  shall  have  you  now,’  said  he,  and 
turned  about.  ‘Shall  you  so,  master?’  answered  the  ruffian 
who  had  laid  hold  of  him;  ‘we  shall  make  you  play  at  another 
sort  of  game  by  and  by.  ’  ”  —  At  these  words  Harley  started 
with  a  convulsive  sort  of  motion,  and  grasping  Edwards’ 
sword  drew  it  half  out  of  the  scabbard,  with  a  look  of  the  most 
frantic  wildness.  Edwards  gently  replaced  it  in  its  sheath 
and  went  on  with  his  relation. 

“  On  hearing  these  words  in  a  strange  voice,  we  all  rushed 
out  to  discover  the  cause;  the  room  by  this  time  was  almost 
full  of  the  gang.  My  daughter-in-law  fainted  at  the  sight, 


THE  MAN  OF  FEELING. 


235 


the  maid  and  I  ran  to  assist  her,  while  my  poor  son  remained 
motionless,  gazing  by  turns  on  his  children  and  their  mother. 
We  soon  recovered  her  to  life,  and  begged  her  to  retire  and 
wait  the  issue  of  the  affair;  but  she  flew  to  her  husband,  and 
clung  round  him  in  an  agony  of  terror  and  grief. 

“  In  the  gang  was  one  of  a  smoother  aspect,  whom,  by  his 
dress,  we  discovered  to  be  a  sergeant  of  foot;  he  came  up  to 
me  and  told  me  that  my  son  had  his  choice  of  the  sea  or  land 
service,  whispering  at  the  same  time  that,  if  he  chose  the  land, 
he  might  get  off,  on  procuring  him  another  man  and  paying  a 
certain  sum  for  his  freedom.  The  money  we  could  just  muster 
up  in  the  house,  by  the  assistance  of  the  maid,  who  produced, 
in  a  green  bag,  all  the  little  savings  of  her  service ;  but  the 
man  we  could  not  expect  to  find.  My  daughter-in-law  gazed 
upon  her  children  with  a  look  of  the  wildest  despair:  ‘My  poor 
infants!  ’  said  she,  ‘your  father  is  forced  from  you;  who  shall 
now  labor  for  your  bread?  or  must  your  mother  beg  for  herself 
and  you  ?  ’  I  prayed  her  to  be  patient ;  but  comfort  I  had  none 
to  give  her.  At  last,  calling  the  sergeant  aside,  I  asked  him, 
‘If  I  was  too  old  to  be  accepted  in  place  of  my  son? ’  ‘Why,  I 
don’t  know,  ’  said  he ;  ‘you  are  rather  old,  to  be  sure,  but  yet  the 
money  may  do  much.’  I  put  the  money  in  his  hand,  and  com¬ 
ing  back  to  my  children,  ‘Jack,’  said  I,  ‘you  are  free;  live  to 
give  your  wife  and  these  little  ones  bread;  I  will  go,  my  child, 
in  your  stead:  I  have  but  little  life  to  lose,  and  if  I  stayed,  I 
should  add  one  to  the  wretches  you  left  behind.’  ‘No,’  replied 
my  son,  ‘I  am  not  that  coward  you  imagine  me;  Heaven  forbid 
that  my  father’s  gray  hairs  should  be  so  exposed  while  I  sat 
idle  at  home ;  I  am  young  and  able  to  endure  much,  and  God 
will  take  care  of  you  and  my  family.’  ‘Jack,’  said  I,  ‘I  will 
put  an  end  to  this  matter;  you  have  never  hitherto  disobeyed 
me,  I  will  not  be  contradicted  in  this,  stay  at  home,  I  charge 
you,  and,  for  my  sake,  be  kind  to  my  children.’ 

“Our  parting,  Mr.  Harley,  I  cannot  describe  to  you:  it  was 
the  first  time  we  ever  had  parted;  the  very  press  gang  could 
scarce  keep  from  tears ;  but  the  sergeant,  who  had  seemed  the 
softest  before  was  now  the  least  moved  of  them  all.  He  con¬ 
ducted  me  to  a  party  of  new-raised  recruits,  who  lay  at  a  village 
in  the  neighborhood,  and  we  soon  after  joined  the  regiment. 
I  had  not  been  long  with  it  when  we  were  ordered  to  the  East 
Indies,  where  I  was  soon  made  a  sergeant,  and  might  have 
picked  up  some  money,  if  my  heart  had  been  as  hard  as  some 
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others  were ;  but  my  nature  was  never  of  that  kind  that  could 
think  of  getting  rich  at  the  expense  of  my  conscience. 

“Amongst  our  prisoners  was  an  old  Indian,  whom  some 
of  our  officers  supposed  to  have  a  treasure  hidden  somewhere, 
which  is  no  uncommon  practice  in  that  country.  They  pressed 
him  to  discover  it.  He  declared  he  had  none;  but  that  would 
not  satisfy  them :  so  they  ordered  him  to  be  tied  to  a  stake,  and 
suffer  fifty  lashes  every  morning  till  he  should  learn  to  speak 
out,  as  they  said.  Oh!  Mr.  Harley,  had  you  seen  him,  as  I 
did,  with  his  hands  bound  behind  him,  suffering  in  silence, 
while  the  big  drops  trickled  clown  his  shriveled  cheeks,  and 
wet  his  gray  beard,  which  some  of  the  inhuman  soldiers  plucked 
in  scorn !  I  could  not  bear  it,  I  could  not  for  my  soul ;  and  one 
morning,  when  the  rest  of  the  guard  were  out  of  the  way,  I 
found  means  to  let  him  escape.  I  was  tried  by  a  court-martial 
for  negligence  of  my  post,  and  ordered,  in  compassion  of  my 
age,  and  having  got  this  wound  in  my  arm,  and  that  in  my 
leg,  in  the  service,  only  to  suffer  300  lashes,  and  be  turned  out 
of  the  regiment;  but  my  sentence  was  mitigated  as  to  the 
lashes,  and  I  had  only  200.  When  I  had  suffered  these,  I  was 
turned  out  of  the  camp,  and  had  betwixt  three  and  four  hundred 
miles  to  travel  before  I  could  reach  a  seaport,  without  guide  to 
conduct  me,  or  money  to  buy  me  provisions  by  the  way.  I  set 
out,  however,  resolved  to  walk  as  far  as  I  could,  and  then  to 
lay  myself  down  and  die.  But  I  had  scarce  gone  a  mile  when 
I  was  met  by  the  Indian  whom  I  had  delivered.  He  pressed 
me  in  his  arms,  and  kissed  the  marks  of  the  lashes  on  my  back 
a  thousand  times;  he  led  me  to  a  little  hut,  where  some  friend 
of  his  dwelt;  and  after  I  was  recovered  of  my  wounds  con¬ 
ducted  me  so  far  on  my  journey  himself,  and  sent  another 
Indian  to  guide  me  through  the  rest.  When  we  parted,  he 
pulled  out  a  purse  with  two  hundred  pieces  of  gold  in  it:  ‘Take 
this,  ’  said  he,  ‘  my  dear  preserver,  it  is  all  I  have  been  able  to 
procure.’  I  begged  him  not  to  bring  himself  to  poverty  for 
my  sake,  who  should  probably  have  no  need  of  it  long;  but  he 
insisted  on  my  accepting  it.  He  embraced  me:  ‘You  are  an 
Englishman,’  said  he,  ‘but  the  Great  Spirit  has  given  you  an 
Indian  heart;  may  He  bear  up  the  weight  of  your  old  age,  and 
blunt  the  arrow  that  brings  it  rest!’  We  parted,  and  not  long 
after  I  made  shift  to  get  my  passage  to  England.  ’Tis  but 
about  a  week  since  I  landed,  and  I  am  going  to  end  my  days  in 
the  arms  of  my  son.  This  sum  may  be  of  use  to  him  and  his 
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children  ;  ’tis  all  the  value  I  put  upon  it.  I  thank  Heaven  I 
never  was  covetous  of  wealth  ;  I  never  had  much,  but  was  always 
so  happy  as  to  be  content  with  my  little.” 

When  Edwards  had  ended  his  relation,  Harley  stood  awhile 
looking  at  him  in  silence  ;  at  last  he  pressed  him  in  his  arms, 
and  when  he  had  given  vent  to  the  fullness  of  his  heart  by  a 
shower  of  tears,  “  Edwards,”  said  he,  “  let  me  hold  thee  to  my 
bosom  ;  let  me  imprint  the  virtue  of  thy  sufferings  on  my  soul. 
Come,  my  honored  veteran  !  let  me  endeavor  to  soften  the  last 
days  of  a  life  worn  out  in  the  service  of  humanity  ;  call  me 
also  thy  son,  and  let  me  cherish  thee  as  a  father.”  Edwards, 
from  whom  the  recollections  of  his  own  sufferings  had  scarce 
forced  a  tear,  now  blubbered  like  a  boy  ;  he  could  not  speak 
his  gratitude  but  by  some  short  exclamations  of  blessings  upon 
Harley. 

LENORE. 

By  GOTTFRIED  A.  BURGER. 

(Translated  by  Elizabeth  Craigmyle.) 

[Gottfried  August  Burger,  a  noted  German  lyric  poet,  was  born  in  Mol~ 
merswende,  in  Prussian  Saxony,  in  1748,  and  studied  theology  at  Halle,  and  law 
at  Gottingen.  In  the  latter  place  he  led  a  life  of  dissipation,  and  would  have 
remained  unknown  if  his  intimacy  with  Voss,  the  two  Stolbergs,  and  other  poets, 
had  not  inspired  him  with  an  earnest  ambition  to  excel.  In  1773  appeared  his 
poem  “Lenore,”  imitated  by  Scott  as  “William  and  Helen,”  which  virtually 
created  the  school  of  German  ballad  poetry  ;  and  the  ballads  “  The  Song  of  the 
Brave  Man,”  “The  Emperor  and  the  Abbot,”  and  “The  Wild  Huntsman” 
(translated  by  Scott)  were  also  well  received.  Burger  was  thrice  unhappily 
married,  and  died  in  poverty  at  Gottingen,  June  8,  1794.] 

Lenore  she  woke  at  morning  red, 

(0,  but  her  dreams  were  eerie !) 

“  Love  William,  art  thou  untrue  or  dead  ? 

For  thy  coming  I  grow  weary.” 

He  was  with  old  King  Frederick’s  powers 

Through  the  fight  at  Prague  in  its  bloody  hours, 

No  message  came  to  tell 
What  chance  to  him  befell. 

The  Empress  and  the  King  at  last 
Decree  the  strife  surcease. 

Their  warlike  thoughts  away  they  cast, 

And  made  the  longed-for  peace. 
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And  either  army  did  homeward  come 

With  clang  of  trumpet  and  kettledrum, 

With  joyful  sound  of  singing, 

And  green  boughs  round  them  clinging. 

And  far  and  wide,  and  wide  and  far, 

Through  every  path  and  street, 

Folk  came  to  hail  them  from  the  war, 

With  shouts  of  joy  to  greet. 

“Thank  God!”  the  wives  and  children  cried, 

“Welcome !  ”  from  many  a  maiden  bride. 
Only  Lenore  did  miss 
Her  lover’s  clasp  and  kiss. 

In  every  face  her  love  she  sought, 

Vain  was  her  anxious  tasking, 

For  there  was  none  could  tell  her  aught, 
Useless  was  all  her  asking. 

The  soldiers  passed  and  left  her  there, 

And  then  she  tore  her  raven  hair, 

Cast  herself  on  the  ground, 

In  passionate  sorrow  drowned. 

The  mother  ran  to  clasp  her  child  :  — 

“  God  shield  us  all  from  harms  ! 

Dear  one,  what  is  this  grief  so  wild  ?  ” 

And  clasped  her  in  her  arms. 

“  0  mother !  mother !  unending  woe ! 

This  world  and  the  next  to  rack  may  go. 

The  mercy  of  God  is  dead ! 

Woe,  woe  is  me !  ”  she  said. 

“  Help,  God,  our  Lord !  Look  down  on  us ! 
Child,  say  ‘Thy  will  be  done.’ 

His  will  is  best,  though  it  be  thus,  — 

Pity  us,  Holy  Son  !  ” 

“  0  mother,  mother !  Words  and  wind ! 

God  robbed  me.  He  is  cruel  and  blind. 

What  use  of  all  my  praying  ? 

Now,  —  no  more  need  of  saying.” 

“  Have  pity,  Lord !  Thy  children  know 
Thy  help  in  their  distress ; 

The  blessed  Sacrament  shall  grow 
A  thing  to  heal  and  bless.” 
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“0  mother,  I  feel  this  grief  of  mine 
Past  help  of  blessed  bread  and  wine. 

No  sacrament  will  give 
Dead  men  the  power  to  live.” 

“  My  child,  it  may  be  thy  false  true  love 
In  a  far-off  distant  land, 

Has  cast  off  his  faith  like  an  easy  glove, 
And  given  another  his  hand. 

Whistle  him  lightly  down  the  wind, 

His  fault  will  he  rue,  his  loss  will  he  find. 
The  coward  will  regret  his  lie, 

In  the  hour  when  he  comes  to  die.” 

“  O  mother,  mother,  ‘  Lost  ’  is  ‘  lost.’ 

‘Forlorn’  is  e’en  ‘forlorn.’ 

I  have  bought  Death  at  a  mighty  cost, 

0,  had  I  ne’er  been  born ! 

The  light  of  life  is  quenched,  I  know, 

Like  a  torch  blown  out  it  is  even  so, 

And  God  in  heaven  is  dead. 

Woe,  woe  upon  my  head.” 

“Enter  not  into  judgment,  Lord, 

Her  heart  and  brain  are  dazed, 

Heavy  on  her  is  laid  thy  sword, 

Through  sorrow  she  is  crazed. 

Forget  thine  earthly  love’s  distress  ; 

Think  upon  Heaven’s  blessedness, 

So  that  thou  shalt  not  miss 
The  Heavenly  Bridegroom’s  kiss.” 

“  0  mother  !  what  is  dreary  heaven  ? 

0  mother,  what  is  hell  ? 

With  him,  with  him  is  all  my  heaven, 
Without  him,  that  is  hell. 

To  lights  of  heaven  and  earth  am  I  blind; 
They  are  quenched  like  torches  in  the  wind. 
Blessed?  —  Without  my  love, 

Not  here,  nor  in  heaven  above.” 

So  raged  the  madness  of  despair, 

Like  fire  in  heart  and  brain. 

At  God’s  cruel  will  she  hurled  in  air 
Wild  curses  half-insane. 
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She  beat  her  bosom,  she  wrung  her  hands, 

Till  the  sunshine  shone  on  other  lands, 

Till  in  the  evening  sky 
Gold  stars  shone  silently. 

And  hark  !  a  sound  of  horse’s  feet 
The  eerie  night  wind  bore. 

The  rider  sprang  from  saddle  seat 
With  spur  clash  at  her  door. 

Hark,  at  the  gate  doth  the  stranger  ring ; 

And  the  bell  it  clashes  its  kling-ling-ling. 

Softly  he  called  her  name, 

These  were  the  words  that  came :  — 

“  Rise  up,  rise  up,  mine  own  sweetheart ! 

Are  you  sleeping,  my  child,  or  waking  ? 

Is  it  laughter  or  weeping  that  is  thy  part, 

Is  it  holding  or  forsaking  ?  ” 

“Thou,  Wilhelm,  —  thou,  —  and  night  so  late? 

To  wake  and  weep  hath  been  my  fate, 

Such  sorrow  was  betiding : 

Whence  com’st  thou  hither  riding  ?  ” 

“  We  saddled  our  horses  at  midnight  deep, 

From  Bohmen  rode  I  hither, 

I  come  for  my  bride  when  the  world’s  asleep, 
But  I  shall  be  riding  with  her.” 

“Nay,  Wilhelm,  come  within  the  house; 

The  wind  in  the  hawthorn  holds  carouse, 

The  clasp  of  my  snow-white  arm 
Shall  keep  my  beloved  warm.” 

“  Let  the  wind  set  the  hawthorn  boughs  aswing, 
And  the  storm  sprites  rave  and  harry ! 

The  stallion  stamps,  spur  irons  ring, 

I  may  not  longer  tarry. 

Come,  kilt  thy  kirtle,  behind  me  spring, 

A  hundred  miles  brook  no  faltering, 

For  far  away  is  spread 
My  sweetheart’s  bridal  bed.” 

“Is  there  a  hundred  miles  between 
Us  and  our  bridal  bed  ? 

Eleven  has  struck  on  the  clock,  I  ween, 

And  dawn  will  soon  shine  red.” 
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“Nay,  look,  my  love,  at  the  full  moon’s  iace: 

We  and  the  dead  folk  ride  apace, 

Ere  day  with  darkness  meets 
You  shall  press  your  bridal  sheets.” 

“Now  where,  dear  love,  is  the  bride  chambkre, 
And  when  may  we  hope  to  win  it  ?  ” 

“  Six  planks  and  two  small  boards  are  there, 

It  is  cool  and  still  within  it.” 

“  Is  there  room  for  me  ?  ”  “  Of  a  suretie. 

Come,  kilt  thy  kirtle  and  ride  with  me, 

For  we  the  guests  are  wronging, 

And  the  bride  bed  faints  with  longing.” 

She  kilted  her  kirtle  and  sprang  behind 
On  the  steed  as  black  as  night, 

And  round  the  rider’s  waist  she  twined 
Her  arms  so  soft  and  white. 

Into  the  night  away  they  go 

Like  a  bolt  that’s  launched  from  a  steel  crossbow. 
At  every  horse  hoof’s  dint 
Fire  flashes  from  the  flint. 

They  ride  —  they  ride  —  on  either  hand 
Too  fast  to  see  or  know  them, 

Fly  hedges,  wastes,  and  pasture  land, 

The  bridges  thunder  below  them. 

“  Dost  fear,  my  love  ?  The  moon  shines  bright. 

Hurrah !  the  Dead  ride  fast  by  night.  — 

Dost  fear,  my  love,  the  Dead  ?  ” 

“Nay,  yet  let  be  the  Dead  !” 

The  black,  black  ravens  are  croaking  there, 

The  mass  they  sing  and  say, 

The  dirge  swells  out  on  the  midnight  air, 

“  Let  us  carry  the  corpse  to  the  clay.” 

The  funeral  chant  the  riders  hear, 

There  are  mourners  bearing  coffin  and  bier. 

The  dirge  the  echoes  woke 
Like  the  frogs  in  dreary  croak. 

“  Ye  may  bury  the  corpse  at  midnight  drear, 
With  dirge  and  sound  of  weeping : 

I  ride  through  the  dark  with  my  sweetheart  dear 
To  a  night  of  happy  sleeping. 
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Come  hither,  0  sexton,  0  choir,  come  near 
And  sing  the  bride  song  sweet  to  hear, 

Come  priest,  and  speak  the  blessing 
Ere  we  our  couch  are  pressing.” 

The  phantom  show  it  melts  like  snows ; 

As  if  to  grant  his  praying, 

An  eldritch  sound  of  laughter  rose, 

But  their  course  knew  no  delaying. 

He  never  checks  his  horse’s  rein, 

And  through  the  night  they  ride  amain ; 

The  flashing  fire  flaught  flies, 

The  sparks  from  the  horse  hoofs  rise. 

How  flew  to  right,  how  flew  to  left, 

The  hills,  the  trees,  the  sedges  ! 

How  flew  to  left,  to  right,  to  left, 

Townlets  and  towns  and  hedges  ! 

“  Dost  fear,  my  love  ?  The  moon  shines  bright 
Hurrah  !  the  Dead  ride  fast  by  night.  — 

Dost  fear,  my  love,  the  Dead  ?  ” 

“  Ah,  let  them  rest,  the  Dead.” 

See  there,  see  there,  on  the  scaffold’s  height, 
Around  the  ax  and  wheel, 

A  ghostly  crew  in  the  moon’s  gray  light 
Are  dancing  a  ghastly  reel. 

“  Ha,  ha,  ye  foot  it  lustily, 

Come  hither,  old  friends,  and  follow  me. 

To  dance  shall  be  your  lot 
While  I  loose  her  girdle  knot.” 

And  the  gallows’  crew  they  rushed  behind 
On  the  black  steed’s  fiery  traces, 

As  the  leaves  that  whirl  in  the  eddying  wind, 

Or  dust  the  hurricane  chases. 

He  never  checks  his  horse’s  rein, 

And  through  the  night  they  ride  amain ; 

The  flashing  fire  flaught  flies, 

The  sparks  from  the  horse  hoofs  rise. 

On,  on,  they  race  by  the  moon’s  pale  light, 

All  things  seem  flying  fast, 

The  heaven,  the  stars,  the  earth,  the  night, 

In  one  wild  dream  flash  past. 
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“  Dost  fear,  my  love  ?  The  moon  shines  bright. 

Hurrah  !  The  Dead  ride  fast  by  night.  — 

Dost  fear,  my  love,  the  Dead  ?  ” 

“  Alas,  let  be  the  Dead.” 

“  Soon  will  the  cock’s  shrill  trumpet  blare, 

The  sand  will  soon  be  run ; 

0  steed !  I  scent  the  morning  air ; 

Press  on,  brave  steed,  press  on. 

We  have  won  to  our  goal  through  rain  and  mire, 

The  bride  bed  shivers  with  sweet  desire, 

And  dead  folk  ride  apace.  — 

We  have  reached  the  trysting  place.” 

To  a  portal  latticed  with  iron  grate 
He  galloped  with  loosened  rein, 

And  lightly  he  struck  on  that  grewsome  gate  — 
Burst  bolt  and  bar  in  twain  ! 

Its  iron  jaws  are  split  in  sunder, 

Over  the  graves  the  horse  hoofs  thunder, 

And  shadowy  gravestones  loom 
I’  the  moonlit  churchyard  gloom. 

In  a  second’s  space  came  a  wonder  strange, 

A  hideous  thing  to  tell. 

The  rider’s  face  knew  a  ghastly  change, 

The  flesh  from  the  white  bones  fell. 

A  featureless  skull  glares  out  on  her, 

No  hair  to  wave,  and  no  lips  to  stir, 

She  is  clasped  by  a  skeleton ! 

Still  the  weird  ride  goes  on. 

The  coal-black  stallion  snorts  and  rears, 

Its  hoofs  dash  sparks  of  fire, 

Beneath  the  riders  it  disappears, 

They  have  won  to  their  desire. 

Wild  shrieks  on  the  night  wind  come  and  go, 

Wild  laughs  rise  up  from  the  graves  below. 

The  maiden’s  heart  at  strife, 

Struggled  ’twixt  death  and  life. 

Ill  spirits  ring  them  in  crazy  dance, 

And  the  dance  grows  ever  dafter; 

They  point  at  her  in  the  moon’s  gray  glance^ 
And  howl  with  eldritch  laughter ;  — 


244 


THE  WILD  HUNTSMAN. 


“  Though  thy  heart  be  broken  beneath  his  rod, 
Rebel  not.  God  in  heaven  is  God. 

Thou  art  ours  for  eternity.  — 

His  grace  with  thy  poor  soul  be !  ” 


THE  WILD  HUNTSMAN. 


Imitated  from  Burger  by  Sir  WALTER  SCOTT. 

[For  biographical  sketch,  see  page  107.] 

The  Wildgrave  winds  his  bugle  horn, 

To  horse,  to  horse  !  halloo,  halloo ! 

His  fiery  courser  snuffs  the  morn, 

And  thronging  serfs  their  lord  pursue. 

The  eager  pack,  from  couples  freed, 

Dash  through  the  brush,  the  brier,  the  brake 

While  answering  hound,  and  horn,  and  steed, 
The  mountain  echoes  startling  wake. 

The  beams  of  God’s  own  hallowed  day 
Had  painted  yonder  spire  with  gold, 

And,  calling  sinful  man  to  pray, 

Loud,  long,  and  deep  the  bell  had  tolled : 

But  still  the  Wildgrave  onward  rides ; 

Halloo,  lialloo!  and,  hark  again! 

When  spurring  from  opposing  sides, 

Two  Stranger  Horsemen  join  the  train. 

Who  was  each  Stranger,  left  and  right, 

Well  may  I  guess,  but  dare  not  tell ; 

The  right-hand  steed  was  silver  white, 

The  left,  the  swarthy  hue  of  hell. 


The  right-hand  Horseman  young  and  fair, 
His  smile  was  like  the  morn  of  May : 
The  left,  from  eye  of  tawny  glare, 

Shot  midnight  lightning’s  lurid  ray. 
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He  waved  his  huntsman’s  cap  on  high, 

Cried,  “  Welcome,  welcome,  noble  lord! 

What  sport  can  earth,  or  sea,  or  sky, 

To  match  the  princely  chase,  afford  ?  ” 

“  Cease  thy  loud  bugle’s  clanging  knell,” 

Cried  the  fair  youth,  with  silver  voice ; 

“  And  for  devotion’s  choral  swell 
Exchange  the  rude  unhallowed  noise. 

“To-day  the  ill-omened  chase  forbear, 

Yon  bell  yet  summons  to  the  fane ; 

To-day  the  Warning  Spirit  hear, 

To-morrow  thou  mayst  mourn  in  vain.”  — 

“  Away,  and  sweep  the  glades  along  !  ” 

The  Sable  Hunter  hoarse  replies  ; 

“  To  muttering  monks  leave  matin  song, 

And  bells,  and  books,  and  mysteries.” 

The  Wildgrave  spurred  his  ardent  steed, 

And,  launching  forward  with  a  bound, 

“  Who  for  thy  drowsy  priestlike  rede, 

Would  leave  the  jovial  horn  and  hound  ? 

“  Hence,  if  our  manly  sport  offend  ! 

With  pious  fools  go  chant  and  pray :  — 

Well  hast  thou  spoke,  my  dark-browed  friend; 
Halloo,  lialloo !  and  hark  away  !  ” 

The  Wildgrave  spurred  his  courser  light, 

O’er  moss  and  moor,  o’er  holt  and  hill ; 

And  on  the  left  and  on  the  right 

Each  Stranger  Horseman  followed  still. 

Upsprings,  from  yonder  tangled  thorn, 

A  stag  more  white  than  mountain  snow 

And  louder  rung  the  Wildgrave’s  horn, 

“  Hark  forward,  forward !  holla,  ho !  ” 

A  heedless  wretch  has  crossed  the  way ; 

He  gasps  the  thundering  hoofs  below : 

But,  live  who  can,  or  die  who  may, 

Still,  “  Forward,  forward  !  ”  on  they  go. 
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See,  where  yon  simple  fences  meet, 

A  field  with  Autumn’s  blessings  crowned; 

See,  prostrate  at  the  Wildgrave’s  feet, 

A  husbandman  with  toil  embrowned: 

“  0  mercy,  mercy,  noble  lord  ! 

Spare  the  poor’s  pittance,”  was  his  cry, 

“Earned  by  the  sweat  these  brows  have  poured, 
In  scorching  hour  of  fierce  July.”  — 

Earnest  the  right-hand  Stranger  pleads, 

The  left  still  cheering  to  the  prey ; 

The  impetuous  Earl  no  warning  heeds, 

But  furious  holds  the  onward  way. 

“  Away,  thou  hound  !  so  basely  born, 

Or  dread  the  scourge’s  echoing  blow!”  — 

Then  loudly  rung  his  bugle  horn, 

“  Hark  forward,  forward,  holla,  ho !  ” 

So  said,  so  done :  —  A  single  bound 
Clears  the  poor  laborer’s  humble  pale ; 

Wild  follows  man,  and  horse,  and  hound, 

Like  dark  December’s  stormy  gale. 

And  man  and  horse,  and  hound  and  horn, 
Destructive  sweep  the  field  along ; 

While,  joying  o’er  the  wasted  corn, 

Fell  Famine  marks  the  maddening  throng. 

Again  uproused,  the  timorous  prey 

Scours  moss  and  moor,  and  holt  and  hill; 

Hard  run,  he  feels  his  strength  decay, 

And  trusts  for  life  his  simple  skill. 

Too  dangerous  solitude  appeared ; 

He  seeks  the  shelter  of  the  crowd; 

Amid  the  flock’s  domestic  herd 

His  harmless  head  he  hopes  to  shroud. 

O’er  moss  and  moor,  and  holt  and  hill, 

His  track  the  steady  bloodhounds  trace; 

O’er  moss  and  moor,  unwearied  still, 

The  furious  Earl  pursues  the  chase. 
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Full  lowly  did  the  herdsman  fall ;  — 

“  0  spare,  thou  noble  Baron,  spare 

These  herds,  a  widow’s  little  all ; 

These  flocks,  an  orphan’s  fleecy  care !  ”  — 

Earnest  the  right-hand  Stranger  pleads, 

The  left  still  cheering  to  the  prey; 

The  Earl  nor  prayer  nor  pity  heeds, 

But  furious  keeps  the  onward  way. 

“  Unmannered  dog  !  To  stop  my  sport, 

Yain  were  thy  cant  and  beggar  whine, 

Though  human  spirits,  of  thy  sort, 

Were  tenants  of  these  carrion  kine  !  ” 

Again  he  winds  his  bugle  horn, 

“  Hark  forward,  forward,  holla,  ho!”  — 

And  through  the  herd  in  ruthless  scorn, 

He  cheers  his  furious  hounds  to  go. 

In  heaps  the  throttled  victims  fall ; 

Down  sinks  their  mangled  herdsman  near : 

The  murderous  cries  the  stag  appall,  — 
Again  he  starts,  new-nerved  by  fear. 

With  blood  besmeared,  and  white  with  foam, 
While  big  the  tears  of  anguish  pour, 

He  seeks,  amid  the  forest’s  gloom, 

The  humble  hermit’s  hallowed  bower. 

But  man  and  horse,  and  horn  and  hound, 
Fast  rattling  on  his  traces  go ; 

The  sacred  chapel  rung  around 

With,  “ Hark  away !  and  holla,  ho!” 

All  mild,  amid  the  rout  profane, 

The  holy  hermit  poured  his  prayer : 

“  Forbear  with  blood  God’s  house  to  stain ; 
Revere  His  altar,  and  forbear  ! 

“  The  meanest  brute  has  rights  to  plead, 
Which,  wronged  by  cruelty,  or  pride, 

Draw  vengeance  on  the  ruthless  head :  — 

Be  warned  at  length,  and  turn  aside.” 
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Still  the  Fair  Horseman  anxious  pleads ; 

The  Black,  wild  whooping,  points  the  prey 
Alas  !  the  Earl  no  warning  heeds, 

But  frantic  keeps  the  forward  way. 

“  Holy  or  not,  or  right  or  wrong, 

Thy  altar,  and  its  rites,  I  spurn ; 

Not  sainted  martyrs’  sacred  song, 

Nor  God  Himself,  shall  make  me  turn!” 

He  spurs  his  horse,  he  winds  his  horn, 

“  Hark  forward,  forward,  holla,  ho !  ”  — 

But  off,  on  whirlwind’s  pinions  borne, 

The  stag,  the  hut,  the  hermit,  go. 

And  horse  and  man,  and  horn  and  hound, 
And  clamor  of  the  chase,  was  gone ; 

For  hoofs,  and  howls,  and  bugle  sound, 

A  deadly  silence  reigned  alone. 

Wild  gazed  the  affrighted  Earl  around ; 

He  strove  in  vain  to  wake  his  horn, 

In  vain  to  call ;  for  not  a  sound 

Could  from  his  anxious  lips  be  borne. 

He  listens  for  his  trusty  hounds ; 

No  distant  baying  reached  his  ears : 

His  courser,  rooted  to  the  ground, 

The  quickening  spur  unmindful  bears. 

Still  dark  and  darker  frown  the  shades, 

Dark  as  the  darkness  of  the  grave ; 

And  not  a  sound  the  still  invades, 

Save  what  a  distant  torrent  gave. 

High  o’er  the  sinner’s  humbled  head 
At  length  the  solemn  silence  broke ; 

And,  from  a  cloud  of  swarthy  red, 

The  awful  voice  of  thunder  spoke :  — ■ 

“  Oppressor  of  creation  fair ! 

Apostate  Spirits’  hardened  tool ! 

Scorner  of  God !  Scourge  of  the  poor ! 

The  measure  of  thy  cup  is  full. 
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“  Be  chased  forever  through  the  wood; 

Forever  roam  the  affrighted  wild; 

And  let  thy  fate  instruct  the  proud, 

God’s  meanest  creature  is  His  child.” 

’Twas  hushed.  —  One  flash  of  somber  glare 
With  yellow  tinged  the  forests  brown; 
Uprose  the  Wildgrave’s  bristling  hair, 

And  horror  chilled  each  nerve  and  bone. 

Cold  poured  the  sweat  in  freezing  rill ; 

A  rising  wind  began  to  sing ; 

And  louder,  louder,  louder  still, 

Brought  storm  and  tempest  on  its  wing. 

Earth  heard  the  call ;  —  her  entrails  rend  ; 

From  yawning  rifts,  with  many  a  yell, 
Mixed  with  sulphureous  flames,  ascend 
The  misbegotten  dogs  of  hell. 

What  ghastly  Huntsman  next  arose, 

Well  may  I  guess,  but  dare  not  tell ; 

His  eye  like  midnight  lightning  glows, 

His  steed  the  swarthy  hue  of  hell. 

The  Wildgrave  flies  o’er  bush  and  thorn, 
With  many  a  shriek  of  helpless  woe; 
Behind  him  hound,  and  horse,  and  horn, 
And,  “  Hark  away,  and  holla,  ho !  ” 

With  wild  despair’s  reverted  eye, 

Close,  close  behind  he  marks  the  throng, 
With  bloody  fangs  and  eager  cry  ; 

In  frantic  fear  he  scours  along.  — 

Still,  still  shall  last  the  dreadful  chase, 

Till  time  itself  shall  have  an  end ; 

By  day  they  scour  earth’s  caverned  space, 
At  midnight’s  witching  hour,  ascend. 

This  is  the  horn,  and  hound,  and  horse, 
That  oft  the  ’lated  peasant  hears ; 
Appalled,  he  signs  the  frequent  cross, 
When  the  wild  din  invades  his  ears. 
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The  wakeful  priest  oft  drops  a  tear 
For  human  pride,  for  human  woe, 

When  at  his  midnight  mass  he  hears 
The  infernal  cry  of  “  Holla,  ho !  ” 

BOB  ACRES’  DUEL. 

By  RICHARD  BRINSLEY  SHERIDAN. 

(From  “The  Rivals.”) 

[Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan  :  A  British  dramatist ;  horn  in  Dublin,  Sep¬ 
tember  30,  1751  ;  died  in  London,  July  7,  1816.  His  father  was  an  actor,  his 
mother  the  author  of  several  plays,  and  his  mind  naturally  turned  toward 
the  drama.  His  first  play,  “The  Rivals”  (1774),  was  performed  January  17, 
1775,  at  Co  vent  Garden  Theater,  and  at  first  met  with  utter  failure.  It  was 
later  revised  and  reproduced,  and  was  successful.  Among  his  other  plays 
are  :  “  St.  Patrick’s  Day  ;  or,  the  Scheming  Lieutenant,”  first  produced  May  2, 
1775  ;  the  book  of  a  comic  opera,  “Duenna,”  November  21,  1775;  “A 
Trip  to  Scarborough,”  February  24,  1775;  “The  School  for  Scandal,”  May 
8,  1777  ;  and  “The  Critic,”  October  30,  1779.  In  1776  he  succeeded  David 
Garrick  as  manager  of  the  Drury  Lane  Theater,  and  in  1780  he  entered  politics 
as  a  member  of  Parliament.  He  subsequently  neglected  his  dramatic  work  for 
politics,  was  financially  ruined,  and  finally  arrested  for  debt.] 

Present:  Bob  Acres.  Enter  Sir  Lucius  O’Trigger. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Mr.  Acres,  I  am  delighted  to  embrace  you. 

Acres  —  My  dear  Sir  Lucius,  I  kiss  your  hands. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Pray,  my  friend,  what  has  brought  you  so 
suddenly  to  Bath  ? 

Acres  —  Faith!  I  have  followed  Cupid’s  Jack-o’-lantern, 
and  find  myself  in  a  quagmire  at  last.  —  In  short,  I  have  been 
very  ill  used,  Sir  Lucius.  —  I  don’t  choose  to  mention  names, 
but  look  on  me  as  a  very  ill-used  gentleman. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Pray  what  is  the  case  ?  —  I  ask  no  names. 

Acres  —  Mark  me,  Sir  Lucius,  I  fall  as  deep  as  need  be  in 
love  with  a  young  lady  —  her  friends  take  my  part  —  I  follow 
her  to  Bath  —  send  word  of  my  arrival ;  and  receive  answer 
that  the  lady  is  to  be  otherwise  disposed  of. —  This,  Sir  Lucius, 
I  call  being  ill  used. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Very  ill,  upon  my  conscience. — Pray,  can 
you  divine  the  cause  of  it? 

Acres  —  Why,  there’s  the  matter  ,  she  has  another  lover, 
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one  Beverley,  who,  I  am  told,  is  now  in  Bath.  —  Odds  slanders 
and  lies  !  he  must  be  at  the  bottom  of  it. 

Sir  Lucius  —  A  rival  in  the  case,  is  there  ?  —  and  you  think 
he  has  supplanted  you  unfairly  ? 

Acres  —  Unfairly  !  to  be  sure  he  has.  He  never  could  have 
done  it  fairly. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Then  sure  you  know  what  is  to  be  done  ! 

Acres  —  Not  I,  upon  my  soul ! 

Sir  Lucius  —  We  wear  no  swords  here,  but  you  understand 

me. 

Acres  —  What !  fight  him  ? 

Sir  Lucius  —  Ay,  to  be  sure  :  what  can  I  mean  else  ? 

Acres  —  But  he  has  given  me  no  provocation. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Now,  I  think  he  has  given  you  the  greatest 
provocation  in  the  world.  Can  a  man  commit  a  more  heinous 
offense  against  another  than  to  fall  in  love  with  the  same 
woman  ?  Oh,  by  my  soul !  it  is  the  most  unpardonable  breach 
of  friendship. 

Acres  —  Breach  of  friendship  !  ay,  ay  ;  but  I  have  no  ac¬ 
quaintance  with  this  man.  I  never  saw  him  in  my  life. 

Sir  Lucius  —  That’s  no  argument  at  all  —  he  has  the  less 
right  then  to  take  such  a  liberty. 

Acres  —  Gad,  that’s  true  —  I  grow  full  of  anger,  Sir  Lucius  ! 
—  I  fire  apace  !  Odds  hilts  and  blades  !  I  find  a  man  may 
have  a  deal  of  valor  in  him,  and  not  know  it  !  But  couldn’t 
I  contrive  to  have  a  little  right  on  my  side  ? 

Sir  Lucius  —  What  the  devil  signifies  right,  when  your 
honor  is  concerned  ?  Do  you  think  Achilles,  or  my  little  Alex¬ 
ander  the  Great,  ever  inquired  where  the  right  lay?  No,  by 
my  soul,  they  drew  their  broadswords,  and  left  the  lazy  sons 
of  peace  to  settle  the  justice  of  it. 

Acres  —  Your  words  are  a  grenadier’s  march  to  my  heart ! 
I  believe  courage  must  be  catching  !  I  certainly  do  feel  a  kind 
of  valor  rising  as  it  were  —  a  kind  of  courage,  as  I  may  say.  — 
Odds  flints,  pans,  and  triggers !  I’ll  challenge  him  directly. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Ah,  my  little  friend,  if  I  had  Blunderbuss  Hall 
here,  I  could  show  you  a  range  of  ancestry,  in  the  O’Trigger 
line,  that  would  furnish  the  new  room  ;  every  one  of  whom 
had  killed  his  man  !  — For  though  the  mansion  house  and  dirty 
acres  have  slipped  through  my  fingers,  I  thank  Heaven  our 
honor  and  the  family  pictures  are  as  fresh  as  ever. 

Acres  —  Oh,  Sir  Lucius  !  1  have  had  ancestors  too  !  —  every 
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man  of  ’em  colonel  or  captain  in  the  militia  !  —  Odds  balls  and 
barrels !  say  no  more  —  I’m  braced  for  it.  The  thunder  of 
your  words  has  soured  the  milk  of  human  kindness  in  my 
breast.  —  Zounds  !  as  the  man  in  the  play  says,  I  could  do 
such  deeds! 

Sir  Lucius  —  Come,  come,  there  must  be  no  passion  at  all 
in  the  case  —  these  things  should  always  be  done  civilly. 

Acres  —  I  must  be  in  a  passion,  Sir  Lucius  —  I  must  be  in 
a  rage,  —  dear  Sir  Lucius,  let  me  be  in  a  rage,  if  you  love  me. 
Come,  here’s  pen  and  paper.  [aS'zTs  down  to  write.]  I  would 
the  ink  were  red  !  —  Indite,  I  say  indite  !  —  How  shall  I  begin? 
Odds  bullets  and  blades !  I’ll  write  a  good  bold  hand,  how¬ 
ever. 

Sir  Lucius  ■ — -  Pray  compose  yourself. 

Acres  —  Come  —  now,  shall  I  begin  with  an  oath  ?  Do,  Sir 
Lucius,  let  me  begin  with  a  damme. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Pho  !  pho  !  do  the  thing  decently,  and  like  a 

Christian.  Begin  now — Sir - 

Acres  —  That’s  too  civil  by  half. 

Sir  Lucius  — -  To  prevent  the  confusion  that  might  arise - 

Acres  - —  W ell - 

Sir  Lucius — -  From  our  both  addressing  the  same  lady - 

Acres  —  Ay,  there’s  the  reason  —  same  lady  —  wrell - - 

Sir  Lucius  —  L  shall  expect  the  honor  of  your  company - 

Acres  —  Zounds  !  I’m  not  asking  him  to  dinner. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Pray  be  easy. 

Acres  —  W ell  then,  honor  of  your  company - - 

Sir  Lucius  —  To  settle  our  pretensions - 

Acres  - —  Well. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Let  me  see,  ay,  King’s-Mead-Field  will  do — ■ 
in  King'  s-Mead-Fields. 

Acres  —  So,  that’s  done. — Well,  I’ll  fold  it  up  presently  ; 
my  own  crest  —  a  hand  and  dagger  shall  be  the  seal. 

Sir  Lucius  —  You  see  now  this  little  explanation  will  put  a 
stop  at  once  to  all  confusion  or  misunderstanding  that  might 
arise  between  you. 

Acres  —  Ay,  we  fight  to  prevent  any  misunderstanding. 

Sir  Lucius — -Now,  I’ll  leave  you  to  fix  your  own  time.  - — • 
Take  my  advice,  and  you’ll  decide  it  this  evening  if  you  can  ; 
then  let  the  worst  come  of  it,  ’twill  be  off  your  mind  to¬ 
morrow. 

Acres  —  Very  true. 
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Sir  Lucius  —  So  I  shall  see  nothing  more  of  you,  unless  it 
be  by  letter,  till  the  evening.  —  I  would  do  myself  the  honor 
to  carry  your  message ;  but,  to  tell  you  a  secret,  I  believe  I 
shall  have  just  such  another  affair  on  my  own  hands.  There 
is  a  gay  captain  here,  who  put  a  jest  on  me  lately,  at  the 
expense  of  my  country,  and  I  only  want  to  fall  in  with  the 
gentleman,  to  call  him  out. 

Acres  —  By  my  valor,  I  should  like  to  see  you  fight  first ! 
Odds  life  !  I  should  like  to  see  you  kill  him  if  it  was  only  to 
get  a  little  lesson. 

Sir  Lucius  —  I  shall  be  very  proud  of  instructing  you. — 
Well,  for  the  present — -but  remember  now,  when  you  meet 
your  antagonist,  do  everything  in  a  mild  and  agreeable  man¬ 
ner.  —  Let  your  courage  be  as  keen,  but  at  the  same  time  as 
polished,  as  your  sword.  [ Exeunt  severally. 

Scene:  Acres’  Lodgings. 

Enter  David. 

David  —  Then,  by  the  mass,  sir !  I  would  do  no  such  thing 
—  ne’er  a  Sir  Lucius  O’Trigger  in  the  kingdom  should  make 
me  fight,  when  I  wa’n’t  so  minded.  Oons  !  what  will  the  old 
lady  say  when  she  hears  o’t  ? 

Acres  —  Ah  !  David,  if  you  had  heard  Sir  Lucius  !  —  Odds 
sparks  and  flames  !  he  would  have  roused  your  valor. 

David  —  Not  he,  indeed.  I  hate  such  bloodthirsty  cormo¬ 
rants.  Look’ee,  master,  if  you’d  wanted  a  bout  at  boxing,  quar- 
terstaff,  or  short  staff,  I  should  never  be  the  man  to  bid  you 
cry  off ;  but  for  your  curst  sharps  and  snaps,  I  never  knew  any 
good  come  of  ’em. 

Acres  —  But  my  honor,  David,  my  honor  !  I  must  be  very 
careful  of  my  honor. 

David  —  Ay,  by  the  mass  !  and  I  would  be  very  careful  of 
it  ;  and  I  think  in  return  my  honor  couldn’t  do  less  than  to  be 
very  careful  of  me. 

Acres  —  Odds  blades  !  David,  no  gentleman  will  ever  risk 
the  loss  of  his  honor  ! 

David  —  I  say  then,  it  would  be  but  civil  in  honor  never  to 
risk  the  loss  of  a  gentleman.  —  Look’ee,  master,  this  honor 
seems  to  me  to  be  a  marvelous  false  friend  ;  ay,  truly,  a  very 
courtierlike  servant.  —  Put  the  case,  I  was  a  gentleman  (which, 
thank  God,  no  one  can  say  of  me)  ;  well  —  my  honor  makes  me 
quarrel  with  another  gentleman  of  my  acquaintance.  —  So  — 
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we  fight.  (Pleasant  enough  that !)  Boh  !  —  I  kill  him  —  (the 
more’s  mjr  luck  !)  now,  pray  who  gets  the  profit  of  it  ?  —  Why, 
my  honor.  But  put  the  case  that  he  kills  me  !  —  by  the  mass  ! 
I  go  to  the  worms,  and  my  honor  whips  over  to  my  enemy. 

Acres  —  No,  David  —  in  that  case!  —  Odds  crowns  and 
laurels  !  your  honor  follows  you  to  the  grave. 

David  —  Now,  that’s  just  the  place  where  I  could  make  a 
shift  to  do  without  it. 

Acres  —  Zounds  !  David,  you  are  a  coward  !  —  It  doesn’t 
become  my  valor  to  listen  to  you.  —  What,  shall  I  disgrace  my 
ancestors?  —  Think  of  that,  David  —  think  what  it  would  be  to 
disgrace  my  ancestors ! 

David  —  Under  favor,  the  surest  way  of  not  disgracing  them 
is  to  keep  as  long  as  you  can  out  of  their  company.  Look’ee 
now,  master,  to  go  to  them  in  such  haste  —  with  an  ounce  of 
lead  in  your  brains  —  I  should  think  might  as  well  be  let  alone. 
Our  ancestors  are  very  good  kind  of  folks ;  but  they  are  the 
last  people  I  should  choose  to  have  a  visiting  acquaintance 
with. 

Acres  —  But,  David,  now,  you  don’t  think  there  is  such 
very,  very,  very  great  danger,  hey  ?  —  Odds  life  !  people  often 
fight  without  any  mischief  done  ! 

David  —  By  the  mass,  I  think  ’tis  ten  to  one  against  you  ! 

—  Oons  !  here  to  meet  some  lion-headed  fellow,  I  warrant,  with 
his  damned  double-barreled  swords,  and  cut  and  thrust  pistols  ! 

—  Lord  bless  us  !  it  makes  me  tremble  to  think  o’t !  —  Those 
be  such  desperate  bloody-minded  weapons!  Well,  I  never 
could  abide  ’em  —  from  a  child  I  never  could  fancy  ’em  !  —  I 
suppose  there  an’t  been  so  merciless  a  beast  in  the  world  as 
your  loaded  pistol ! 

Acres  —  Zounds  !  I  won’t  be  afraid  !  —  Odds  fire  and  fury  ! 
you  shan’t  make  me  afraid.  —  Here  is  the  challenge,  and  I  have 
sent  for  my  dear  friend  Jack  Absolute  to  carry  it  for  me. 

David  —  Ay,  i’  the  name  of  mischief,  let  him  be  the  messen¬ 
ger.  —  F or  my  part,  I  wouldn’t  lend  a  hand  to  it  for  the  best 
horse  in  your  stable.  By  the  mass  !  it  don’t  look  like  another 
letter  !  It  is,  as  I  may  say,  a  designing  and  malicious-looking 
letter ;  and  I  warrant  smells  of  gunpowder  like  a  soldier’s 
pouch  !  —  Oons  !  I  wouldn’t  swear  it  mayn’t  go  off ! 

Acres  —  Out,  you  poltroon  I  you  ha’n’t  the  valor  of  a  grass¬ 
hopper. 

David  —  Well.  T  say  no  more  —  ’twill  be  sad  news,  to  be 
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sure,  at  Clod  Hall !  but  I  ha’  done.  —  How  Phillis  will  howl 
when  she  hears  of  it !  — Ay,  poor  bitch,  she  little  thinks  what 
shooting  her  master’s  going  after  !  And  I  warrant  old  Crop, 
who  has  carried  your  honor,  field  and  road,  these  ten  years,  will 
curse  the  hour  he  was  born.  [  Whimpering. 

Acres  —  It  won’t  do,  David  —  I  am  determined  to  fight  — 
so  get  along,  you  coward,  while  I’m  in  the  mind. 

Enter  Servant. 

Servant  —  Captain  Absolute,  sir. 

Acres —  Oh  !  show  him  up.  [Exit  Servant. 

David  —  Well,  Heaven  send  we  be  all  alive  this  time  to¬ 
morrow. 

Acres  —  What’s  that  ?  —  don’t  provoke  me,  David  ! 

David  —  Good-by,  master.  [  Whimpering. 

Acres  —  Get  along,  you  cowardly,  dastardly,  croaking  raven  ! 

[Exit  David. 

Enter  Captain  Absolute. 

Absolute  —  What’s  the  matter,  Bob? 

Acres  —  A  vile,  sheep-hearted  blockhead  !  If  I  hadn’t  the 
valor  of  St.  George  and  the  dragon  to  boot - 

Absolute  —  But  what  did  you  want  with  me,  Bob  ? 

Acres  —  Oh  !  —  There -  [Gives  him  the  challenge. 

Absolute  [aside]  To  Ensign  Beverley.  —  So,  what’s  going 
on  now  !  [Aloud]  Well,  what’s  this  ? 

Acres  —  A  challenge  ! 

Absolute  —  Indeed  !  Why,  you  won’t  fight  him,  will  you, 
Bob? 

Acres  —  Egad,  but  I  will,  Jack.  Sir  Lucius  has  wrought 
me  to  it.  He  has  left  me  full  of  rage  —  and  I’ll  fight  this 
evening,  that  so  much  good  passion  mayn’t  be  wasted. 

Absolute  —  But  what  have  I  to  do  with  this  ? 

Acres  —  Why,  as  I  think  you  know  something  of  this  fellow, 
I  want  you  to  find  him  out  for  me,  and  give  him  this  mortal 
defiance. 

Absolute  —  Well,  give  it  to  me,  and  trust  me  he  gets  it. 

Acres  —  Thank  you,  my  dear  friend,  my  dear  Jack;  but  it 
is  giving  you  a  great  deal  of  trouble. 

Absolute  —  Not  in  the  least  —  I  beg  you  won’t  mention  it. 
—  No  trouble  in  the  world,  I  assure  you. 
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Acres  —  You  are  very  kind.  — What  it  is  to  have  a  friend. 
—  You  couldn’t  be  my  second,  could  you,  Jack  ? 

Absolute  —  Why,  no,  Bob  —  not  in  this  affair  —  it  would  not 
be  quite  so  proper. 

Acres  —  Well,  then,  I  must  get  my  friend  Sir  Lucius.  I 
shall  have  your  good  wishes,  however,  Jack? 

Absolute  —  Whenever  he  meets  you,  believe  me. 

Reenter  Servant. 

Servant  —  Sir  Anthony  Absolute  is  below,  inquiring  for  the 
captain. 

Absolute  —  I’ll  come  instantly.  —  [Exit  Servant.]  Well,  my 
little  hero,  success  attend  you.  [doing. 

Acres  —  Stay — stay,  Jack. — If  Beverley  should  ask  you 
what  kind  of  a  man  your  friend  Acres  is,  do  tell  him  I  am  a 
devil  of  a  fellow  —  will  you,  Jack? 

Absolute  —  To  be  sure  I  shall.  I’ll  say  you  are  a  deter¬ 
mined  dog  —  hey,  Bob  ! 

Acres  —  Ay,  do,  do  —  and  if  that  frightens  him,  egad,  per¬ 
haps  he  mayn’t  come.  So  tell  him  I  generally  kill  a  man  a 
week  ;  will  you,  J ack  ? 

Absolute  —  I  will,  I  will ;  I’ll  say  you  are  called  in  the  coun¬ 
try  Fighting  Bob. 

Acres  —  Right  —  right  —  ’tis  all  to  prevent  mischief  ;  for  I 
don’t  want  to  take  his  life  if  I  clear  my  honor. 

Absolute  —  No  !  —  that’s  very  kind  of  you. 

Acres  —  Why,  you  don’t  wish  me  to  kill  him  —  do  you, 
Jack? 

Absolute  —  No,  upon  my  soul,  I  do  not.  But  a  devil  of  a 
fellow,  hey  ?  [  doing. 

Acres  —  True,  true  —  but  stay  —  stay,  Jack  —  you  may  add 
that  you  never  saw  me  in  such  a  rage  before  —  a  most  devour¬ 
ing  rage ! 

Absolute  —  I  will,  I  will. 

Acres  —  Remember,  Jack  —  a  determined  dog  ! 

Absolute  —  Ay,  ay,  Fighting  Bob  !  [Exeunt  severally. 

Scene:  King' s-Mead-Fields. 

Enter  Sir  Lucius  O’Trigger  and  Acres,  with  pistols. 

Acres  —  By  my  valor  !  then,  Sir  Lucius,  forty  yards  is  a 
good  distance.  Odds  levels  and  aims  !  —  I  say  it  is  a  good 
distance. 
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Sir  Lucius  —  Is  it  for  muskets  or  small  fieldpieces?  Upon 
my  conscience,  Mr.  Acres,  you  must  leave  those  things  to  me. 
—  Stay  now  —  I’ll  show  you.  [Measures  paces  along  the  stage. ] 
There  now,  that  is  a  very  pretty  distance  —  a  pretty  gentle¬ 
man’s  distance. 

Acres  —  Zounds  !  we  might  as  well  fight  in  a  sentry  box ! 
I  tell  you,  Sir  Lucius,  the  farther  he  is  off,  the  cooler  I  shall 
take  my  aim. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Faith!  then  I  suppose  you  would  aim  at  him 
best  of  all  if  he  was  out  of  sight ! 

Acres  —  No,  Sir  Lucius;  but  I  should  think  forty  or  eight 
and  thirty  yards - 

Sir  Lucius  —  Pho  !  pho  !  nonsense  !  three  or  four  feet  be  • 
tween  the  mouths  of  your  pistols  is  as  good  as  a  mile ! 

Acres  —  Odds  bullets,  no  !  —  by  my  valor  !  there  is  no  merit 
in  killing  him  so  near  :  do,  my  dear  Sir  Lucius,  let  me  bring 
him  down  at  a  long  shot :  —  a  long  shot,  Sir  Lucius,  if  you  love 
me ! 

Sir  Lucius  —  Well,  the  gentleman’s  friend  and  I  must  set¬ 
tle  that.  —  But  tell  me  now,  Mr.  Acres,  in  case  of  an  accident, 
is  there  any  little  will  or  commission  I  could  execute  for  you  ? 

Acres  —  I  am  much  obliged  to  you,  Sir  Lucius  —  but  I  don’t 
understand - 

Sir  Lucius  —  Why,  you  may  think  there’s  no  being  shot  at 
without  a  little  risk  —  and  if  an  unlucky  bullet  should  carry 
a  quietus  with  it  —  I  say  it  w  11  be  no  time  then  to  be  bother¬ 
ing  you  about  family  matters. 

Acres  —  A  quietus  ! 

Sir  Lucius  —  F or  instance,  now  —  if  that  should  be  the 
case  —  would  you  choose  to  be  pickled  and  sent  home  ?  —  or 
would  it  be  the  same  to  you  to  lie  here  in  the  Abbey  ?  —  I’m 
told  there  is  very  snug  lying  in  the  Abbey. 

Acres  —  Pickled  !  —  Snug  lying  in  the  Abbey  !  —  Odds 
tremors  !  Sir  Lucius,  don’t  talk  so  ! 

Sir  Lucius  —  I  suppose,  Mr.  Acres,  you  never  were  engaged 
in  an  affair  of  this  kind  before  ? 

Acres  —  No,  Sir  Lucius,  never  before. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Ah  !  that’s  a  pity  !  —  there’s  nothing  like 
being  used  to  a  thing.  —  Pray  now,  how  would  you  receive  the 
gentleman’s  shot? 

Acres  —  Odds  files  !  —  I’ve  practiced  that  —  there,  Sir  Lu¬ 
cius —  there.  [Puts  himself  in  an  attitude .]  A  side  front. 
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hey  ?  Odd  !  I’ll  make  myself  small  enough  :  I’ll  stand  edge¬ 
ways. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Now  —  you’re  quite  out  —  for  if  you  stand  so 
when  I  take  my  aim -  [ Leveling  at  him. 

Acres  —  Zounds  !  Sir  Lucius  —  are  you  sure  it  is  not  cocked  ? 

Sir  Lucius  —  Never  fear. 

Acres  —  But  —  but  —  you  don’t  know  —  it  may  go  off  of  its 
own  head ! 

Sir  Lucius  —  Pho  !  be  easy.  —  Well,  now  if  I  hit  you  in  the 
body,  my  bullet  has  a  double  chance  —  for  if  it  misses  a  vital 
part  of  your  right  side  —  ’twill  be  very  hard  if  it  don’t  succeed 
on  the  left  ! 

Acres  —  A  vital  part ! 

Sir  Lucius  —  But,  there — fix  yourself  so  [ placing  hivi\ — 
let  him  see  the  broadside  of  your  full  front  —  there  —  now 
a  ball  or  two  may  pass  clean  through  your  body,  and  never  do 
any  harm  at  all. 

Acres  —  Clean  through  me  !  —  a  ball  or  two  clean  through 
me ! 

Sir  Lucius  —  Ay  —  may  they  —  and  it  is  much  the  gen- 
teelest  attitude  into  the  bargain. 

Acres  —  Look’ee  !  Sir  Lucius  —  I’d  just  as  lieve  be  shot  in 
an  awkward  posture  as  a  genteel  one  ;  so,  by  my  valor  !  I  will 
stand  edgeways. 

Sir  Lucius  [ looking  at  his  watch\  —  Sure  they  don’t  mean 
to  disappoint  us.  —  Hah  !  —  no,  faith  —  I  think  I  see  them 
coming. 

Acres  —  Hey  !  —  what !  —  coming !  — 

Sir  Lucius  —  Ay.  —  Who  are  those  yonder  getting  over  the 
stile  ? 

Acres  —  There  are  two  of  them  indeed!  —  well  —  let  them 
come  —  hey,  Sir  Lucius  !  —  we  —  we  —  we  —  we  —  won’t  run. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Run  ! 

Acres  —  No  —  I  say  —  we  won’t  run,  by  my  valor  ! 

Sir  Lucius  —  What  the  devil’s  the  matter  with  you  ? 

Acres  —  N othing  —  nothing  —  my  dear  friend  —  my  dear 
Sir  Lucius  —  but  I  —  I  —  I  don’t  feel  quite  so  bold,  somehow, 
as  I  did. 

Sir  Lucius  —  O  fy  !  —  consider  your  honor. 

Acres  —  Ay  —  true  —  my  honor.  Do,  Sir  Lucius,  edge  in 
a  word  or  two  every  now  and  then  about  my  honor. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Well,  here  they’re  coming.  [ Looking . 
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Acres  —  Sir  Lucius  —  if  T  wa’n’t  with  you,  I  should  almost 
think  I  was  afraid.  —  If  my  valor  should  leave  me!  —  Valor 
will  come  and  go. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Then  pray  keep  it  fast,  while  you  have  it. 

Acres  —  Sir  Lucius  —  I  doubt  it  is  going  —  yes  —  my  valor 
is  certainly  going  !  —  it  is  sneaking  off  !  —  I  feel  it  oozing  out 
as  it  were  at  the  palms  of  my  hands  ! 

Sir  Lucius  —  Your  honor  —  your  honor.  —  Here  they  are. 

Acres  —  O  mercy  !  —  now  —  that  I  was  safe  at  Clod  Hall  ! 
or  could  be  shot  before  I  was  aware  ! 

Enter  Faulkland  and  Captain  Absolute. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Gentlemen,  your  most  obedient.  —  Hah  !  — 
what,  Captain  Absolute  !  —  So  I  suppose,  sir,  you  are  come 
here,  just  like  myself  — to  do  a  kind  office,  first  for  your 
friend  —  then  to  proceed  to  business  on  your  own  account. 

Acres  —  What,  Jack  !  —  my  dear  Jack  !  —  my  dear  friend  ! 

Absolute  —  Hark’ee,  Bob,  Beverley’s  at  hand. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Well,  Mr.  Acres  —  I  don’t  blame  your  salut¬ 
ing  the  gentleman  civilly. —  [To  Faulkland]  So,  Mr.  Bev¬ 
erley,  if  you’ll  choose  your  weapons,  the  captain  and  I  will 
measure  the  ground. 

Faulkland  —  My  weapons,  sir  ! 

Acres  —  Odds  life !  Sir  Lucius,  I’m  not  going  to  fight  Mr. 
Faulkland  ;  these  are  my  particular  friends. 

Sir  Lucius  —  What,  sir,  did  you  not  come  here  to  fight  Mr. 
Acres? 

Faulkland  —  Not  I,  upon  my  word,  sir. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Well,  now,  that’s  mighty  provoking  !  But  I 
hope,  Mr.  Faulkland,  as  there  are  three  of  us  come  on  pui'pose 
for  the  game,  you  won’t  be  so  cantankerous  as  to  spoil  the  party 
by  sitting  out. 

Absolute  —  O  pray,  Faulkland,  fight  to  oblige  Sir  Lucius. 

Faulkland  —  Nay,  if  Mr.  Acres  is  so  bent  on  the  matter - 

Acres  —  No,  no,  Mr.  Faulkland;  —  I’ll  bear  my  disappoint¬ 
ment  like  a  Christian.  —  Look’ee,  Sir  Lucius,  there’s  no  occasion 
at  all  for  me  to  fight ;  and  if  it  is  the  same  to  you,  I’d  as  lieve 
let  it  alone. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Observe  me,  Mr.  Acres  —  I  must  not  be  trifled 
with.  You  have  certainly  challenged  somebody  —  and  you 
came  here  to  fight  him.  Now,  if  that  gentleman  is  willing  to 
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represent  him  —  I  can’t  see,  for  my  soul,  why  it  isn’t  just  the 
same  thing. 

Acres  —  Why  no  —  Sir  Lucius  —  I  tell  you  ’tis  one  Beverley 
I’ve  challenged  —  a  fellow,  you  see,  that  dare  not  show  his 
face  !  —  If  he  were  here,  I’d  make  him  give  up  his  pretensions 
directly  ! 

Absolute  —  Hold,  Bob  —  let  me  set  you  right  —  there  is  no 
such  man  as  Beverley  in  the  case.  —  The  person  who  assumed 
that  name  is  before  you  ;  and  as  his  pretensions  are  the  same 
in  both  characters,  he  is  ready  to  support  them  in  whatever 
way  you  please. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Well,  this  is  lucky. —  Now  you  have  an  oppor¬ 
tunity  — 

Acres  —  What,  quarrel  with  my  dear  friend,  J ack  Absolute  ? 
—  not  if  he  were  fifty  Beverleys  !  Zounds!  Sir  Lucius,  you 
would  not  have  me  so  unnatural  ? 

Sir  Lucius  —  Upon  my  conscience,  Mr.  Acres,  your  valor 
has  oozed  away  with  a  vengeance  ! 

Acres  —  Not  in  the  least  !  Odds  backs  and  abettors  !  I’ll 
be  your  second  with  all  my  heart  —  and  if  you  should  get  a 
quietus,  you  may  command  me  entirely.  I’ll  get  you  snug 
lying  in  the  Abbey  here ;  or  pickle  you,  and  send  you  over  to 
Blunderbuss  Hall,  or  anything  of  the  kind,  with  the  greatest 
pleasure. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Pho !  pho  !  you  are  little  better  than  a 
coward. 

Acres  —  Mind,  gentlemen,  he  calls  me  a  coward;  coward 
was  the  word,  by  my  valor  ! 

Sir  Lucius  —  W ell,  sir  ? 

Acres  —  Look’ee,  Sir  Lucius,  ’tisn’t  that  I  mind  the  word 
coward  — coward  may  be  said  in  joke.  — But  if  you  had  called 
me  a  poltroon,  odds  daggers  and  balls - 

Sir  Lucius  —  Well,  sir  ? 

Acres  —  I  should  have  thought  you  a  very  ill-bred  man. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Pho  !  you  are  beneath  my  notice. 

Absolute  —  Nay,  Sir  Lucius,  you  can’t  have  a  better  second 
than  my  friend  Acres.  —  He  is  a  most  determined  dog  —  called 
in  the  country,  Fighting  Bob.  —  He  generally  kills  a  man  a 
week  —  don’t  you,  Bob  ? 

Acres  —  Ay  —  at  home  ! 

Sir  Lucius  —  Well,  then,  captain,  ’tis  we  must  begin  —  so 
come  out,  my  little  counselor  [ draws  his  sword]  —  and  ask 
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the  gentleman  whether  he  will  resign  the  lady,  without  forcing 
you  to  proceed  against  him  ? 

Absolute  —  Come  on  then,  sir  [draws]  ;  since  you  won’t 
let  it  be  an  amicable  suit,  here’s  my  reply. 

Enter  Sir  Anthony  Absolute,  David,  Mrs.  Malaprop, 

Lydia,  and  Julia. 

David  —  Knock  ’em  all  down,  sweet  Sir  Anthony  ;  knock 
down  my  master  in  particular  ;  and  bind  his  hands  over  to  their 
good  behavior  ! 

Sir  Anthony  —  Put  up,  J ack,  put  up,  or  I  shall  be  in  a 
frenzy  —  how  came  you  in  a  duel,  sir? 

Absolute  —  Faith,  sir,  that  gentleman  can  tell  you  better  than 
I ;  ’twas  he  called  on  me,  and  you  know,  sir,  I  serve  his  Majesty. 

Sir  Anthony — Here’s  a  pretty  fellow;  I  catch  him  going 
to  cut  a  man’s  throat,  and  he  tells  me  he  serves  his  Majesty  ! 

—  Zounds !  sirrah,  then  how  durst  you  draw  the  king’s  sword 
against  one  of  his  subjects  ? 

Absolute  —  Sir  !  I  tell  you,  that  gentleman  called  me  out, 
without  explaining  his  reasons. 

Sir  Anthony  —  Gad  !  sir,  how  came  you  to  call  my  son  out, 
without  explaining  your  reasons  ? 

Sir  Lucius  —  Your  son,  sir,  insulted  me  in  a  manner  which 
my  honor  could  not  brook. 

Sir  Anthony  —  Zounds!  Jack,  how  durst  you  insult  the 
gentleman  in  a  manner  which  his  honor  could  not  brook  ? 

Mrs.  Malaprop  —  Come,  come,  let’s  have  no  honor  before 
ladies.  —  Captain  Absolute,  come  here.  How  could  you  in¬ 
timidate  us  so  ?  —  Here’s  Lydia  has  been  terrified  to  death  for 
you. 

Absolute — For  fear  I  should  be  killed,  or  escape,  ma’am  ? 

Mrs.  Malaprop  —  Nay,  no  delusions  to  the  past  —  Lydia  is 
convinced  ;  speak,  child. 

Sir  Lucius —  With  your  leave,  ma’am,  I  must  put  in  a  word 
here  :  I  believe  I  could  interpret  the  young  lady’s  silence. 
Now  mark - 

Lydia —  What  is  it  you  mean,  sir? 

Sir  Lucius  —  Come,  come,  Delia,  we  must  be  serious  now 

—  this  is  no  time  for  trifling. 

Lydia  —  ’Tis  true,  sir  ;  and  your  reproof  bids  me  offer  this 
gentleman  my  hand,  and  solicit  the  return  of  his  affections. 
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Absolute  —  O  !  my  little  angel,  say  you  so  !  —  Sir  Lucius  — 
I  perceive  there  must  be  some  mistake  here,  with  regard  to  the 
affront  which  you  affirm  I  have  given  you.  I  can  only  say 
that  it  could  not  have  been  intentional.  And  as  you  must  be 
convinced  that  I  should  not  fear  to  support  a  real  injury  — 
you  shall  now  see  that  I  am  not  ashamed  to  atone  for  an  inad¬ 
vertency —  I  ask  your  pardon.  —  But  for  this  lady,  while 
honored  with  her  approbation,'  I  will  support  my  claim  against 
any  man  whatever. 

Sir  Anthony  —  Well  said,  Jack,  and  I’ll  stand  by  you,  my  boy. 

Acres  —  Mind,  I  give  up  all  my  claim  —  I  make  no  preten¬ 
sions  to  anything  in  the  world  ;  and  if  I  can’t  get  a  wife  with¬ 
out  fighting  for  her,  by  my  valor  !  I’ll  live  a  bachelor. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Captain,  give  me  your  hand  :  an  affront  hand¬ 
somely  acknowledged  becomes  an  obligation  ;  and  as  for  the 

lady,  if  she  chooses  to  deny  her  own  handwriting,  here - 

[ Takes  out  letters. 

Mrs.  Malaprop  —  '  i,  he  will  dissolve  my  mystery  !  —  Sir 

Lucius,  perhaps  the  re  a  some  mistake  —  perhaps  I  can  illumi¬ 
nate  — 

Sir  Lucius  —  Pray,  old  gentlewoman,  don’t  interfere  where 
you  have  no  business.  —  Miss  Languish,  are  you  my  Delia,  or 
not  ? 

Lydia  —  Indeed,  Sir  Lucius,  I  am  not. 

[  Walks  aside  with  Captain  Absolute. 

Mrs.  Malaprop —  Sir  Lucius  O’Trigger  —  ungrateful  as  you 
are  —  I  own  the  soft  impeachment  —  pardon  my  blushes,  I  am 
Delia. 

Sir  Lucius  —  You  Delia  —  pho!  pho!  be  easy. 

Mrs.  Malaprop  —  Why,  thou  barbarous  Vandyke  —  those 
letters  are  mine.  —  When  you  are  more  sensible  of  my  benignity 
—  perhaps  I  may  be  brought  to  encourage  your  addresses. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Mrs.  Malaprop,  I  am  extremely  sensible  of 
your  condescension  ;  and  whether  you  or  Lucy  have  put  this 
trick  on  me,  I  am  equally  beholden  to  you.  —  And,  to  show 
you  I  am  not  ungrateful,  Captain  Absolute,  since  you  have 
taken  that  lady  from  me  I’ll  give  you  my  Delia  into  the  bar¬ 
gain. 

Absolute  —  I  am  much  obliged  to  you,  Sir  Lucius  ;  but  here’s 
my  friend,  Fighting  Bob,  unprovided  for. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Hah  !  little  Valor  —  here,  will  you  make  your 
fortune  ? 
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Acres  —  Odds  wrinkles!  No. — But  give  me  your  hand, 
Sir  Lucius,  forget  and  forgive ;  but  if  ever  I  give  you  a  chance 
of  pickling  me  again,  say  Bob  Acres  is  a  dunce,  that’s  all. 

Sir  Anthony  —  Come,  Mrs.  Malaprop,  don’t  be  cast  down  — 
you  are  in  your  bloom  yet. 

Mrs.  Malaprop  —  O  Sir  Anthony  —  men  are  all  barbarians. 

[ All  retire  but  Julia  and  Faulkland. 

Julia  \_aside~\ — He  seems  dejected  and  unhappy  —  not 
sullen ;  there  was  some  foundation,  however,  for  the  tale  he 
told  me.  —  O  woman  !  how  true  should  be  your  judgment,  when 
your  resolution  is  so  weak  ! 

Faulkland  —  Julia!  — how  can  I  sue  for  what  I  so  little 
deserve  ?  I  dare  not  presume  —  yet  Hope  is  the  child  of 
Penitence. 

Julia — Oh!  Faulkland,  you  have  not  been  more  faulty 
in  your  unkind  treatment  of  me  than  I  am  now  in  wanting 
inclination  to  resent  it.  As  my  heart  honestly  bids  me  place 
my  weakness  to  the  account  of  love,  I  should  be  ungenerous 
not  to  admit  the  same  plea  for  yours. 

Faulkland  —  Now  I  shall  be  blest  indeed  ! 

Sir  Anthony  \_coming  forward~\  —  What’s  going  on  here  ?  — 
So  you  have  been  quarreling  too,  I  warrant !  Come,  Julia,  I 
never  interfered  before ;  but  let  me  have  a  hand  in  the  matter 
at  last.  — All  the  faults  I  have  ever  seen  in  my  friend  Faulk¬ 
land  seemed  to  proceed  from  what  he  calls  the  delicacy  and 
warmth  of  his  affection  for  you.  —  There,  marry  him  directly, 
Julia  ;  you’ll  find  he’ll  mend  surprisingly  ! 

\_The  rest  come  forward. 

Sir  Lucius  —  Come,  now,  I  hope  there  is  no  dissatisfied 
person,  but  what  is  content ;  for  as  I  have  been  disappointed 
myself,  it  will  be  very  hard  if  I  have  not  the  satisfaction  of 
seeing  other  people  succeed  better. 

Acres  —  You  are  right,  Sir  Lucius.  —  So,  Jack,  I  wish  you 
joy.  —  Mr.  Faulkland  the  same.  —  Ladies,  —  come  now,  to  show 
you  I’m  neither  vexed  nor  angry,  odds  tabors  and  pipes  !  I’ll 
order  the  fiddles  in  half  an  hour  to  the  New  Rooms  —  and  I 
insist  on  your  all  meeting  me  there. 

Sir  Anthony  — -  Gad  !  sir,  I  like  your  spirit ;  and  at  night 
we  single  lads  will  drink  a  health  to  the  young  couples,  and  a 
husband  to  Mrs.  Malaprop. 
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By  OLIVER  GOLDSMITH. 

(From  “  She  Stoops  to  Conquer.”) 

Present:  Hastings  and  Miss  Neville.  Enter  Marlow. 

Marlow  —  The  assiduities  of  these  good  people  tease  me 
beyond  bearing.  My  host  seems  to  think  it  ill  manners  to 
leave  me  alone,  and  so  he  claps  not  only  himself,  but  his  old- 
fashioned  wife,  on  my  back.  They  talk  of  coming  to  sup  with 
us  too  ;  and  then,  I  suppose,  we  are  to  run  the  gantlet  through 
all  the  rest  of  the  family.  —  What  have  we  got  here  ? 

Hastings  —  My  dear  Charles  !  Let  me  congratulate  you  ! 

—  The  most  fortunate  accident  !  —  Who  do  you  think  is  just 
alighted  ? 

Marlow  —  Cannot  guess. 

Hastings  —  Our  mistresses,  boy,  Miss  Hardcastle  and  Miss 
Neville.  Give  me  leave  to  introduce  Miss  Constance  Neville  to 
your  acquaintance.  Happening  to  dine  in  the  neighborhood, 
they  called  on  their  return  to  take  fresh  horses  here.  Miss 
Hardcastle  has  just  stept  into  the  next  room,  and  will  be  back 
in  an  instant.  Wasn’t  it  lucky?  eh  ! 

Marlow  \_aside~\  —  I  have  been  mortified  enough  of  all  con¬ 
science,  and  here  comes  something  to  complete  my  embarrass¬ 
ment. 

Hastings  —  Well,  but  wasn’t  it  the  most  fortunate  thing  in 
the  world? 

Marlow  —  Oh!  yes.  Very  fortunate  —  a  most  joyful  en¬ 
counter.  —  But  our  dresses,  George,  you  know  are  in  disorder. 
What  if  we  should  postpone  the  happiness  till  to-morrow  ? 

—  To-morrow  at  her  own  house.  It  will  be  every  bit  as  con¬ 
venient —  and  rather  more  respectful.  To-morrow  let  it  be. 

[  Offering  to  go. 

Miss  Neville  —  By  no  means,  sir.  Your  ceremony  will  dis¬ 
please  her.  The  disorder  of  your  dress  will  show  the  ardor  of 
your  impatience.  Besides,  she  knows  you  are  in  the  house, 
and  will  permit  you  to  see  her. 

Marlow  — •  O  !  the  devil  !  how  shall  I  support  it  ?  Hem  ! 
hem  !  Hastings,  you  must  not  go.  You  are  to  assist  me,  you 
know.  I  shall  be  confoundedly  ridiculous.  Yet,  hang  it ! 
I’ll  take  courage.  Hem  ! 
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Hastings  —  Pshaw,  man  !  it’s  but  the  first  plunge,  and  all’s 
over.  She’s  but  a  woman,  you  know. 

Marlow  —  And,  of  all  women,  she  that  I  dread  most  to 
encounter. 


Enter  Miss  Hardcastle,  as  returned  from  walking ,  a  bonnet , 

etc. 

Hastings  [ introducing  them]  —  Miss  Hardcastle,  Mr.  Mar¬ 
low.  I’m  proud  of  bringing  two  persons  of  such  merit  to¬ 
gether,  that  only  want  to  know,  to  esteem  each  other. 

Miss  Hardcastle  [aside] — Now  for  meeting  my  modest 
gentleman  with  a  demure  face,  and  quite  in  his  own  manner. 
[After  a  pause ,  in  which  he  appears  very  uneasy  and  discon¬ 
certed]  I’m  glad  of  your  safe  arrival,  sir.  I’m  told  you  had 
some  accidents  by  the  way. 

Marlow — -Only  a  few,  madam.  Yes,  we  had  some.  Yes, 
madam,  a  good  many  accidents,  but  should  be  sorry  —  madam 
—  or  rather  glad  of  any  accidents  —  that  are  so  agreeably  con¬ 
cluded.  Hem  ! 

Hastings  [to  him]  —  You  never  spoke  better  in  your  whole 
life.  Keep  it  up,  and  I’ll  insure  you  the  victory. 

Miss  Hardcastle  —  I’m  afraid  you  flatter,  sir.  You  that 
have  seen  so  much  of  the  finest  company,  can  find  little  enter¬ 
tainment  in  an  obscure  corner  of  the  country. 

Marlow  [gathering  courage]  —  I  have  lived,  indeed,  in  the 
world,  madam  ;  but  I  have  kept  very  little  company.  I  have 
been  but  an  observer  upon  life,  madam,  while  others  were  en¬ 
joying  it. 

Miss  Neville  —  But  that,  I  am  told,  is  the  way  to  enjoy  it 
at  last. 

Hastings  [to  him]  —  Cicero  never  spoke  better.  Once 
more,  and  you  are  confirmed  in  assurance  forever. 

Marlow  [to  him]  —  Hem  !  Stand  by  me,  then,  and  when 
I’m  down,  throw  in  a  word  or  two,  to  set  me  up  again. 

Miss  Hardcastle  —  An  observer,  like  you,  upon  life  were,  I 
fear,  disagreeably  employed,  since  you  must  have  had  much 
more  to  censure  than  to  approve. 

Marlow  —  Pardon  me,  madam.  I  was  always  willing  to  be 
amused.  The  folly  of  most  people  is  rather  an  object  of  mirth 
than  uneasiness. 
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Hastings  [to  him] — Bravo,  bravo.  Never  spoke  so  well 
in  your  whole  life.  Well,  Miss  Hardcastle,  I  see  that  you  and 
Mr.  Marlow  are  going  to  be  very  good  company.  I  believe 
our  being  here  will  but  embarrass  the  interview. 

Marlow  —  Not  in  the  least,  Mr.  Hastings.  We  like  your 
company  of  all  things.  [To  him ]  Zounds  !  George,  sure 
you  won’t  go  ?  how  can  you  leave  us  ? 

Hastings—-  Our  presence  will  but  spoil  conversation,  so 
we’ll  retire  to  the  next  room.  [To  him ]  You  don’t  consider, 
man,  that  we  are  to  manage  a  little  tete-a-tete  of  our  own. 

[Exeunt. 

Miss  Hardcastle  [after  a  pause]  —  But  you  have  not  been 
wholly  an  observer,  I  presume,  sir  :  the  ladies,  I  should  hope, 
have  employed  some  part  of  your  addresses. 

Marlow  [relapsing  into  timidity ]  —  Pardon  me,  madam,  I  — 
I  —  I  —  as  yet  have  studied  —  only  —  to  —  deserve  them. 

Miss  Hardcastle  —  And  that,  some  say,  is  the  very  worst 
way  to  obtain  them. 

Marlow- — Perhaps  so,  madam.  But  I  love  to  converse  only 
with  the  more  grave  and  sensible  part  of  the  sex.  But  I’m 
afraid  I  grow  tiresome. 

Miss  Hardcastle  — Not  at  all,  sir  ;  there  is  nothing  I  like  so 
much  as  grave  conversation  myself  ;  I  could  hear  it  forever. 
Indeed,  I  have  often  been  surprised  how  a  man  of  sentiment 
could  ever  admire  those  light  airy  pleasures,  where  nothing 
reaches  the  heart. 

Marlow  —  It’s  —  a  disease  —  of  the  mind,  madam.  In  the 
variety  of  tastes  there  must  be  some  who,  wanting  a  relish  - — 
for  —  um  —  a  —  um. 

Miss  Hardcastle  —  I  understand  you,  sir.  There  must  be 
some  Avho,  wanting  a  relish  for  refined  pleasures,  pretend  to 
despise  what  they  are  incapable  of  tasting. 

Marlow  —  My  meaning,  madam,  but  infinitely  better  ex¬ 
pressed.  And  I  can’t  help  observing — a - 

Miss  Hardcastle  [aside]  —  Who  could  ever  suppose  this 
fellow  impudent  upon  some  occasions?  [To  him ]  You  were 
going  to  observe,  sir - 

Marlow  —  I  was  observing,  madam  —  I  protest,  madam,  I 
forget  what  I  was  going  to  observe. 

Miss  Hardcastle  [aside]  —  I  vow  and  so  do  I.  [  To  him] 
You  were  observing,  sir,  that  in  this  age  of  hypocrisy  —  some¬ 
thing  about  hypocrisy,  sir. 


MR.  HARDCASTLE’S  HOUSE  TAKEN  FOR  AN  INN.  267 


Marlow  ■ — Yes,  madam.  In  this  age  of  hypocrisy  there  are 
few  who  upon  strict  inquiry  do  not  —  a  —  a  —  a - 

Miss  Hardcastle  —  I  understand  you  perfectly,  sir. 

Marlow  \_aside ]  —  Egad  !  and  that’s  more  than  I  do  my¬ 
self. 

Miss  Hardcastle  —  You  mean  that  in  this  hypocritical  age 
there  are  few  that  do  not  condemn  in  public  what  they  practice 
in  private,  and  think  they  pay  every  debt  to  virtue  when  they 
praise  it. 

Marlow  —  True,  madam;  those  who  have  most  virtue  in 
their  mouths  have  least  of  it  in  their  bosoms.  But  I’m  sure  I 
tire  you,  madam. 

Miss  Hardcastle  —  Not  in  the  least,  sir  ;  there’s  something 
so  agreeable  and  spirited  in  your  manner,  such  life  and  force  — 
pray,  sir,  go  on. 

Marlow  —  Yes,  madam.  I  was  saying  —  that  there  are 
some  occasions  when  a  total  want  of  courage,  madam,  destroys 
all  the  —  and  puts  us  —  upon  a  —  a  —  a - 

Miss  Hardcastle  —  I  agree  with  you  entirely  ;  a  want  of 
courage  upon  some  occasions  assumes  the  appearance  of  igno¬ 
rance,  and  betrays  us  when  we  most  want  to  excel.  I  beg  you’ll 
proceed. 

Marlow — Yes,  madam.  Morally  speaking,  madam —  But 
I  see  Miss  Neville  expecting  us  in  the  next  room.  I  would  not 
intrude  for  the  world. 

Miss  Hardcastle  —  I  protest,  sir,  I  never  was  more  agreeably 
entertained  in  all  my  life.  Pray  go  on. 

Marlow  —  Yes,  madam,  I  was  —  But  she  beckons  us  to  join 
her.  Madam,  shall  I  do  myself  the  honor  to  attend  you  ? 

Miss  Hardcastle  —  Well,  then,  I’ll  follow. 

Marlow  [aside]  —  This  pretty  smooth  dialogue  has  done  for 
me.  [Exit. 

Miss  Hardcastle  [alone]  —  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  Was  there  ever 
such  a  sober,  sentimental  interview?  I’m  certain  he  scarce 
looked  in  my  face  the  whole  time.  Yet  the  fellow,  but  for 
his  unaccountable  bashfulness,  is  pretty  well  too.  He  has 
good  sense,  but  then  so  buried  in  his  fears,  that  it  fatigues  one 
more  than  ignorance.  If  I  could  teach  him  a  little  confidence, 
it  would  be  doing  somebody  that  I  know  of  a  piece  of  service. 
But  who  is  that  somebody  ?  —  That,  faith,  is  a  question  I  can 
scarce  answer. 
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Enter  Marlow. 

Marlow  —  What  a  bawling  in  every  part  of  the  house  !  I 
have  scarce  a  moment’s  repose.  If  I  go  to  the  best  room,  there 
I  find  my  host  and  his  story  :  if  I  fly  to  the  gallery,  there  we 
have  my  hostess  with  her  courtesy  down  to  the  ground.  I  have 
at  last  got  a  moment  to  myself,  and  now  for  recollection. 

[  Walks  and  muses. 

Miss  Hardcastle  —  Did  you  call,  sir  ?  Did  your  honor 
call? 

Marlow  [ musing ]  —  As  for  Miss  Hardcastle,  she’s  too  grave 
and  sentimental  for  me. 

Miss  Hardcastle  —  Did  your  honor  call  ? 

[She  still  places  herself  before  him ,  he  turning  away. 

Marlow  —  No,  child.  [Musing]  Besides,  from  the  glimpse 
I  had  of  her,  I  think  she  squints. 

Miss  Hardcastle  —  I’m  sure,  sir,  I  heard  the  bell  ring. 

Marlow ■ — No,  no.  [Musing]  I  have  pleased  my  father, 
however,  by  coming  down,  and  I’ll  to-morrow  please  myself  by 
returning.  flaking  out  his  tablets  and  perusing. 

Miss  Hardcastle  —  Perhaps  the  other  gentleman  called,  sir  ? 

Marlow  —  I  tell  you,  no. 

Miss  Hardcastle  —  I  should  be  glad  to  know,  sir.  We  have 
such  a  parcel  of  servants  ! 

Marlow  —  No,  no,  I  tell  you.  [Looks  full  in  her  face.'] 
Yes,  child,  I  think  I  did  call.  I  wanted  —  I  wanted  —  I  vow, 
child,  you  are  vastly  handsome. 

Miss  Hardcastle  —  O  la,  sir,  you’ll  make  one  ashamed. 

Marlow  —  Never  saw  a  more  sprightly  malicious  eye.  Yes, 
yes,  my  dear,  I  did  call.  Have  you  got  any  of  your  —  a  — 
what  d’ye  call  it  in  the  house  ? 

Miss  Hardcastle  —  No,  sir,  we  have  been  out  of  that  these 
ten  days. 

Marlow  —  One  may  call  in  this  house,  I  find,  to  very  little 
purpose.  Suppose  I  should  call  for  a  taste,  just  by  way  of  a 
trial,  of  the  nectar  of  your  lips  ;  perhaps  I  might  be  disap¬ 
pointed  in  that  too. 

Miss  Hardcastle  — Nectar  !  nectar  !  That’s  a  liquor  there’s 
no  call  for  in  these  parts.  French,  I  suppose.  We  sell  no 
French  wines  here,  sir. 

Marlow  —  Of  true  English  growth,  I  assure  you. 
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Miss  Ilardcastle  —  Then  it’s  odd  I  should  not  know  it.  We 
brew  all  sorts  of  wines  in  this  house,  and  I  have  lived  here 
these  eighteen  years. 

Marlow  —  Eighteen  years  !  Why,  one  would  think,  child, 
you  kept  the  bar  before  you  were  born.  How  old  are  you  ? 

Miss  Ilardcastle  —  O  !  sir,  I  must  not  tell  my  age.  They 
say  women  and  music  should  never  be  dated. 

Marlow  —  To  guess  at  this  distance,  you  can’t  be  much 
above  forty  [ approaching ].  Yet,  nearer,  I  don’t  think  so  much 
[( approaching ].  By  coming  close  to  some  women  they  look 
younger  still  ;  but  when  we  come  very  close  indeed  —  [attempt¬ 
ing  to  kiss  her~\. 

Miss  Ilardcastle  —  Pray,  sir,  keep  your  distance.  One 
would  think  you  wanted  to  know  one’s  age,  as  they  do  horses, 
by  mark  of  mouth. 

Marlow  —  I  protest,  child,  you  use  me  extremely  ill.  If 
you  keep  me  at  this  distance,  how  is  it  possible  you  and  I  can 
ever  be  acquainted  ? 

Miss  Ilardcastle  —  And  who  wants  to  be  acquainted  with 
you  ?  I  want  no  such  acquaintance,  not  I.  I’m  sure  you  did 
not  treat  Miss  Hardcastle,  that  was  here  awhile  ago,  in  this 
obstropalous  manner.  I’ll  warrant  me,  before  her  you  looked 
dashed,  and  kept  bowing  to  the  ground,  and  talked,  for  all  the 
world,  as  if  you  was  before  a  justice  of  peace. 

Marlow  [ aside ]  —  Egad,  she  has  hit  it,  sure  enough ! 
[ To  her~\  In  awe  of  her,  child?  Ha!  ha!  ha!  A  mere 
awkward  squinting  thing  ;  no,  no.  I  find  you  don’t  know  me. 
I  laughed  and  rallied  her  a  little  ;  but  I  was  unwilling  to  be 
too  severe.  No,  I  could  not  be  too  severe,  curse  me  ! 

Miss  Ilardcastle  —  O  !  then,  sir,  you  are  a  favorite,  I  find, 
among  the  ladies  ? 

Marlow  —  Yes,  my  dear,  a  great  favorite.  And  yet  hang 
me,  1  don’t  see  what  they  find  in  me  to  follow.  At  the  Ladies’ 
Club  in  town  I’m  called  their  agreeable  Rattle.  Rattle,  child, 
is  not  my  real  name,  but  one  I’m  known  by.  My  name  is 
Solomons  ;  Mr.  Solomons,  my  dear,  at  your  service. 

[  Offering  to  salute  her. 

Miss  Ilardcastle  —  Hold,  sir  ;  you  are  introducing  me  to 
your  club,  not  to  yourself.  And  you’re  so  great  a  favorite 
there,  you  say  ? 

Marlow — Yes,  my  dear.  There’s  Mrs.  Mantrap,  Lady 
Betty  Blackleg,  the  Countess  of  Sligo,  Mrs.  Langhorns,  old 
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Miss  Biddy  Buckskin,  and  your  humble  servant,  keep  up  the 
spirit  of  the  place. 

Miss  Hardcastle  —  Then  it’s  a  very  merry  place,  I  suppose  ? 

Marlow —  Yes,  as  merry  as  cards,  supper,  wine,  and  old 
women  can  make  us. 

Miss  Hardcastle  —  And  their  agreeable  Rattle,  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Marlow  [aside]  —  Egad  !  I  don’t  quite  like  this  chit. 
She  looks  knowing,  methinks.  You  laugh,  child? 

Miss  Hardcastle  —  I  can’t  but  laugh,  to  think  what  time  they 
all  have  for  minding  their  work  or  their  family. 

Marlow  [aside]  —  All’s  well  ;  she  don’t  laugh  at  me. 
[To  her]  Do  you  ever  work,  child  ? 

Miss  Hardcastle  —  Ay,  sure.  There’s  not  a  screen  or  quilt 
in  the  whole  house  but  what  can  bear  witness  to  that. 

Marlow  —  Odso  !  then  you  must  show  me  your  embroidery. 
I  embroider  and  draw  patterns  myself  a  little.  If  you  want  a 
judge  of  your  work,  you  must  apply  to  me.  [Seizing  her  hand. 

Miss  Hardcastle  —  Ay,  but  the  colors  do  not  look  well  by 
candlelight.  You  shall  see  all  in  the  morning.  [Struggling. 

Marlow  —  And  why  not  now,  my  angel  ?  Such  beauty  tires 
beyond  the  power  of  resistance.  —  Pshaw  !  the  father  here  ! 
My  old  luck  :  I  never  nicked  seven  that  I  did  not  throw  ames 
ace  three  times  following.  [Exit  Miss  Hardcastle. 

Enter  Hardcastle. 

Hardcastle  —  I  no  longer  know  my  own  house.  It’s  turned 
all  topsy-turvy.  His  servants  have  got  drunk  already.  I’ll 
bear  it  no  longer ;  and  yet,  from  my  respect  for  his  father,  I’ll 
be  calm.  [To  him]  Mr.  Marlow,  your  servant.  I’m  your 
very  humble  servant.  [Bowing  low. 

Marlow  —  Sir,  your  humble  servant.  [Aside]  What’s  to 
be  the  wonder  now  ? 

Hardcastle  —  I  believe,  sir,  you  must  be  sensible,  sir,  that 
no  man  alive  ought  to  be  more  welcome  than  your  father’s  son, 
sir.  I  hope  you  think  so  ? 

Marlow  —  I  do  from  my  soul,  sir.  I  don’t  want  much  en¬ 
treaty.  I  generally  make  my  father’s  son  welcome  wherever 
he  goes. 

Hardcastle  —  I  believe  you  do,  from  my  soul,  sir.  But 
though  I  say  nothing  to  your  own  conduct,  that  of  your  serv¬ 
ants  is  insufferable.  Their  manner  of  drinking  is  setting  a 
very  bad  example  in  this  house,  I  assure  you. 
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Marlow  —  1  protest,  my  very  good  sir,  that  is  no  fault  of 
mine.  If  they  don’t  drink  as  they  ought,  they  are  to  blame. 
I  ordered  them  not  to  spare  the  cellar.  I  did,  I  assure  you. 
[2b  the  side  scene ]  Here,  let  one  of  my  servants  come  up. 
[2b  him]  My  positive  directions  were  that,  as  I  did  not 
drink  myself,  they  should  make  up  for  my  deficiencies  below. 

Hardcastle  —  Then  they  had  your  orders  for  what  they  do  ? 
I’m  satisfied  ! 

Marlow  —  They  had,  I  assure  you.  You  shall  hear  from 
one  of  themselves. 

Enter  Servant,  drunk. 

Marlow  —  You,  Jeremy!  Come  forward,  sirrah!  What 
were  my  orders?  Were  you  not  told  to  drink  freely,  and  call 
for  what  you  thought  fit,  for  the  good  of  the  house  ? 

Hardcastle  [ aside ]  — I  begin  to  lose  my  patience. 

Jeremy  —  Please  your  honor,  liberty  and  Fleet  Street  for¬ 
ever  !  Though  I’m  but  a  servant,  I’m  as  good  as  another  man. 
I’ll  drink  for  no  man  before  supper,  sir,  damme  !  Good  liquor 
will  sit  upon  a  good  supper,  but  a  good  supper  will  not  sit  upon 
—  hiccup  —  on  my  conscience,  sir. 

Marlow  —  You  see,  my  old  friend,  the  fellow  is  as  drunk  as 
he  can  possibly  be.  I  don’t  know  what  you’d  have  more,  unless 
you’d  have  the  poor  devil  soused  in  a  beer  barrel. 

Hardcastle  —  Zounds !  he’ll  drive  me  distracted,  if  I  con¬ 
tain  myself  any  longer.  Mr.  Marlow  —  sir  ;  I  have  submitted 
to  your  insolence  for  more  than  four  hours,  and  I  see  no  likeli¬ 
hood  of  its  coming  to  an  end.  I’m  now  resolved  to  be  master 
here,  sir ;  and  I  desire  that  you  and  your  drunken  pack  may 
leave  my  house  directly. 

Marloiv  —  Leave  your  house! — Sure  you  jest,  my  good 
friend  !  What  ?  when  I’m  doing  what  I  can  to  please  you. 

Hardcastle  —  I  tell  you,  sir,  you  don’t  please  me  ;  so  I  desire 
you’ll  leave  my  house. 

Marlow  —  Sure  you  cannot  be  serious  !  At  this  time  o’ 
night,  and  such  a  night?  You  only  mean  to  banter  me. 

Hardcastle  —  I  tell  you,  sir,  I’m  serious  !  and  now  that  my 
passions  are  roused,  I  say  this  house  is  mine,  sir ;  this  house  is 
mine,  and  I  command  you  to  leave  it  directly. 

Marlow  —  Ha  !  ha  !  ha !  A  puddle  in  a  storm.  I  shan’t 
stir  a  step,  I  assure  you.  \ln  a  serious  tone']  This  your  house, 
fellow  !  It's  my  house.  This  is  my  house.  Mine,  while  I 
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choose  to  stay.  What  right  have  you  to  bid  me  leave  this 
house,  sir  ?  I  never  met  with  such  impudence,  curse  me ; 
never  in  my  whole  life  before. 

Hardcastle —  Nor  I,  confound  me  if  ever  I  did.  To  come 
to  my  house,  to  call  for  what  he  likes,  to  turn  me  out  of  my 
own  chair,  to  insult  the  family,  to  order  his  servants  to  get 
drunk,  and  then  to  tell  me,  “This  house  is  mine,  sir.”  By  all 
that’s  impudent,  it  makes  me  laugh.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  Pray,  sir 
[ [bantering] ,  as  you  take  the  house,  what  think  you  of  taking 
the  rest  of  the  furniture  ?  There’s  a  pair  of  silver  candlesticks, 
and  there’s  a  fire  screen,  and  here’s  a  pair  of  brazen-nosed  bel¬ 
lows  ;  perhaps  you  may  take  a  fancy  to  them  ? 

Marlow  —  Bring  me  your  bill,  sir  ;  bring  me  your  bill,  and 
let’s  make  no  more  words  about  it. 

Hardcastle  —  There  are  a  set  of  prints,  too.  What  think 
you  of  the  “  Rake’s  Progress,”  for  your  own  apartment  ? 

Marloiv —  Bring  me  your  bill,  I  say ;  and  Pll  leave  you  and 
your  infernal  house  directly. 

Hardcastle  —  Then  there’s  a  mahogany  table  that  you  may 
see  your  own  face  in. 

Marlow  —  My  bill,  I  say. 

Hardcastle  —  I  had  forgot  the  great  chair  for  your  own  par¬ 
ticular  slumbers,  after  a  hearty  meal. 

Marlow  —  Zounds!  bring  me  my  bill,  I  say,  and  let’s  hear 
no  more  on’t. 

Hardcastle  —  Young  man,  young  man,  from  your  father’s 
letter  to  me,  I  was  taught  to  expect  a  well-bred  modest  man  as 
a  visitor  here,  but  now  I  find  him  no  better  than  a  coxcomb 
and  a  bully  ;  but  he  will  be  down  here  presently,  and  shall 
hear  more  of  it.  \Hxit. 

Marlow  —  How’s  this  !  Sure  I  have  not  mistaken  the  house. 
Everything  looks  like  an  inn:  the  servants  cry,  “Coming”; 
the  attendance  is  awkward  ;  the  barmaid  too  to  attend  us. 
But  she’s  here  and  will  further  inform  me.  [To  Miss  Hard¬ 
castle,  who  enters.]  Pray,  child,  answer  me  one  question. 
What  are  you,  and  what  may  your  business  in  this  house  be  ? 

Miss  Hardcastle  —  A  relation  of  the  family,  sir. 

Marlow  —  What,  a  poor  relation  ? 

Miss  Hardcastle — Yes,  sir:  a  poor  relation  appointed  to 
keep  the  keys,  and  to  see  that  the  guests  want  nothing  in  my 
power  to  give  them. 

Marlow  —  That  is,  you  act  as  barmaid  of  the  inn. 
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Miss  Hardcastle  —  Inn  !  O  la  —  what  brought  that  into  your 
head  ?  One  of  the  best  families  in  the  country  keep  an  inn  — 
Ha !  ha  !  ha  !  old  Mr.  Hardcastle’s  house  an  inn  ! 

Marlow  —  Mr.  Hardcastle’s  house  !  Is  this  Mr.  Hardcastle’s 
house,  child  ? 

Miss  Hardcastle  —  Aye,  sure.  Whose  else  should  it  be  ? 

Marlow  —  So,  then,  all’s  out,  and  I  have  been  damnably  im¬ 
posed  on.  Oh,  confound  my  stupid  head,  I  shall  be  laughed  at 
over  the  whole  town,  I  shall  be  stuck  up  in  caricature  in  all  the 
print  shops  —  the  Dullissimo  Macaroni.  To  mistake  this  house 
of  all  others  for  an  inn,  and  my  father's  old  friend  for  an  inn¬ 
keeper  !  What  a  swaggering  puppy  must  he  take  me  for  ! 
What  a  silly  puppy  do  I  find  myself  ! 


LETTERS  OF  HORACE  WALPOLE. 


[Horace  Walpole  :  An  English  author  ;  born  in  London,  October  5,  1717  ; 
died  there  March  2,  1797.  He  was  the  son  of  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  the  Prime 
Minister,  and  was  educated  at  Eton  and  Cambridge.  After  traveling  about  the 
Continent,  he  purchased  an  estate  at  Twickenham,  his  house  afterward  becoming 
famous  as  Strawberry  Hill.  There  he  set  up  a  printing  press  and  published  his 
own  and  other  works.  His  most  noteworthy  writings  are  his  “Letters,”  published 
in  nine  volumes,  1857-1859.  His  other  works  include  :  “A  Catalogue  of  the  Royal 
and  Noble  Authors  of  England”  (1758),  “Anecdotes  of  Painting  in  England” 
(1761-1771),  “The  Castle  of  Otranto,”  (1764),  “The  Mysterious  Mother” 
(1768),  and  “  Memoirs  of  the  Last  Ten  Years  of  the  Reign  of  George  II.”  (1822).] 

Pleasures  oe  Youth,  and  Youthful  Recollections. 

TO  GEORGE  MONTAGU,  ESQ. 

King’s  College,  May  6,  1736. 

Dear  George,  —  I  agree  with  you  entirely  in  the  pleasure 
you  take  in  talking  over  old  stories,  but  can’t  say  but  I  meet 
every  day  with  new  circumstances,  which  will  be  still  more 
pleasure  to  me  to  recollect.  I  think  at  our  age  ’tis  excess  of 
joy  to  think,  while  we  are  running  over  past  happinesses,  that 
it  is  still  in  our  power  to  enjoy  as  great.  Narrations  of  the 
greatest  actions  of  other  people  are  tedious  in  comparison  of 
the  serious  trifles  that  every  man  can  call  to  mind  of  himself 
while  he  was  learning  those  histories.  Youthful  passages  of 
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life  are  the  drippings  of  Pitt’s  diamond  set  into  little  heart 
rings  with  mottoes,  —  the  stone  itself  more  worth,  the  filings 
more  gentle  and  agreeable. 

Alexander,  at  the  head  of  the  world,  never  tasted  the  true 
pleasure  that  boys  of  his  own  age  have  enjoyed  at  the  head  of 
a  school.  Little  intrigues,  little  schemes  and  policies,  engage 
their  thoughts ;  and  at  the  same  time  that  they  are  laying  the 
foundation  for  their  middle  age  of  life,  the  mimic  republic  they 
live  in  furnishes  materials  of  conversation  for  their  latter  age ; 
and  old  men  cannot  be  said  to  be  children  a  second  time  with 
greater  truth  from  any  one  cause,  than  their  living  over  again 
their  childhood  in  imagination.  To  reflect  on  the  season  Avhen 
first  they  felt  the  titillation  of  love,  the  budding  passions,  and 
the  first  dear  object  of  their  wishes !  How,  unexperienced,  they 
gave  credit  to  all  the  tales  of  romantic  loves !  Dear  George, 
were  not  the  playing  fields  at  Eton  food  for  all  manner  of 
flights?  No  old  maid’s  gown,  though  it  had  been  tormented 
into  all  the  fashions  from  King  James  to  King  George,  ever 
underwent  so  many  transformations  as  those  poor  plains  have 
in  my  idea.  At  first  I  was  contented  with  tending  a  visionary 
flock,  and  sighing  some  pastoral  name  to  the  echo  of  the  cascade 
under  the  bridge.  How  happy  should  I  have  been  to  have  had 
a  kingdom,  only  for  the  pleasure  of  being  driven  from  it  and 
living  disguised  in  an  humble  vale!  As  I  got  further  into 
Virgil  and  Clelia,  I  found  myself  transported  from  Arcadia  to 
the  garden  of  Italy,  and  saw  Windsor  Castle  in  no  other  view 
than  the  Capitoli  immobile  saxum.  I  wish  a  committee  of  the 
House  of  Commons  may  ever  seem  to  be  the  senate ;  or  a  bill 
appear  half  so  agreeable  as  a  billet-doux.  You  see  how  deep 
you  have  carried  me  into  old  stories;  I  write  of  them  with 
pleasure,  but  shall  talk  of  them  with  more  to  you.  I  can’t  say 
I  am  sorry  I  was  never  quite  a  schoolboy:  an  expedition  against 
bargemen,  or  a  match  at  cricket,  may  be  very  pretty  things  to 
recollect ;  but,  thank  my  stars,  I  can  remember  things  that  are 
very  near  as  pretty.  The  beginning  of  my  Roman  history  was 
spent  in  the  asylum,  or  conversing  in  Egeria’s  hallowed  grove, 
—  not  in  thumping  and  pommeling  King  Amulius’  herdsmen. 
I  was  sometimes  troubled  with  a  rough  creature  or  two  from 
the  plow,  —  one  that  one  should  have  thought  had  worked  with 
his  head  as  well  as  his  hands,  they  were  both  so  callous.  One 
of  the  most  agreeable  circumstances  I  can  recolleect  is  the 
Triumvirate,  composed  of  yourself,  Charles,  and 

Your  sincere  friend. 
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George  III.,  the  New  King. — Funeral  of  George  II. 

TO  GEORGE  MONTAGU,  ESQ. 

Arlington  Street,  Nov.  13,  1760. 

Even  the  honeymoon  of  a  new  reign  don’t  produce  events 
every  day.  There  is  nothing  but  the  common  saying  of  ad¬ 
dresses  and  kissing  hands.  The  chief  difficulty  is  settled; 
Lord  Gower  yields  the  Mastership  of  the  Horse  to  Lord  Hunt¬ 
ingdon,  and  removes  to  the  Great  Wardrobe,  from  whence  Sir 
Thomas  Robinson  was  to  have  gone  into  Ellis’  place,  but  he 
is  saved.  The  City,  however,  have  a  mind  to  be  out  of  humor; 
a  paper  has  been  fixed  on  the  Royal  Exchange,  with  these  words, 
“No  petticoat  Government,  no  Scotch  Minister,  no  Lord  George 
Sackville,”  —  two  hints  totally  unfounded,  and  the  other  scarce 
true.  No  petticoat  ever  governed  less,  it  is  left  at  Leicester 
House;  Lord  George’s  breeches  are  as  little  concerned;  and 
except  Lady  Susan  Stuart  and  Sir  Harry  Erksine,  nothing  has 
yet  been  done  for  any  Scots.  For  the  King  himself,  he  seems  all 
good  nature,  and  wishing  to  satisfy  everybody;  all  his  speeches 
are  obliging.  I  saw  him  again  yesterday,  and  was  surprised 
to  find  the  levee  room  had  lost  so  entirely  the  air  of  the  lion’s 
den.  This  Sovereign  don’t  stand  in  one  spot  with  his  eyes 
fixed  royally  on  the  ground,  and  dropping  bits  of  German  news ; 
he  walks  about,  and  speaks  to  everybody.  I  saw  him  afterwards 
on  the  throne,  where  he  is  graceful  and  genteel,  sits  with  dig¬ 
nity,  and  reads  his  answers  to  addresses  well ;  it  was  the  Cam¬ 
bridge  address  carried  by  the  Duke  of  Newcastle  in  his  Doctor’s 
gown,  and  looking  like  the  Medecin  malgre  lui.  He  had  been 
vehemently  solicitous  for  attendance,  for  fear  my  Lord  West¬ 
moreland,  who  vouchsafes  himself  to  bring  the  address  from 
Oxford,  should  outnumber  him.  Lord  Lichfield  and  several 
other  Jacobites  have  kissed  hands ;  George  Selwyn  says,  “  They 
go  to  St.  James’s  because  now  there  are  so  many  Stuarts  there.” 

Do  you  know,  I  had  the  curiosity  to  go  to  the  burying 
t’other  night;  I  had  never  seen  a  royal  funeral, —  nay,  I  walked 
as  a  rag  of  quality,  which  I  found  would  be,  and  so  it  was,  the 
easiest  way  of  seeing  it.  It  is  absolutely  a  noble  sight.  The 
Prince’s  chamber,  hung  with  purple,  and  a  quantity  of  silver 
lamps,  the  coffin  under  a  canopy  of  purple  velvet,  and  six  vast 
chandeliers  of  silver  on  high  stands,  had  a  very  good  effect. 
The  Ambassador  from  Tripoli  and  his  son  were  carried  to  see 
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that  chamber.  The  procession,  through  a  line  of  foot  guards, 
every  seventh  man  bearing  a  torch,  the  horse  guards  lining  the 
outside,  their  officers  with  drawn  sabers  and  crape  sashes  on 
horseback,  the  drums  muffled,  the  fifes,  bells  tolling,  and 
minute  guns,  —  all  this  was  very  solemn.  But  the  charm  was 
the  entrance  of  the  Abbey,  where  we  were  received  by  the 
Dean  and  Chapter  in  rich  robes,  the  choir  and  almsmen  bear¬ 
ing  torches;  the  whole  Abbey  so  illuminated  that  one  saw  it  to 
greater  advantage  than  by  day, —  the  tombs,  long  aisles,  and 
fretted  roof,  all  appearing  distinctly,  and  with  the  happiest 
chiaroscuro.  There  wanted  nothing  but  incense,  and  little 
chapels  here  and  there,  with  priests  saying  mass  for  the  repose 
of  the  defunct;  yet  one  could  not  complain  of  its  not  being 
catholic  enough.  I  had  been  in  dread  of  being  coupled  with 
some  boy  of  ten  years  old;  but  the  heralds  were  not  very 
accurate,  and  I  walked  with  George  Grenville,  taller  and  older, 
to  keep  me  in  countenance.  When  we  came  to  the  chapel  of 
Henry  the  Seventh,  all  solemnity  and  decorum  ceased;  no  order 
was  observed,  people  sat  or  stood  where  they  could  or  would ; 
the  yeomen  of  the  guard  were  crying  out  for  help,  oppressed  by 
the  immense  weight  of  the  coffin;  the  Bishop  read  sadly,  and 
blundered  in  the  prayers ;  the  fine  chapter,  “  Man  that  is  born 
of  a  woman,”  was  chanted,  not  read;  and  the  anthem,  besides 
being  immeasurably  tedious,  would  have  served  as  Avell  for  a 
nuptial.  The  real  serious  part  was  the  figure  of  the  Duke  of 
Cumberland,  heightened  by  a  thousand  melancholy  circum¬ 
stances.  He  had  a  dark  brown  adonis,  and  a  cloak  of  black 
cloth,  with  a  train  of  five  yards.  Attending  the  funeral  of  a 
father  could  not  be  pleasant,  —  his  leg  extremely  bad,  yet  forced 
to  stand  upon  it  near  two  hours ;  his  face  bloated  and  distorted 
with  his  late  paralytic  stroke,  which  has  affected,  too,  one  of 
his  eyes,  and  placed  over  the  mouth  of  the  vault,  into  which, 
in  all  probability,  he  must  himself  so  soon  descend:  think  how 
unpleasant  a  situation!  He  bore  it  all  with  a  firm  and  unaf¬ 
fected  countenance.  This  grave  scene  was  fully  contrasted  by 
the  burlesque  Duke  of  Newcastle.  He  fell  into  a  fit  of  crying 
the  moment  he  came  into  the  chapel,  and  flung  himself  back  in 
a  stall,  the  Archbishop  hovering  over  him  with  a  smelling 
bottle;  but  in  two  minutes  his  curiosity  got  the  better  of  his 
hypocrisy,  and  he  ran  about  the  chapel  with  his  glass  to  spy 
who  was  or  was  not  there,  spying  with  one  hand,  and  mopping 
his  eyes  with  the  other.  Then  returned  the  fear  of  catching 
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cold ;  and  the  Duke  of  Cumberland,  who  was  sinking  with  heat, 
felt  himself  weighed  down,  and  turning  round,  found  it  was 
the  Duke  of  Newcastle  standing  upon  his  train,  to  avoid  the 
chill  of  the  marble.  It  was  very  theatric  to  look  down  into 
the  vault,  where  the  coffin  lay,  attended  by  mourners  with 
lights.  Clavering,  the  groom  of  the  bedchamber,  refused  to 
sit  up  with  the  body,  and  was  dismissed  by  the  King’s  order. 

I  have  nothing  more  to  tell  you,  but  a  trifle,  a  very  trifle. 
The  King  of  Prussia  has  totally  defeated  Marshal  Daun.  This, 
which  would  have  been  prodigious  news  a  month  ago,  is  nothing 
to-day;  it  only  takes  its  turn  among  the  questions,  “Who  is  to 
be  groom  of  the  bedchamber?  what  is  Sir  T.  Robinson  to  have  ?  ” 
I  have  been  to  Leicester  fields  to-day ;  the  crowd  was  immod¬ 
erate.  I  don’t  believe  it  will  continue  so.  Good  night. 

Yours  ever. 

Concerning  a  Particular  Friend,  and  Friendship  in 

General. 

TO  JAMES  CRAWFORD,  ESQ. 

Paris,  March  6,  1766. 

You  cannot  conceive,  my  dear  sir,  how  happy  I  was  to  re¬ 
ceive  your  letters,  not  so  much  for  my  own  sake  as  for  Madame 
du  Deffand’s.  I  do  not  mean  merely  from  the  pleasure  your 
letter  gave  her,  but  because  it  wipes  off  the  reproaches  she  has 
undergone  on  your  account.  They  have  at  once  twitted  her 
with  her  partiality  for  you,  and  your  indifference.  Even  that 
silly  Madame  de  la  Valiere  has  been  quite  rude  to  her  on  your 
subject.  You  will  not  be  surprised;  you  saw  a  good  deal  of 
their  falsehood  and  spite,  and  I  have  seen  much  more.  They 
have  not  only  the  faults  common  to  the  human  heart,  but  that 
additional  meanness  and  malice  which  is  produced  by  an  arbi¬ 
trary  Government,  under  which  the  subjects  dare  not  look  up 
to  anything  great. 

The  King  has  just  thunderstruck  the  Parliament,  and  they 
are  all  charmed  with  the  thought  that  they  are  still  to  grovel 
at  the  foot  of  the  throne ;  but  let  us  talk  of  something  more 
meritorious.  Your  good  old  woman  wept  like  a  child  with  her 
poor  no  eyes  as  I  read  your  letter  to  her.  I  did  not  wonder;  it 
is  kind,  friendly,  delicate,  and  just, —  so  just  that  it  vexes  me 
to  be  forced  so  continually  to  combat  the  goodness  of  her  heart 
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and  destroy  her  fond  visions  of  friendship.  Ah!  but,  said  she 
at  last,  he  does  not  talk  of  returning.  I  told  her,  if  anything 
could  bring  you  back,  or  me  either,  it  would  be  desire  of  seeing 
her.  I  think*  so  of  you,  and  I  am  sure  so  of  myself.  If  I  had 
stayed  here  still,  I  have  learned  nothing  but  to  know  them 
more  thoroughly.  Their  barbarity  and  injustice  to  our  good 
old  friend  is  indescribable:  one  of  the  worst  is  just  dead, 
Madame  de  Lambert, —  I  am  sure  you  will  not  regret  her. 
Madame  de  Forcalquier,  I  agree  with  you,  is  the  most  sincere 
of  her  acquaintances,  and  incapable  of  doing  as  the  rest  do, — 
eat  her  suppers  when  they  cannot  go  to  a  more  fashionable 
house,  laugh  at  her,  abuse  her,  nay,  try  to  raise  her  enemies 
among  her  nominal  friends.  They  have  succeeded  so  far  as  to 
make  that  unworthy  old  dotard,  the  President,  treat  her  like  a 
dog.  Her  nephew,  the  Archbishop  of  Toulouse,  I  see,  is  not 
a  jot  more  attached  to  her  than  the  rest,  but  I  hope  she  does 
not  perceive  it  so  clearly  as  I  do.  Madame  de  Choiseul  I  really 
think  wishes  her  well ;  but  perhaps  I  am  partial.  The  Princess 
de  Beauveau  seems  very  cordial  too,  but  I  doubt  the  Prince  a 
little.  You  will  forgive  these  details  about  a  person  you  love 
and  have  so  much  reason  to  love ;  nor  am  I  ashamed  of  inter¬ 
esting  myself  exceedingly  about  her.  To  say  nothing  of  her 
extraordinary  parts,  she  is  certainly  the  most  generous,  friendly 
being  upon  earth ;  but  neither  these  qualities  nor  her  unfor¬ 
tunate  situation  touch  her  unworthy  acquaintance.  Do  you 
know  that  she  was  quite  angry  about  the  money  you  left  for 
her  servants?  Viar  would  by  no  means  touch  it,  and  when  I 
tried  all  I  could  to  obtain  her  permission  for  their  taking  it,  I 
prevailed  so  little  that  she  gave  Viar  five  louis  for  refusing  it. 
So  I  shall  bring  you  back  your  draft,  and  you  will  only  owe  me 
five  louis,  which  I  added  to  what  you  gave  me  to  pay  for  the 
two  pieces  of  china  at  Dulac’s,  which  will  be  sent  to  England 
with  mine. 

Well!  I  have  talked  too  long  on  Madame  du  Deffand,  and 
neglected  too  long  to  thank  you  for  my  own  letter:  I  do  thank 
you  for  it,  my  dear  sir,  most  heartily  and  sincerely.  I  feel  all 
your  worth  and  all  the  gratitude  I  ought,  but  I  must  preach  to 
you  as  I  do  to  your  friend.  Consider  how  little  time  you  have 
known  me,  and  what  small  opportunities  you  have  had  of 
knowing  my  faults.  I  know  them  thoroughly;  but  to  keep 
your  friendship  within  bounds,  consider  my  heart  is  not  like 
yours,  young,  good,  warm,  sincere,  and  impatient  to  bestow 
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itself.  Mine  is  worn  with  the  baseness,  treachery,  and  mer¬ 
cenariness  I  have  met  with.  It  is  suspicious,  doubtful,  and 
cooled.  I  consider  everything  round  me  but  in  the  light  of 
amusement,  because  if  I  looked  at  it  seriously  I  should  detest 
it.  I  laugh  that  I  may  not  weep.  I  play  with  monkeys,  dogs, 
or  cats,  that  I  may  not  be  devoured  by  the  beast  of  the 
Gevaudan.  I  converse  with  Mesdames  de  Mirepoix,  Boufflers, 
and  Luxembourg,  that  I  may  not  love  Madame  du  Deffand  too 
much;  and  yet  they  do  but  make  me  love  her  the  more.  But 
don’t  love  me,  pray  don’t  love  me.  Old  folks  are  but  old 
women,  who  love  their  last  lovers  as  much  as  they  did  their 
first.  I  should  still  be  liable  to  believe  you,  and  I  am  not  at 
all  of  Madame  du  Deffand’s  opinion,  that  one  might  as  well  be 
dead  as  not  love  somebody.  I  think  one  had  better  be  dead 
than  love  anybody.  Let  us  compromise  this  matter;  you  shall 
love  her,  since  she  likes  to  be  loved,  and  I  will  be  the  con¬ 
fidant.  We  will  do  anything  we  can  to  please  her.  I  can  go 
no  farther;  I  have  taken  the  veil,  and  would  not  break  my  vow 
for  the  world.  If  you  will  converse  with  me  through  the  grate 
at  Strawberry  Hill,  I  desire  no  better;  but  not  a  word  of  friend¬ 
ship:  I  feel  no  more  than  if  I  professed  it.  It  is  paper  credit, 
and  like  all  other  bank  bills,  sure  to  be  turned  into  money  at 
last.  I  think  you  would  not  realize  me ;  but  how  do  you,  or 
how  do  I,  know  that  I  should  be  equally  scrupulous  ?  The 
Temple  of  Friendship,  like  the  ruins  in  the  Campo  Vaccino,  is 
reduced  to  a  single  column  at  Stowe.  Those  dear  friends  have 
hated  one  another  till  some  of  them  are  forced  to  love  one 
another  again ;  and  as  the  cracks  are  soldered  by  hatred,  per¬ 
haps  that  cement  may  hold  them  together.  You  see  my  opinion 
of  friendship:  it  would  be  making  you  a  fine  present  to  offer 
you  mine!  .  .  . 

I  think  there  is  nothing  else  very  new  :  Mr.  Young  puns,  and 
Dr.  Gem  does  not ;  Lorenzi  blunders  faster  than  one  can  repeat ; 
Voltaire  writes  volumes  faster  than  they  can  print ;  and  I  buy 
china  faster  than  I  can  pay  for  it.  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  have 
been  two  or  three  times  at  my  Lady  Hervey’s.  By  what  she 
says  of  you,  you  may  be  comforted,  though  you  miss  the  appro¬ 
bation  of  Madame  de  Valentinois.  Her  golden  apple,  though 
indeed  after  all  Paris  has  gnawed  it,  is  reserved  for  Lord 
Holdernesse  !  Adieu  !  Yours  ever. 
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Visits  a  Wesley  Meeting. 

TO  JOHN  CHUTE,  ESQ. 

Bath,  Oct.  10,  1766. 

I  am  impatient  to  hear  that  your  charity  to  me  has  not  ended 
in  the  gout  to  yourself ;  all  my  comfort  is,  if  you  have  it,  that 
you  have  good  Lady  Brown  to  nurse  you. 

My  health  advances  faster  than  my  amusement.  However, 
I  have  been  at  one  opera,  Mr.  Wesley’s.  They  have  boys  and 
girls  with  charming  voices,  that  sing  hymns,  in  parts,  to  Scotch 
ballad  tunes;  but  indeed  so  long  that  one  would  think  they 
were  already  in  eternity,  and  knew  how  much  time  they  had 
before  them.  The  chapel  is  very  neat,  with  true  Gothic  win¬ 
dows  (yet  I  am  not  converted);  but  I  was  glad  to  see  that 
luxury  is  creeping  in  upon  them  before  persecution:  they  have 
very  neat  mahogany  stands  for  branches,  and  brackets  of  the 
same  in  taste.  At  the  upper  end  is  a  broad  hautpas  of  four 
steps,  advancing  in  the  middle;  at  each  end  of  the  broadest 
part  are  two  of  my  eagles,  with  red  cushions  for  the  parson 
and  clerk.  Behind  them  rise  three  more  steps,  in  the  midst  of 
which  is  a  third  eagle  for  pulpit,  —  scarlet-armed  chairs  to  all 
three.  On  either  hand,  a  balcony  for  elect  ladies.  The  rest 
of  the  congregation  sit  on  forms.  Behind  the  pit,  in  a  dark 
niche,  is  a  plain  table  within  rails,  —  so  you  see  the  throne  is 
for  the  apostle.  Wesley  is  a  lean,  elderly  man,  fresh-colored, 
his  hair  smoothly  combed,  but  with  a  soupgon  of  curl  at  the 
ends;  wondrous  clean,  but  as  evidently  an  actor  as  Garrick. 
He  spoke  his  sermon,  but  so  fast  and  with  so  little  accent  that 
I  am  sure  he  has  often  uttered  it,  for  it  was  like  a  lesson. 
There  were  parts  and  eloquence  in  it;  but  towards  the  end  he 
exalted  his  voice  and  acted  very  ugly  enthusiasm, —  decried 
learning,  and  told  stories,  like  Latimer,  of  the  fool  of  his  col¬ 
lege,  who  said,  “I  thanks  God  for  everything.”  Except  a  few 
from  curiosity  and  some  honorable  icomen ,  the  congregation  was 
very  mean.  There  was  a  Scotch  Countess  of  Buchan,  who  is 
carrying  a  pure  rosy,  vulgar  face  to  heaven,  and  who  asked 
Miss  Rich  if  that  was  the  author  of  the  poets.  I  believe  she 
meant  me  and  the  Noble  Authors. 

The  Bedfords  came  last  night.  Lord  Chatham  was  with 
me  yesterday  two  hours :  looks  and  walks  well,  and  is  in  ex¬ 
cellent  political  spirits. 
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In  Paris  again  with  Madame  du  Deffand. 

TO  GEORGE  MONTAGU,  ESQ. 

Paris,  Sept.  7,  1769. 

******* 

My  dear  old  friend  [Madame  du  Deffand]  was  charmed  with 
your  mention  of  her,  and  made  me  vow  to  return  you  a  thou¬ 
sand  compliments.  She  cannot  conceive  why  you  will  not  step 
hither.  Feeling  in  herself  no  difference  between  the  spirits  of 
twenty-three  and  seventy-three,  she  thinks  there  is  no  impedi¬ 
ment  to  doing  whatever  one  will,  but  the  want  of  eyesight.  If 
she  had  that,  I  am  persuaded  no  consideration  would  prevent 
her  making  me  a  visit  at  Strawberry  Hill.  She  makes  songs, 
sings  them,  remembers  all  that  ever  were  made  ;  and,  having 
lived  from  the  most  agreeable  to  the  most  reasoning  age,  has 
all  that  was  amiable  in  the  last,  all  that  is  sensible  in  this, 
without  the  vanity  of  the  former  or  the  pedant  impertinence  of 
the  latter.  I  have  heard  her  dispute  with  all  sorts  of  people 
on  all  sorts  of  subjects,  and  never  knew  her  in  the  wrong.  She 
humbles  the  learned,  sets  right  their  disciples,  and  finds  con¬ 
versation  for  everybody.  Affectionate  as  Madame  de  Sevigne, 
she  has  none  of  her  prejudices,  but  a  more  universal  taste  ;  and 
with  the  most  delicate  frame,  her  spirits  hurry  her  through  a 
life  of  fatigue  that  would  kill  me  if  I  was  to  continue  here.  If 
we  return  by  one  in  the  morning  from  suppers  in  the  country, 
she  proposes  driving  to  the  Boulevard  or  to  the  Foire  St.  Ovide, 
because  it  is  too  early  to  go  to  bed  !  I  had  great  difficulty  last 
night  to  persuade  her,  though  she  was  not  well,  not  to  sit  up 
till  between  two  and  three  for  the  comet ;  for  which  purpose 
she  had  appointed  an  astronomer  to  bring  his  telescopes  to  the 
president  Henault’s,  as  she  thought  it  would  amuse  me.  In 
short,  her  goodness  to  me  is  so  excessive  that  I  feel  unashamed 
at  producing  my  withered  person  in  a  round  of  diversions  which 
I  have  quitted  at  home.  I  tell  a  story,  —  I  do  feel  ashamed, 
and  sigh  to  be  in  my  quiet  castle  and  cottage  ;  but  it  costs  me 
many  a  pang  when  I  reflect  that  I  shall  probably  never  have 
resolution  enough  to  take  another  journey  to  see  this  best  and 
sincerest  of  friends,  who  loves  me  as  much  as  my  mother  did  ! 
But  it  is  idle  to  look  forward.  What  is  next  year  ?  —  a  bubble 
that  may  burst  for  her  or  me,  before  even  the  flying  year  can 
hurry  to  the  end  of  its  almanac  !  To  form  plans  and  projects 


282 


LETTERS  OF  HORACE  WALPOLE. 


in  such  a  precarious  life  as  this  resembles  the  enchanted  castles 
of  fairy  legends,  in  which  every  gate  was  guarded  by  giants, 
dragons,  etc.  Death  or  diseases  bar  every  portal  through  which 
we  mean  to  pass  ;  and  though  we  may  escape  them  and  reach 
the  last  chamber,  what  a  wild  adventurer  is  he  that  centers  his 
hopes  at  the  end  of  such  an  avenue  !  I  sit  contented  with  the 
beggars  at  the  threshold,  and  never  propose  going  on  but  as 
the  gates  open  of  themselves. 

The  weather  here  is  quite  sultry,  and  I  am  sorry  to  say  one 
can  send  to  the  corner  of  the  street  and  buy  better  peaches  than 
all  our  expense  in  kitchen  gardens  produces.  .  .  . 

Literary  and  Dramatic  Criticism. 

TO  GEORGE  MONTAGU,  ESQ. 

Strawberry  Hill,  Oct.  16,  1769. 

I  arrived  at  my  own  Louvre  last  Wednesday  night,  and  am 
now  at  my  Versailles.  Your  last  letter  reached  me  but  two 
days  before  I  left  Paris,  for  I  have  been  an  age  at  Calais  and 
upon  the  sea.  I  could  execute  no  commission  for  you,  and  in 
truth  you  gave  me  no  explicit  one ;  but  I  have  brought  you  a 
bit  of  china,  and  beg  you  will  be  content  with  a  little  present 
instead  of  a  bargain.  Said  china  is,  or  will  be  soon,  in  the 
Customhouse ;  but  I  shall  have  it,  I  fear,  long  before  you  come 
to  London. 

I  am  sorry  those  boys  got  at  my  tragedy.  I  beg  you  would 
keep  it  under  lock  and  key;  it  is  not  at  all  food  for  the  public, 
—  at  least  not  till  I  am  “food  for  worms,  good  Percy.”  Nay, 
it  is  not  an  age  to  encourage  anybody,  that  has  the  least  vanity, 
to  step  forth.  There  is  a  total  extinction  of  all  taste;  our 
authors  are  vulgar,  gross,  illiberal;  the  theater  swarms  with 
wretched  translations  and  ballad  operas,  and  we  have  nothing 
new  but  improving  abuse.  I  have  blushed  at  Paris  when  the 
papers  came  over  crammed  with  ribaldry  or  with  Garrick’s  in¬ 
sufferable  nonsense  about  Shakespeare.  As  that  man’s  writings 
will  be  preserved  by  his  name,  who  will  believe  that  he  was  a 
tolerable  actor.  Cibber  wrote  as  bad  Odes,  but  then  Cibber 
wrote  “The  Careless  Husband,”  and  his  own  Life,  which  both 
deserve  immortality.  Garrick’s  prologues  and  epilogues  are 
as  bad  as  his  Pindarics  and  Pantomimes. 

I  feel  myself  here  like  a  swan  that,  after  living  six  weeks 
in  a  nasty  pool  upon  a  common,  is  got  back  into  its  own  Thames. 
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I  do  nothing  but  plume  and  clean  myself,  and  enjoy  the  verdure 
and  silent  waves.  Neatness  and  greenth  are  so  essential  in  my 
opinion  to  the  country,  that  in  France,  where  I  see  nothing  but 
chalk  and  dirty  peasants,  I  seem  in  a  terrestrial  purgatory  that 
is  neither  town  nor  country.  The  face  of  England  is  so  beau¬ 
tiful  that  I  do  not  believe  Tempe  or  Arcadia  were  half  so  rural; 
for  both,  lying  in  hot  climates,  must  have  wanted  the  turf  of 
our  lawns.  It  is  unfortunate  to  have  so  pastoral  a  taste,  when 
I  want  a  cane  more  than  a  crook.  We  are  absurd  creatures; 
at  twenty  I  loved  nothing  but  London. 

Tell  me  when  you  shall  be  in  town.  I  think  of  passing 
most  of  my  time  here  till  after  Christmas.  Adieu! 

Charm  of  Madame  de  Sevigne’s  Letters.  — The  Ameri¬ 
can  War. 

TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  MASON. 

Strawberry  Hill,  Aug.  7,  1775. 

Let  me  tell  you  you  have  no  more  taste  than  Dr.  Kenrick 
if  you  do  not  like  Madame  de  S6vign6’s  Letters.  Read  them 
again ;  they  are  one  of  the  very  few  books  that,  like  Gray’s 
Life,  improve  upon  one  every  time  one  reads  them.  You  have 
still  less  taste  if  you  like  my  letters,  which  have  nothing 
original ;  and  if  they  have  anything  good,  so  much  the  worse, 
for  it  can  only  be  from  having  read  her  letters  and  his.  He 
came  perfect  out  of  the  eggshell,  and  wrote  as  well  at  eighteen 
as  ever  he  did, —  nay,  letters  better;  for  his  natural  humor  was 
in  its  bloom,  and  not  wrinkled  by  low  spirits,  dissatisfaction, 
or  the  character  he  had  assumed.  I  do  not  care  a  straw  whether 
Dr.  Kenrick  and  Scotland  can  persuade  England  that  he  was 
no  poet.  There  is  no  common  sense  left  in  this  country, — 

With  Arts  and  Sciences  it  traveled  West. 

The  Americans  will  admire  him  and  you,  and  they  are  the 
only  people  by  whom  one  would  wish  to  be  admired.  The 
world  is  divided  into  two  nations, —  men  of  sense  that  will  be 
free,  and  fools  that  like  to  be  slaves.  What  a  figure  do  two 
great  empires  make  at  this  moment!  Spain,  mistress  of  Peru 
and  Mexico,  amazes  Europe  with  an  invincible  armada;  at  last 
it  sails  to  Algiers,  and  disbarks  its  whole  contents,  even  to  the 
provisions  of  the  fleet.  It  is  beaten  shamefully,  loses  all  its 
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stores,  and  has  scarce  bread  left  to  last  till  it  gets  back  into  its 
own  ports ! 

Mrs.  Britannia  orders  her  senate  to  proclaim  America  a  con¬ 
tinent  of  cowards,  and  vote  it  should  be  starved  unless  it  will 
drink  tea  with  her.  She  sends  her  only  army  to  be  besieged  in 
one  of  their  towns,  and  half  her  fleet  to  besiege  the  terra  firma  ; 
but  orders  her  army  to  do  nothing,  in  hopes  that  the  American 
senate  at  Philadelphia  will  be  so  frightened  at  the  British  army 
being  besieged  in  Boston  that  it  will  sue  for  peace.  At  last 
she  gives  her  army  leave  to  sally  out;  but  being  twice  defeated, 
she  determines  to  carry  on  the  war  so  vigorously,  till  she  has 
not  a  man  left,  that  all  England  will  be  satisfied  with  the  total 
loss  of  America!  And  if  everybody  is  satisfied,  who  can  be 
blamed?  Besides,  is  not  our  dignity  maintained?  have  not  we 
carried  our  majesty  beyond  all  example?  When  did  you  ever 
read  before  of  a  besieged  army  threatening  military  execution 
on  the  country  of  the  besiegers  ?  —  car  tel  est  notre  plaisir  !  But, 
alack!  we  are  like  the  mock  Doctor, —  we  have  made  the  heart 
and  the  liver  change  sides;  cela  Stait  autrefois  ainsi,  mais  nous 
avons  changS  tout  cela!  .  .  . 

America  and  the  Administration. 

TO  SIR  HORACE  MANN. 

Paris,  Sept.  7,  1775. 

Your  letter  of  August  12  followed  me  hither  from  England. 
I  can  answer  it  from  hence  with  less  reserve  than  I  should  at 
home.  I  understand  very  well,  my  dear  sir,  the  propriety  of 
the  style  in  which  you  write  in  your  ministerial  capacity,  and 
never  wish  to  have  you  expose  yourself  to  any  inconvenience 
by  unnecessary  frankness.  I  am  too  much  convinced  of  your 
heart  and  head  not  swerving  from  the  glorious  principles  in 
which  we  were  both  educated,  to  suspect  you  of  having  adopted 
the  principles  instilled  into  so  many  Englishmen  by  Scotch 
Jacobites,  the  authors  of  the  present,  as  they  have  been  of  every 
civil  war  since  the  days  of  Queen  Elizabeth.  You  will  on  your 
side  not  be  surprised  that  I  am  what  I  always  was,  a  zealot  for 
liberty  in  every  part  of  the  globe,  and  consequently  that  I  most 
heartily  wish  success  to  the  Americans.  They  have  hitherto 
not  made  one  blunder;  and  the  administration  have  made  a 
thousand,  besides  the  two  capital  ones  of  first  provoking  and 
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then  of  uniting  the  Colonies.  The  latter  seem  to  have  as  good 
heads  as  hearts,  as  we  want  both.  The  campaign  seems  lan¬ 
guishing.  The  Ministers  will  make  all  their  efforts  against  the 
spring.  So  no  doubt  will  the  Americans  too.  Probably  the 
war  will  be  long.  On  the  side  of  England,  it  must  be  attended 
with  ruin.  If  England  prevails,  English  and  American  liberty 
is  at  an  end ;  if  the  Colonies  prevail,  our  commerce  is  gone ; 
and  if,  at  last,  we  negotiate,  they  will  neither  forgive  nor  give 
us  our  former  advantages. 

The  country  where  I  now  am  is,  luckily,  neither  in  a  con¬ 
dition  or  disposition  to  meddle.  If  it  did,  it  would  complete 
our  destruction,  even  by  only  assisting  the  Colonies,  which  I 
can  scarce  think  they  are  blind  enough  not  to  do.  They  openly 
talk  of  our  tyranny  and  folly  with  horror  and  contempt,  and 
perhaps  with  amazement;  and  so  does  almost  every  foreign 
Minister  here,  as  well  as  every  Frenchman.  Instead  of  being 
mortified,  as  I  generally  am  when  my  country  is  depreciated,  I 
am  comforted  by  finding  that,  though  but  one  of  very  few  in 
England,  the  sentiments  of  the  rest  of  the  world  concur  with 
and  confirm  mine.  The  people  with  us  are  fascinated;  and 
what  must  we  be  when  Frenchmen  are  shocked  at  our  despotic 
acts !  Indeed,  both  this  nation  and  their  king  seem  to  embrace 
the  most  generous  principles,- — the  only  fashion,  I  doubt,  in 
which  we  shall  not  imitate  them!  Too  late  our  eyes  will  open. 

The  Duke  and  Duchess  [of  Gloucester]  are  at  Venice. 
Nothing  ever  exceeded  the  distinctions  paid  to  them  in  this 
country.  The  king  even  invited  them  to  Paris  ;  but  the  Duke’s 
haste  to  be  more  southerly  before  the  bad  weather  begins  would 
not  permit  him  to  accept  of  that  honor.  They  do  not  expect 
the  same  kindness  everywhere ;  and  for  the  English,  they  have 
even  let  the  French  see  what  slaves  they  are,  by  not  paying 
their  duty  to  the  Duke  and  Duchess.  I  have  written  to  her, 
without  naming  you,  to  dissuade  their  fixing  at  Rome, —  I  fear 
in  vain.  I  proposed  Sienna  to  them,  as  I  flatter  myself  the 
Emperor’s  goodness  for  the  Duke  would  dispose  the  Great 
Duke  to  make  it  agreeable  to  them;  and  their  residence  there 
would  not  commit  you.  Indeed,  I  do  not  believe  you  suspect 
me  of  sacrificing  you  to  the  interests  of  my  family.  On  the 
other  hand,  I  wish  you,  for  your  own  sake,  to  take  any  oppor¬ 
tunities  of  paying  your  court  to  them  indirectly.  They  are 
both  warm  and  hurt  at  the  indignities  they  have  received. 
In  our  present  distracted  situation,  it  is  more  than  possible 
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that  the  Duke  may  be  a  very  important  personage.  I  know 
well  that  you  have  had  full  reason  to  be  dissatisfied  with  him; 
I  remember  it  as  much  as  you  can :  but  you  are  too  prudent,  as 
well  as  too  good-natured,  not  to  forgive  a  young  prince.  I  own 
I  am  in  pain  about  the  Duchess.  She  has  all  the  good  quali¬ 
ties  of  her  father  [Sir  Edward  Walpole],  but  all  his  impetuos¬ 
ity;  and  is  much  too  apt  to  resent  affronts,  though  her  virtue 
and  good  nature  make  her  as  easily  reconciled:  but  her  first 
movements  are  not  discreet.  I  wish  you  to  please  her  as  much 
as  possible,  within  your  instructions.  She  has  admirable  sense, 
when  her  passions  do  not  predominate.  In  one  word,  her  mar¬ 
riage  has  given  me  many  a  pang;  and  though  I  never  gave 
in  to  it,  I  endeavor  by  every  gentle  method  to  prevent  her  mak¬ 
ing  her  situation  still  worse;  and  above  all  things,  I  try  never 
to  inflame.  It  is  all  I  can  do  where  I  have  no  ascendant,  which, 
with  a  good  deal  of  spirit  of  my  own,  I  cannot  expect:  how¬ 
ever,  as  I  perfectly  understand  both  my  parties  and  myself,  I 
manage  pretty  well.  I  know  when  to  stoop  and  when  to  stop ; 
and  when  I  will  stoop  or  will  not.  I  should  not  be  so  pliant 
if  they  were  where  they  ought  to  be. 

******* 

Lord  Chatham  when  I  left  England  was  in  a  very  low, 
languishing  way,  his  constitution,  I  believe,  too  much  ex¬ 
hausted  to  throw  out  the  gout;  and  then  it  falls  on  his  spirits. 
The  last  letters  speak  of  his  case  as  not  desperate.  He  might, 
if  allowed  —  and  it  was  practicable  —  do  much  good  still.  Who 
else  can,  I  know  not.  The  Opposition  is  weak  every  way. 
They  have  better  hearts  than  the  Ministers,  fewer  good  heads, 
—  not  that  I  am  in  admiration  of  the  latter.  Times  may  pro¬ 
duce  men.  We  must  trust  to  the  book  of  events,  if  we  will 
flatter  ourselves.  Make  no  answer  to  this ;  only  say  you  re¬ 
ceived  my  letter  from  Paris,  and  direct  to  England.  I  may 
stay  here  a  month  longer,  but  it  is  uncertain. 

1 1th. 

P.S.  — I  had  made  up  my  letter;  but  those  I  received  from 
England  last  night  bring  such  important  intelligence,  I  must 
add  a  paragraph.  That  miracle  of  gratitude,  the  Czarina,  has 
consented  to  lend  England  twenty  thousand  Russians,  to  be 
transported  to  America.  The  Parliament  is  to  meet  on  the 
20th  of  next  month,  and  vote  twenty -six  thousand  seamen! 
What  a  paragraph  of  blood  is  there!  With  what  torrents  must 
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liberty  be  preserved  in  America !  In  England,  wbat  can  save 
it?  Oh,  mad,  mad  England!  What  frenzy,  to  throw  away  its 
treasures,  lay  waste  its  empire  of  wealth,  and  sacrifice  its  free¬ 
dom,  that  its  prince  may  be  the  arbitrary  lord  of  boundless 
deserts  in  America,  and  of  an  impoverished,  depopulated,  and 
thence  insignificant  island  in  Europe!  And  what  prospect  of 
comfort  has  a  true  Englishman?  Why,  that  Philip  II.  mis¬ 
carried  against  the  boors  of  Holland,  and  that  Louis  XIV. 
could  not  replace  James  II.  on  the  throne! 

Discouraging  Outlook  of  Affairs  in  America. 

TO  SIR  HORACE  MANN. 

Strawberry  Hill,  April  3,  1777. 

I  have  nothing  very  new  to  tell  you  on  public  affairs,  espe¬ 
cially  as  I  can  know  nothing  more  than  you  see  in  the  papers. 
It  is  my  opinion  that  the  king’s  affairs  are  in  a  very  bad  posi¬ 
tion  in  America.  I  do  not  say  that  his  armies  may  not  gain 
advantages  again ;  though  I  believe  there  has  been  as  much 
design  as  cowardice  in  the  behavior  of  the  provincials,  who 
seem  to  have  been  apprised  that  protraction  of  the  war  would 
be  more  certainly  advantageous  to  them  than  heroism.  Wash¬ 
ington,  the  dictator,  has  shown  himself  both  a  Fabius  and  a 
Camillus.  His  march  through  our  lines  is  allowed  to  have 
been  a  prodigy  of  generalship.  In  one  word,  I  look  upon  a 
great  part  of  America  as  lost  to  this  country!  It  is  not  less 
deplorable  that,  between  art  and  contention,  such  an  inveteracy 
has  been  sown  between  the  two  countries  as  will  probably  out¬ 
last  even  the  war!  Supposing  this  unnatural  enmity  should 
not  soon  involve  us  in  other  wars,  which  would  be  extraordi¬ 
nary  indeed,  what  a  difference,  in  a  future  war  with  France  and 
Spain,  to  have  the  Colonies  in  the  opposite  scale  instead  of 
being  in  ours !  What  politicians  are  those  who  have  preferred 
the  empty  name  of  sovereignty  to  that  of  alliance ,  and  forced 
subsidies  to  the  golden  ocean  of  commerce! 

Alas!  the  trade  of  America  is  not  all  we  shall  lose.  The 
ocean  of  commerce  wafted  us  wealth  at  the  return  of  regular 
tides;  but  we  had  acquired  an  empire  too,  in  whose  plains  the 
beggars  we  sent  out  as  laborers  could  reap  sacks  of  gold  in 
three  or  four  harvests,  and  who  with  their  sickles  and  reaping 
hooks  have  robbed  and  cut  the  throats  of  those  who  sowed  the 
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grain.  These  rapacious  foragers  have  fallen  together  by  the 
ears ;  and  our  Indian  affairs,  I  suppose,  will  soon  be  in  as 
desperate  a  state  as  our  American.  Lord  Pigot  [Governor  of 
Madras]  has  been  treacherously  and  violently  imprisoned,  and 
the  Company  here  has  voted  his  restoration.  I  know  nothing 
of  the  merits  of  the  cause  on  either  side.  I  dare  to  say  both 
are  very  blamable.  I  look  only  to  the  consequences,  which  I 
do  not  doubt  will  precipitate  the  loss  of  our  acquisitions  there, 
the  title  to  which  I  never  admired,  and  the  possession  of  which 
I  always  regarded  as  a  transitory  vision.  If  we  could  keep  it, 
we  should  certainly  plunder  it,  till  the  expense  of  maintaining 
would  overbalance  the  returns;  and  though  it  has  rendered  a 
little  more  than  the  holy  city  of  Jerusalem,  I  look  on  such  dis¬ 
tant  conquests  as  more  destructive  than  beneficial ;  and  whether 
we  are  martyrs  or  banditti,  whether  we  fight  for  the  Holy  Sepul¬ 
cher  or  for  lakhs  of  rupees,  I  detest  invasions  of  quiet  kingdoms 
both  for  their  sakes  and  for  our  own ;  and  it  is  happy  for  the 
former  that  the  latter  are  never  permanently  benefited. 


Great  Calamities  lost  in  the  Magnitude  of  English 

Affairs. 

TO  SIR  HORACE  MANN. 

.  .  .  My  letters,  I  think,  are  rather  eras  than  journals.  Three 
days  ago  commenced  another  date, —  the  establishment  of  a 
family  for  the  Prince  of  Wales.  I  do  not  know  all  the  names, 
and  fewer  of  the  faces  that  compose  it;  nor  intend.  I,  who 
kissed  the  hand  of  George  I.,  have  no  colt’s  tooth  for  the  court 
of  George  IV.  Nothing  is  so  ridiculous  as  an  antique  face  in 
a  juvenile  drawing-room.  I  believe  that  they  who  have  spirits 
enough  to  be  absurd  in  their  decrepitude  are  happy,  for  they 
certainly  are  not  sensible  of  their  folly;  but  I,  who  have  never 
forgotten  what  I  thought  in  my  youth  of  such  superannuated 
idiots,  dread  nothing  more  than  misplacing  myself  in  my  old 
age.  In  truth,  I  feel  no  such  appetite;  and  excepting  the 
young  of  my  own  family,  about  whom  I  am  interested,  I  have 
mighty  small  satisfaction  in  the  company  of  posterity,  ■ — for  so 
the  present  generation  seem  to  me.  I  would  contribute  any¬ 
thing  to  their  pleasure  but  what  cannot  contribute  to  it, —  my 
own  presence.  Alas !  how  many  of  this  age  are  swept  away 
before  me;  six  thousand  have  been  mowed  down  at  once  by  the 
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late  hurricane  at  Barbadoes  alone !  How  Europe  is  paying  the 
debts  it  owes  to  America!  Were  I  a  poet,  I  would  paint  hosts 
of  Mexicans  and  Peruvians  crowding  the  shores  of  Styx,  and 
insulting  the  multitudes  of  the  usurpers  of  their  continent  that 
have  been  sending  themselves  thither  for  these  five  or  six  years. 
The  poor  Africans,  too,  have  no  call  to  be  merciful  to  European 
ghosts.  Those  miserable  slaves  have  just  now  seen  whole  crews 
of  men-of-war  swallowed  by  the  late  hurricane. 

We  do  not  yet  know  the  extent  of  our  loss.  You  would 
think  it  very  slight  if  you  saw  how  little  impression  it  makes 
on  a  luxurious  capital.  An  overgrown  metropolis  has  less 
sensibility  than  marble;  nor  can  it  be  conceived  by  those  not 
conversant  in  one.  I  remember  hearing  what  diverted  me  then : 
a  young  gentlewoman,  a  native  of  our  rock,  St.  Helena,  and 
who  had  never  stirred  beyond  it,  being  struck  with  the  emotion 
occasioned  there  by  the  arrival  of  one  or  two  of  our  China  ships, 
said  to  the  captain,  “  There  must  be  a  great  solitude  in  London 
as  often  as  the  China  ships  come  away!”  Her  imagination 
could  not  have  compassed  the  idea  if  she  had  been  told  that  six 
years  of  war,  the  absence  of  an  army  of  fifty  or  sixty  thousand 
men  and  of  all  our  squadrons,  and  a  new  debt  of  many,  many 
millions  would  not  make  an  alteration  in  the  receipts  at  the 
door  of  a  single  theater  in  London.  I  do  not  boast  of  or  applaud 
this  profligate  apathy.  When  pleasure  is  our  business,  our 
business  is  never  our  pleasure ;  and  if  four  wars  cannot  awaken 
us,  we  shall  die  in  a  dream! 

On  Boswell’s  Johnson. 

TO  MISS  BERRY. 

Berkeley  Square,  May  26,  1791. 
******* 

The  rest  of  my  letter  must  be  literary,  for  we  have  no  news. 
Boswell’s  book  is  gossiping,  but  having  numbers  of  proper 
names,  would  be  more  readable,  at  least  by  me,  were  it  reduced 
from  two  volumes  to  one ;  but  there  are  woeful  longueurs,  both 
about  his  hero  and  himself,  the  fidus  Achates ,  about  whom  one 
has  not  the  smallest  curiosity.  But  I  wrong  the  original 
Achate :  one  is  satisfied  with  his  fidelity  in  keeping  his  mas¬ 
ter’s  secrets  and  weaknesses,  which  modern  led  captains  betray 
for  their  patron’s  glory  and  to  hurt  their  own  enemies,  —  which 
Boswell  has  done  shamefully,  particularly  against  Mrs.  Piozzi 
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and  Mrs.  Montagu  and  Bishop  Percy.  Dr.  Blagden  says  justly 
that  it  is  a  new  kind  of  libel,  by  which  you  may  abuse  any¬ 
body  by  saying  some  dead  person  said  so  and  so  of  somebody 
alive.  Often,  indeed,  Johnson  made  the  most  brutal  speeches 
to  living  persons ;  for  though  he  was  good-natured  at  bottom, 
he  was  very  ill-natured  at  top.  He  loved  to  dispute  to  show 
his  superiority.  If  his  opponents  were  weak,  he  told  them 
they  were  fools;  if  they  vanquished  him,  he  was  scurrilous, — 
to  nobody  more  than  to  Boswell  himself,  who  was  contemptible 
for  flattering  him  so  grossly,  and  for  enduring  the  coarse  things 
he  was  continually  vomiting  on  Boswell’s  own  country,  Scot¬ 
land.  I  expected,  amongst  the  excommunicated,  to  find  myself, 
but  am  very  gently  treated.  I  never  would  be  in  the  least 
acquainted  with  Johnson;  or,  as  Boswell  calls  it,  I  had  not  a 
just  value  for  him, —  which  the  biographer  imputes  to  my 
resentment  for  the  Doctor’s  putting  bad  arguments  (purposely, 
out  of  Jacobitism)  into  the  speeches  which  he  wrote  fifty  years 
ago  for  my  father  in  the  Gentleman’’ s  Magazine  ;  which  I  did  not 
read  then,  or  ever  knew  Johnson  wrote  till  Johnson  died,  nor 
have  looked  at  since.  Johnson’s  blind  Toryism  and  known 
brutality  kept  me  aloof;  nor  did  I  ever  exchange  a  syllable 
with  him :  nay,  I  do  not  think  I  ever  was  in  a  room  with  him 
six  times  in  my  days.  Boswell  came  to  me,  said  Dr.  Johnson 
was  writing  the  “Lives  of  the  Poets,”  and  wished  I  would 
give  him  anecdotes  of  Mr.  Gray.  I  said,  very  coldly,  I  had 
given  what  I  knew  to  Mr.  Mason.  Boswell  hummed  and 
hawed,  and  then  dropped,  “I  suppose  you  know  Dr.  Johnson 
does  not  admire  Mr.  Gray.”  Putting  as  much  contempt  as  I 
could  into  my  look  and  tone,  I  said,  “Dr.  Johnson  don’t!  — 
hump!”  —  and  with  that  monosyllable  ended  our  interview. 
After  the  Doctor’s  death,  Burke,  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  and 
Boswell  sent  an  ambling  circular  letter  to  me,  begging  sub¬ 
scriptions  for  a  monument  for  him,  —  the  two  last,  I  think, 
impertinently,  as  they  could  not  but  know  my  opinion,  and 
could  not  suppose  I  would  contribute  to  a  monument  for  one 
who  had  endeavored,  poor  soul!  to  degrade  my  friend’s  super¬ 
lative  poetry.  I  would  not  deign  to  write  an  answer,  but  sent 
down  word  by  my  footman,  as  I  would  have  done  to  parish 
officers  with  a  brief,  that  I  would  not  subscribe.  In  the  two 
new  volumes  Johnson  says,  and  very  probably  did,  or  is  made 
to  say,  that  Gray’s  poetry  is  dull ,  and  that  he  was  a  dull  man! 
The  same  oracle  dislikes  Prior,  Swift,  and  Fielding.  If  an 
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elephant  could  write  a  book,  perhaps  one  that  had  read  a  great 
deal  would  say  that  an  Arabian  horse  is  a  very  clumsy,  ungrace¬ 
ful  animal.  Pass  to  a  better  chapter  ! 

Picture  op  his  Old  Age. 

TO  THE  COUNTESS  OP  OSSORY. 


Jan.  15,  1797. 

My  dear  Madam, —  You  distress  me  infinitely  by  show¬ 
ing  my  idle  notes,  which  I  cannot  conceive  can  amuse  anybody. 
My  old-fashioned  breeding  impels  me  every  now  and  then  to 
reply  to  the  letters  you  honor  tne  with  writing,  but  in  truth 
very  unwillingly,  for  I  seldom  can  have  anything  particular  to 
say.  I  scarce  go  out  of  my  own  house,  and  then  only  to  two 
or  three  very  private  places,  where  I  see  nobody  that  really 
knows  anything;  and  what  I  learn  comes  from  newspapers,  that 
collect  intelligence  from  coffeehouses, —  consequently  what  I 
neither  believe  nor  report.  At  home  I  see  only  a  few  chari¬ 
table  elders,  except  about  fourscore  nephews  and  nieces  of  vari¬ 
ous  ages,  who  are  each  brought  to  me  about  once  a  year,  to 
stare  at  me  as  the  Methusalem  of  the  family,  and  they  can  only 
speak  of  their  own  contemporaries,  which  interest  me  no  more 
than  if  they  talked  of  their  dolls  or  bats  and  balls.  Must  not 
the  result  of  all  this,  madam,  make  me  a  very  entertaining  cor¬ 
respondent?  And  can  such  letters  be  worth  showing?  or  can 
I  have  any  spirit  when  so  old  and  reduced  to  dictate  ? 

Oh,  my  good  madam,  dispense  with  me  from  such  a  task, 
and  think  how  it  must  add  to  it  to  apprehend  such  letters 
being  shown !  Pray  send  me  no  more  such  laurels,  which  I 
desire  no  more  than  their  leaves  when  decked  with  a  scrap  of 
tinsel  and  stuck  on  twelfth-cakes  that  lie  on  the  shopboards  of 
pastry  cooks  at  Christmas.  I  shall  be  quite  content  with  a 
sprig  of  rosemary  thrown  after  me  when  the  parson  of  the  parish 
commits  my  dust  to  dust.  Till  then  pray,  madam,  accept  the 
resignation  of  your  ancient  servant,  Orford 
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HORACE  WALPOLE. 

By  LESLIE  STEPHEN. 

[Leslie  Stephen  :  An  English  author  and  editor ;  born  at  Kensington, 
November  28,  1832.  He  was  educated  at  Eton,  King’s  College,  London,  and 
was  graduated  from  Trinity  Hall,  Cambridge,  in  1854,  remaining  there  for  a 
time  as  a  fellow  and  a  tutor.  He  was  editor  of  the  Cornhill  (1871-1882)  ;  and 
of  the  first  twenty-six  volumes  of  the  “  Dictionary  of  National  Biography  ” 
(1885-1891),  from  1891  conjointly  with  his  successor,  Mr.  Sidney  Lee.  Among 
his  other  works  are  :  “  The  Playground  of  Europe  ”  (1871),  “  Hours  in  a  Library  ” 
(3  vols.,  1874-1879),  “History  of  English  Thought  in  the  Eighteenth  Cen¬ 
tury”  (1876),  “Johnson”  (1878),  “Pope”  (1880),  “Swift”  (1882),  and 
“Life  of  Henry  Fawcett”  (1885).] 

The  history  of  England,  throughout  a  very  large  segment 
of  the  eighteenth  century,  is  simply  a  synonym  for  the  works 
of  Horace  Walpole.  There  are,  indeed,  some  other  hooks  upon 
the  subject.  Some  good  stories  are  scattered  up  and  down  the 
Annual  Register,  the  Gentleman  s  Magazine,  and  Nichols’  “  Anec¬ 
dotes.”  There  is  a  speech  or  two  of  Burke’s  not  without  merit, 
and  a  readable  letter  may  be  disinterred  every  now  and  then 
from  beneath  the  piles  of  contemporary  correspondence.  When 
the  history  of  the  times  comes  to  be  finally  written  in  the 
fashion  now  prevalent,  in  which  some  six  portly  octavos  are 
allotted  to  a  year,  and  an  event  takes  longer  to  describe  than 
to  occur,  the  industrious  will  find  ample  mines  of  waste  paper 
in  which  they  may  quarry  to  their  heart’s  content.  .  .  . 

But  these  amorphous  masses  are  attractive  chiefly  to  the  phi¬ 
losophers  who  are  too  profound  to  care  for  individual  character, 
or  to  those  praiseworthy  students  who  would  think  the  labor  of 
a  year  well  rewarded  by  the  discovery  of  a  single  fact  tending 
to  throw  a  shade  of  additional  perplexity  upon  the  secret  of 
Junius.  Walpole’s  writings  belong  to  the  good  old-fashioned 
type  of  history,  which  aspires  to  be  nothing  more  than  the 
quintessence  of  contemporary  gossip.  If  the  opinion  be  par¬ 
donable  in  these  days,  history  of  that  kind  has  not  only  its 
charm,  but  its  serious  value.  If  not  very  profound  or  compre¬ 
hensive,  it  impresses  upon  us  the  fact  —  so  often  forgotten  — 
that  our  grandfathers  were  human  beings.  The  ordinary 
historian  reduces  them  to  mere  mechanical  mummies  ;  in  Wal¬ 
pole’s  pages  they  are  still  living  flesh  and  blood.  Turn  over 
any  of  the  proper  decorous  history  books,  mark  every  passage 
where,  for  a  moment,  we  seem  to  be  transported  to  the  past  — 
to  the  thunders  of  Chatham,  the  drivelings  of  Newcastle,  or 


HORACE  WALPOLE. 


293 


the  prosings  of  George  Grenville,  as  they  sounded  in  con¬ 
temporary  ears  —  and  it  will  be  safe  to  say  that,  on  counting 
them  up,  a  good  half  will  turn  out  to  be  reflections  from  the 
illuminating  flashes  of  Walpole.  Excise  all  that  comes  from 
him,  and  the  history  sinks  towards  the  level  of  the  solid  Arch¬ 
deacon  Coxe ;  add  his  keen  touches,  and,  as  in  the  “  Castle  of 
Otranto,”  the  portraits  of  our  respectable  old  ancestors,  which 
have  been  hanging  in  gloomy  repose  upon  the  wall,  suddenly 
step  from  their  frames,  and,  for  some  brief  space,  assume  a 
spectral  vitality. 

It  is  only  according  to  rule  that  a  writer  who  has  been  so 
useful  should  have  been  a  good  deal  abused.  No  one  is  so 
amusing  and  so  generally  unpopular  as  a  clever  retailer  of 
gossip.  Yet  it  does  seem  rather  hard  that  Walpole  should 
have  received  such  hard  measure  from  Macaulay,  through 
whose  pages  so  much  of  his  light  has  been  transfused.  The 
explanation,  perhaps,  is  easy.  Macaulay  dearly  loved  the  para¬ 
dox  that  a  man  wrote  admirably  precisely  because  he  was  a 
fool,  and  applied  it  to  the  two  greatest  portrait  painters  of  the 
times — -Walpole  and  Boswell.  There  is  something  which 
hurts  our  best  feelings  in  the  success  of  a  man  whom  we 
heartily  despise.  It  seems  to  imply,  which  is  intolerable,  that 
our  penetration  has  been  at  fault,  or  that  merit  — •  that  is  to  say, 
our  own  conspicuous  quality  —  is  liable  to  be  outstripped  in 
this  world  by  imposture.  It  is  consoling  if  we  can  wrap  our¬ 
selves  in  the  belief  that  good  work  can  be  extracted  from  bad 
brains,  and  that  shallowness,  affectation,  and  levity  can,  by 
some  strange  chemistry,  be  transmuted  into  a  substitute  for 
genius.  Do  we  not  all,  if  we  have  reached  middle  age,  remem¬ 
ber  some  idiot  (of  course  he  was  an  idiot!)  at  school  or  college 
who  has  somehow  managed  to  slip  past  us  in  the  race  of  life, 
and  revenge  ourselves  by  swearing  that  he  is  an  idiot  still,  and 
that  idiocy  is  a  qualification  for  good  fortune  ?  Swift  some¬ 
where  says  that  a  paper  cutter  does  its  work  all  the  better 
when  it  is  blunt,  and  converts  the  fact  into  an  allegory  of 
human  affairs,  showing  that  decorous  dullness  is  an  overmatch 
for  genius.  Macaulay  was  incapable,  both  in  a  good  and  bad 
sense,  of  Swift’s  trenchant  misanthropy.  His  dislike  to  Wal¬ 
pole  was  founded  not  so  much  upon  posthumous  jealousy  — 
though  that  passion  is  not  so  rare  as  absurd  —  as  on  the  singu¬ 
lar  contrast  between  the  character  and  intellect  of  the  two 
men.  The  typical  Englishman,  with  his  rough,  strong  sense, 
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passing  at  times  into  the  narrowest  insular  prejudice,  detested 
the  Frenchified  fine  gentleman  who  minced  his  mother  tongue 
and  piqued  himself  on  cosmopolitan  indifference  to  patriotic 
sentiment :  the  ambitious  historian  was  irritated  hy  the  con¬ 
tempt  which  the  dilettante  dabbler  in  literature  affected  for 
their  common  art ;  and  the  thoroughgoing  Whig  was  scandal¬ 
ized  by  the  man  who,  whilst  claiming  that  sacred  name,  and 
living  face  to  face  with  Chatham  and  Burke,  and  the  great 
Revolution  families  in  all  their  glory,  ventured  to  intimate  his 
opinion  that  they,  like  other  idols,  had  a  fair  share  of  clay  and 
rubbish  in  their  composition,  and  who,  after  professing  a  kind 
of  sham  republicanism,  was  frightened  by  the  French  Revolu¬ 
tion  into  a  paroxysm  of  ultra-Toryism.  “You  wretched 
fribble  !  ”  exclaims  Macaulay  ;  “  you  shallow  scorner  of  all  that 
is  noble  !  You  are  nothing  but  a  heap  of  silly  whims  and  con¬ 
ceited  airs  !  Strip  off  one  mask  of  affectation  from  your  mind, 
and  we  are  still  as  far  as  ever  from  the  real  man.  The  very 
highest  faculty  that  can  be  conceded  to  you  is  a  keen  eye  for 
oddities,  whether  in  old  curiosity  shops  or  in  Parliament ;  and 
to  that  you  owe  whatever  just  reputation  you  have  acquired.” 
Macaulay’s  fervor  of  rebuke  is  amusing,  though,  by  righteous 
Nemesis,  it  includes  a  species  of  blindness  as  gross  as  any  that 
he  attributes  to  Walpole.  The  summary  decision  that  the 
chief  use  of  France  is  to  interpret  England  to  Europe,  is  a 
typical  example  of  that  insular  arrogance  for  which  Matthew 
Arnold  popularized  the  name  of  Philistinism. 

Yet  criticism  of  this  one-sided  kind  has  its  value.  At  least 
it  suggests  a  problem.  What  is  the  element  left  out  of  account  ? 
Folly  is  never  the  real  secret  of  a  literary  reputation,  or  what 
noble  harvests  of  genius  we  should  produce  !  If  we  patiently 
take  off  all  the  masks  we  must  come  at  last  to  the  animating 
principle  beneath.  Even  the  great  clothes  philosophers  did  not 
hold  that  a  mere  Chinese  puzzle  of  mask  within  mask  could  in¬ 
close  sheer  vacancy  ;  there  must  be  some  kernel  within,  which 
may  be  discovered  by  sufficient  patience.  And  in  the  first  place, 
it  may  be  asked,  why  did  poor  Walpole  wear  a  mask  at  all? 
The  answer  seems  to  be  obvious.  The  men  of  that  age  may  be 
divided  by  a  line  which,  to  the  philosophic  eye,  is  of  far  more 
importance  than  that  which  separated  Jacobites  from  loyal 
Whigs  or  Dissenters  from  High  Churchmen.  It  separated  the 
men  who  could  drink  two  bottles  of  port  after  dinner  from  the 
men  who  could  not.  To  men  of  delicate  digestions  the  test 
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imposed  by  the  jovial  party  in  ascendency  must  have  been  severer 
than  those  due  to  political  and  ecclesiastical  bigotry.  They  had 
to  choose  between  social  disabilities  on  the  one  side,  and  on  the 
other  indigestion  for  themselves  and  gout  for  their  descendants. 
Thackeray,  in  a  truly  pathetic  passage,  partly  draws  the  veil 
from  their  sufferings.  Almost  all  the  wits  of  Queen  Anne’s 
reign,  he  observes,  were  fat  :  “  Swift  was  fat ;  Addison  was  fat ; 
Gay  and  Thomson  were  preposterously  fat ;  all  that  fuddling  and 
punch  drinking,  that  club  and  coffeehouse  boozing,  shortened 
the  lives  and  enlarged  the  waistcoats  of  the  men  of  that  age.” 

Think  of  the  dinner  described,  though  with  intentional  ex¬ 
aggeration,  in  Swift’s  “  Polite  Conversation,”  and  compare  the 
bill  of  fare  with  the  menu  of  a  modern  London  dinner.  The 
very  report  of  such  conviviality  —  before  which  Christopher 
North’s  performances  in  the  “Noctes  Ambrosian®  ”  sink  into 
insignificance  —  is  enough  to  produce  nightmares  in  the  men  of 
our  degenerate  times,  and  may  help  us  to  understand  the  pee¬ 
vishness  of  feeble  invalids  such  as  Pope  and  Lord  Hervey  in  the 
elder  generation,  or  Walpole  in  that  which  was  rising. 

Amongst  these  Gargantuan  consumers,  who  combined  in  one 
the  attributes  of  “  gorging  Jack  and  guzzling  Jemmy,”  Sir 
Robert  Walpole  was  celebrated  for  his  powers,  and  seems  to 
have  owed  to  them  no  small  share  of  his  popularity.  Horace 
writes  piteously  from  the  paternal  mansion,  to  which  he  had 
returned  in  1743,  not  long  after  his  tour  in  Italy,  to  one  of 
his  artistic  friends  :  “  Only  imagine,”  he  exclaims,  “  that  I  here 
every  day  see  men  who  are  mountains  of  roast  beef,  and  only 
seem  just  roughly  hewn  out  into  outlines  of  human  form,  like 
the  giant  rock  at  Pratolino !  I  shudder  when  I  see  them 
brandish  their  knives  in  act  to  carve,  and  look  on  them  as  sav- 
agres  that  devour  one  another.  I  should  not  stare  at  all  more 
than  I  do  if  yonder  alderman  at  the  lower  end  of  the  table  were 
to  stick  his  fork  into  his  neighbor’s  jolly  cheek,  and  cut  a  brave 
slice  of  brown  and  fat.  Why,  I’ll  swear  I  see  no  difference 
between  a  country  gentleman  and  a  sirloin  ;  whenever  the  first 
laughs  or  the  second  is  cut,  there  run  out  just  the  same  streams 
of  gravy  !  Indeed,  the  sirloin  does  not  ask  quite  so  many  ques¬ 
tions.” 

What  was  the  style  of  conversation  at  these  tremendous 
entertainments  had  better  be  left  to  the  imagination.  Sir  R. 
Walpole’s  theory  on  that  subject  is  upon  record  ;  and  we  can 
dimly  guess  at  the  feelings  of  a  delicate  young  gentleman  who 
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had  just  learnt  to  talk  about  Domenichinos  and  Guidos,  and  to 
buy  ancient  bronzes,  when  plunged  into  the  coarse  society  of 
these  mountains  of  roast  beef.  As  he  grew  up  manners  became 
a  trifle  more  refined,  and  the  customs  described  so  faithfully  by 
Fielding  and  Smollett  belonged  to  a  lower  social  stratum.  Yet 
we  can  fancy  Walpole’s  occasional  visit  to  his  constituents,  and 
imagine  him  forced  to  preside  at  one  of  those  election  feasts 
which  still  survive  on  Hogarth’s  canvas.  Substitute  him  for 
the  luckless  fine  gentleman  in  a  laced  coat,  who  represents  the 
successful  candidate  in  the  first  picture  of  the  series.  A  drunken 
voter  is  dropping  lighted  pipe  ashes  upon  his  wig ;  a  hideous  old 
hag  is  picking  his  pockets ;  a  boy  is  brewing  oceans  of  punch  in 
a  mash  tub  ;  a  man  is  blowing  bagpipes  in  his  ear  ;  a  fat  parson 
close  by  is  gorging  the  remains  of  a  haunch  of  venison ;  a 
butcher  is  pouring  gin  on  his  neighbor’s  broken  head  ;  an  aider- 
man  —  a  very  mountain  of  roast  beef  —  is  sinking  back  in  a  fit, 
whilst  a  barber  is  trying  to  bleed  him  ;  brickbats  are  flying  in 
at  the  windows  ;  the  room  reeks  with  the  stale  smell  of  heavy 
viands  and  the  fresh  vapors  of  punch  and  gin,  whilst  the  very 
air  is  laden  with  discordant  howls  and  thick  with  oaths  and 
ribald  songs.  Only  think  of  the  smart  young  candidate’s  head¬ 
ache  next  morning  in  the  days  when  soda  water  was  not  in¬ 
vented  ! 

And  remember  too  that  the  representatives  were  not  entirely 
free  from  sympathy  with  the  coarseness  of  their  constituents. 
Just  at  the  period  of  Hogarth’s  painting,  Walpole,  when  speak¬ 
ing  of  the  feeling  excited  by  a  Westminster  election,  has  occa¬ 
sion  to  use  this  pleasing  “  new  fashionable  proverb  ”  —  “We  spat 
in  his  hat  on  Thursday,  and  wiped  it  off  on  Friday.”  It  owed 
its  origin  to  a  feat  performed  by  Lord  Cobham  at  an  assembly 
given  at  his  own  house.  For  a  bet  of  a  guinea  he  came  behind 
Lord  Hervey,  who  was  talking  to  some  ladies,  and  made  use  of 
his  hat  as  a  spittoon.  The  point  of  the  joke  was  that  Lord 
Hervey  —  son  of  Pope’s  “mere  white  curd  of  asses’  milk,”  and 
related,  as  the  scandal  went,  rather  too  closely  to  Horace  Wal¬ 
pole  himself — was  a  person  of  effeminate  appearance,  and  there¬ 
fore  considered  unlikely  —  wrongly,  as  it  turned  out  —  to  re¬ 
sent  the  insult.  We  may  charitably  hope  that  the  assailants, 
who  thus  practically  exemplified  the  proper  mode  of  treating 
milksops,  were  drunk. 

The  two-bottle  men  who  lingered  till  our  day  were  surviv¬ 
ing  relics  of  the  type  which  then  gave  the  tone  to  society. 
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Within  a  short  period  there  was  a  Prime  Minister  who  always 
consoled  himself  under  defeats  and  celebrated  triumphs  with 
his  bottle  ;  a  Chancellor  who  abolished  evening  sittings  on  the 
ground  that  he  was  always  drunk  in  the  evening ;  and  even 
an  archbishop  —  an  Irish  archbishop,  it  is  true  —  whose  jovial 
habits  broke  down  his  constitution.  Scratch  those  jovial  toping 
aristocrats,  and  you  everywhere  find  the  Squire  Western.  A 
man  of  squeamish  tastes  and  excessive  sensibility  who  jostled 
amongst  that  thick-skinned,  iron-nerved  generation,  was  in  a 
position  with  which  any  one  may  sympathize  who  knows  the 
sufferings  of  a  delicate  lad  at  a  public  school  in  the  old  (and 
not  so  very  old)  brutal  days.  The  victim  of  that  tyranny 
slunk  away  from  the  rough  horseplay  of  his  companions  to 
muse,  like  Dobbin,  over  the  “Arabian  Nights”  in  a  corner,  or 
find  some  amusement  which  his  tormentors  held  to  be  only  fit 
for  girls.  So  Horace  Walpole  retired  to  Strawberry  Hill  and 
made  toys  of  Gothic  architecture,  or  heraldry,  or  dilettante 
antiquarianism. 

The  great  discovery  had  not  then  been  made,  we  must  re 
member,  that  excellence  in  field  sports  deserved  to  be  placed 
on  a  level  with  the  Christian  virtues.  The  fine  gentlemen  of 
the  Chesterfield  era  speak  of  fox-hunting  pretty  much  as  we 
speak  of  prize  fighting  and  bull  baiting.  When  all  manly  ex¬ 
ercises  had  an  inseparable  taint  of  coarseness,  delicate  people 
naturally  mistook  effeminacy  for  refinement.  When  you  can 
only  join  in  male  society  on  pain  of  drinking  yourself  under  the 
table,  the  safest  plan  is  to  retire  to  tea  tables  and  small  talk. 
For  many  years,  Walpole’s  greatest  pleasure  seems  to  have 
been  drinking  tea  with  Lady  Suffolk,  and  carefully  piecing 
together  bits  of  scandal  about  the  Courts  of  the  first  two 
Georges.  He  tells  us,  with  all  the  triumph  of  a  philosopher 
describing  a  brilliant  scientific  induction,  how  he  was  some¬ 
times  able,  by  adding  his  bits  of  gossip  to  hers,  to  unravel  the 
secret  of  some  wretched  intrigue  which  had  puzzled  two  gener¬ 
ations  of  quidnuncs.  The  social  triumphs  on  which  he  most 
piqued  himself  were  of  a  congenial  order.  He  sits  down  to 
write  elaborate  letters  to  Sir  Horace  Mann,  at  Florence,  brim¬ 
ming  over  with  irrepressible  triumph  when  he  has  persuaded 
some  titled  ladies  to  visit  his  pet  toy,  the  printing  press,  at 
Strawberry  Hill,  and  there,  of  course  to  their  unspeakable  sur¬ 
prise,  his  printer  draws  off  a  copy  of  verses  composed  in  their 
honor  in  the  most  faded  style  of  old-fashioned  gallantry.  He 
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is  intoxicated  by  his  appointment  to  act  as  poet  laureate  on  the 
occasion  of  a  visit  of  the  Princess  Amelia  to  Stowe.  She  is 
solemnly  conducted  to  a  temple  of  the  Muses  and  Apollo,  and 
there  finds  one  of  his  admirable  effusions  — 

T’other  day  with  a  beautiful  frown  on  her  brow, 

To  the  rest  of  the  gods  said  the  Venus  of  Stowe: 

and  so  on.  “  She  was  really  in  Elysium,”  he  declares,  and 
visited  the  arch  erected  in  her  honor  three  or  four  times  a 
day. 

It  is  not  wonderful,  we  must  confess,  that  burly  ministers 
and  jovial  squires  laughed  horselaughs  at  this  mincing  dandy, 
and  tried  in  their  clumsy  fashion  to  avenge  themselves  for  the 
sarcasms  which,  as  they  instinctively  felt,  lay  hid  beneath  this 
mask  of  affectation.  The  enmity  between  the  lapdog  and  the 
mastiff  is  an  old  story.  Nor,  as  we  must  confess  again,  were 
these  tastes  redeemed  by  very  amiable  qualities  beneath  the 
smooth  external  surface.  There  was  plenty  of  feminine  spite 
as  well  as  feminine  delicacy.  To  the  marked  fear  of  ridicule 
natural  to  a  sensitive  man  Walpole  joined  a  very  happy  knack 
of  quarreling.  He  could  protrude  a  feline  set  of  claws  from 
his  velvet  glove.  He  was  a  touchy  companion  and  an  intoler¬ 
able  superior.  He  set  out  by  quarreling  with  Gray,  who,  as 
it  seems,  could  not  stand  his  dandified  airs  of  social  imperti¬ 
nence,  though  it  must  be  added  in  fairness  that  the  bond  which 
unites  fellow-travelers  is,  perhaps,  the  most  trying  known  to 
humanity.  He  quarreled  with  Mason  after  twelve  years  of 
intimate  correspondence  ;  he  quarreled  with  Montagu  after  a 
friendship  of  some  forty  years;  he  always  thought  that  his 
dependents,  such  as  Bentley,  were  angels  for  six  months,  and 
made  their  lives  a  burden  to  them  afterwards  ;  he  had  a  long 
and  complex  series  of  quarrels  with  all  his  near  relations.  Sir 
Horace  Mann  escaped  any  quarrel  during  forty-five  years  of 
correspondence  ;  but  Sir  Horace  never  left  Florence  and  Wal¬ 
pole  never  reached  it.  Conway  alone  remained  intimate  and 
immaculate  to  the  end,  though  there  is  a  bitter  remark  or  two 
in  the  Memoirs  against  the  perfect  Conway. 

With  ladies,  indeed,  Walpole  succeeded  better;  and  per¬ 
haps  we  may  accept,  with  due  allowance  for  the  artist’s  point 
of  view,  his  own  portrait  of  himself.  He  pronounces  himself 
to  be  a  “boundless  friend,  a  bitter  but  placable  enemy.”  Mak¬ 
ing  the  necessary  corrections,  we  should  translate  this  into  “  a 
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bitter  enemy,  a  warm  but  irritable  friend.”  Tread  on  his  toes, 
and  he  would  let  you  feel  his  claws,  though  you  were  his  oldest 
friend  ;  but  so  long  as  you  avoided  his  numerous  tender  points, 
he  showed  a  genuine  capacity  for  kindliness  and  even  affec¬ 
tion  ;  and  in  his  later  years  he  mellowed  down  into  an  amiable 
purring  old  gentleman,  responding  with  eager  gratitude  to  the 
caresses  of  the  charming  Miss  Berrys.  Such  a  man,  skinless 
and  bilious,  was  ill  qualified  to  join  in  the  rough  game  of  poli¬ 
tics.  He  kept  out  of  the  arena  where  the  hardest  blows  were 
given  and  taken,  and  confined  his  activity  to  lobbies  and  back 
stairs,  where  scandal  was  to  be  gathered  and  the  hidden  wires 
of  intrigue  to  be  delicately  manipulated.  He  chuckles  irre¬ 
pressibly  when  he  has  confided  a  secret  to  a  friend,  who  has  let 
it  out  to  a  minister,  who  communicates  it  to  a  great  personage, 
who  explodes  into  inextinguishable  wrath,  and  blows  a  whole 
elaborate  plot  into  a  thousand  fragments. 

To  expect  deep  and  settled  political  principle  from  such  a 
man  would  be  to  look  for  grapes  from  thorns  and  figs  from 
thistles;  but  to  do  Walpole  justice,  we  must  add  that  it  would 
be  equally  absurd  to  exact  settled  principle  from  any  poli¬ 
tician  of  that  age.  We  are  beginning  to  regard  our  ancestors 
with  a  strange  mixture  of  contempt  and  envy.  We  despise 
them  because  they  cared  nothing  for  the  thoughts  which  for 
the  last  century  have  been  upheaving  society  into  strange  con¬ 
vulsions  ;  we  envy  them  because  they  enjoyed  the  delicious 
calm  which  was  the  product  of  that  indifference.  Wearied  by 
the  incessant  tossing  and  boiling  of  the  torrent  which  carries 
us  away,  we  look  back  with  fond  regret  to  the  little  backwater 
so  far  above  Niagara,  where  scarcely  a  ripple  marks  the  ap¬ 
proaching  rapids.  There  is  a  charm  in  the  great  solid  old 
eighteenth-century  mansions,  which  London  is  so  rapidly  en¬ 
gulfing,  and  even  about  the  old  red-brick  churches  with  “  sleep- 
compelling  ”  pews.  We  take  imaginary  naps  amongst  onr 
grandfathers  with  no  railways,  no  telegraphs,  no  mobs  in  Tra¬ 
falgar  Square,  no  discussions  about  ritualism  or  Dr.  Colenso, 
and  no  reports  of  parliamentary  debates.  It  is  to  our  fancies  an 
“  island  valley  of  Avilion,”  or,  less  magniloquently,  a  pleasant 
hand  of  Cockaine,  where  we  may  sleep  away  the  disturbance  of 
battle,  and  even  read  through  “Clarissa  Harlowe.”  We  could 
put  up  with  an  occasional  highwayman  in  Hyde  Park,  and  per¬ 
haps  do  not  think  that  our  comfort  would  be  seriously  disturbed 
by  a  dozen  executions  in  a  morning  at  Tyburn. 
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In  sucli  visionary  glances  through  the  centuries  we  have 
always  the  advantage  of  selecting  our  own  position  in  life,  and 
perhaps  there  are  few  that  for  such  purposes  we  should  prefer 
to  Walpole’s.  We  should  lap  ourselves  against  eating  cares  in 
the  warm  folds  of  a  sinecure  of  6000k  a  year  bestowed  because 
our  father  was  a  Prime  Minister.  There  are  many  immaculate 
persons  at  the  present  day  to  whom  truth  would  be  truth  even 
when  seen  through  such  a  medium.  There  are  —  we  have  their 
own  authority  for  believing  it  —  men  who  would  be  republicans, 
though  their  niece  was  married  to  a  royal  duke.  Walpole,  we 
must  admit,  was  not  one  of  the  number.  He  was  an  aristocrat 
to  the  backbone.  He  was  a  gossip  by  nature  and  education, 
and  had  lived  from  infancy  in  the  sacred  atmosphere  of  court 
intrigue  ;  every  friend  he  possessed  in  his  own  rank  either  had 
a  place,  or  had  lost  a  place,  or  was  in  want  of  a  place,  and  gen¬ 
erally  combined  all  three  characters  ;  professed  indifference  to 
place  was  only  a  cunning  mode  of  angling  for  a  place,  and 
politics  was  a  series  of  ingeniously  contrived  maneuvers  in 
which  the  moving  power  of  the  machinery  was  the  desire  of 
sharing  the  spoils.  Walpole’s  talk  about  Magna  Cliarta  and 
the  execution  of  Charles  I.  could,  it  is  plain,  imply  but  a  skin- 
deep  republicanism.  He  could  not  be  seriously  displeased  with 
a  state  of  things  of  which  his  own  position  was  the  natural  out¬ 
growth.  His  republicanism  was  about  as  genuine  as  his  boasted 
indifference  to  money  —  a  virtue  which  is  not  rare  in  bachelors 
who  have  more  than  they  can  spend.  So  long  as  he  could  buy 
as  much  bric-a-brac,  as  many  knickknacks,  and  old  books  and 
bronzes  and  curious  portraits  and  odd  gloves  of  celebrated 
characters  as  he  pleased ;  add  a  new  tower  and  a  set  of  battle¬ 
ments  to  Strawberry  Hill  every  few  years  ;  keep  a  comfortable 
house  in  London,  and  have  a  sufficiency  of  carriages  and  horses ; 
treat  himself  to  an  occasional  tour,  and  keep  his  press  steadily 
at  work  ;  he  was  not  the  man  to  complain  of  poverty.  He  was 
a  republican,  too,  as  long  as  that  word  implied  that  he  and  his 
father  and  uncles  and  cousins  and  connections  by  marriage  and 
their  intimate  friends  were  to  have  everything  precisely  their 
own  way  ;  but  if  a  vision  could  have  shown  him  the  reformers 
of  a  coming  generation  who  would  inquire  into  civil  lists  and 
object  to  sinecures  —  to  say  nothing  of  cutting  off  the  heads  of 
the  first  families— -he  would  have  prayed  to  be  removed  before 
the  evil  day.  Republicanism  in  his  sense  was  a  word  exclusive 
of  revolution. 
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Was  it,  then,  a  mere  meaningless  mask  intended  only  to 
conceal  the  real  man  ?  Before  passing  such  a  judgment  we 
should  remember  that  the  names  by  which  people  classify  their 
opinions  are  generally  little  more  than  arbitrary  badges ;  and 
even  in  these  days,  when  practice  treads  so  closely  on  the  heels 
of  theory,  some  persons  profess  to  know  extreme  radicals  who 
could  be  converted  very  speedily  by  a  bit  of  riband.  Walpole 
has  explained  himself  with  unmistakable  frankness,  and  his 
opinion  was  at  least  intelligible.  He  was  not  a  republican  after 
the  fashion  of  Robespierre,  or  Jefferson,  or  M.  Gambetta ;  but 
he  had  some  meaning.  When  a  duke  in  those  days  proposed 
annual  parliaments  and  universal  suffrage,  we  may  assume  that 
he  did  not  realize  the  probable  effect  of  those  institutions  upon 
dukes  ;  and  when  Walpole  applauded  the  regicides,  he  was  not 
anxious  to  send  George  III.  to  the  block.  He  meant,  however, 
that  he  considered  George  III.  to  be  a  narrow-minded  and  ob¬ 
stinate  fool.  He  meant,  too,  that  the  great  Revolution  fami¬ 
lies  ought  to  distribute  the  plunder  and  the  power  without 
interference  from  the  Elector  of  Hanover.  He  meant,  again, 
that  as  a  quick  and  cynical  observer,  he  found  the  names  of 
Brutus  and  Algernon  Sidney  very  convenient  covers  for  attack¬ 
ing  the  Duke  of  Newcastle  and  the  Earl  of  Bute.  But  beyond 
all  this,  he  meant  something  more,  which  gives  the  real  spice 
to  his  writings.  It  was  something  not  quite  easy  to  put  into 
formulas  ;  but  characteristic  of  the  vague  discomfort  of  the 
holders  of  sinecures  in  those  halcyon  days  arising  from  the 
perception  that  the  ground  was  hollow  under  their  feet. 

To  understand  him  we  must  remember  that  the  period  of 
his  activity  marks  precisely  the  lowest  ebb  of  political  princi¬ 
ple.  Old  issues  had  been  settled,  and  the  new  ones  were  only 
just  coming  to  the  surface.  He  saw  the  end  of  the  Jacobites 
and  the  rise  of  the  demagogues.  His  early  letters  describe  the 
advance  of  the  Pretender  to  Derby ,  they  tell  us  how  the 
British  public  was  on  the  whole  inclined  to  look  on  and  cry, 
“  Eight  dog,  fight  bear  ;  ”  how  the  Jacobites  who  had  anything 
to  lose  left  their  battle  to  be  fought  by  half-starved  cattle 
stealers,  and  contented  themselves  with  drinking  to  the  success 
of  the  cause  ;  and  how  the  Whig  magnates,  with  admirable 
presence  of  mind,  raised  regiments,  appointed  officers,  and  got 
the  expenses  paid  by  the  Crown.  His  later  letters  describe  the 
amazing  series  of  blunders  by  which  we  lost  America  in  spite  of 
the  clearest  warnings  from  almost  every  man  of  sense  in  the 
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kingdom.  The  interval  between  these  disgraceful  epochs  is 
filled  —  if  we  except  the  brief  episode  of  Chatham  —  by  a  series 
of  struggles  between  different  connections  —  one  cannot  call 
them  parties  —  which  separate  and  combine,  and  fight  and 
make  peace,  till  the  plot  of  the  drama  becomes  too  complicated 
for  human  ingenuity  to  unravel.  Lads  just  crammed  for  a 
civil  service  examination  might  possibly  bear  in  mind  all  the 
shifting  combinations  which  resulted  from  the  endless  intrigues 
of  Pelhams  and  Grenvilles  and  Bedfords  and  Rockinghams  ; 
yet  even  those  omniscient  persons  could  hardly  give  a  plausible 
account  of  the  principles  which  each  party  conceived  itself  to 
be  maintaining. 

What,  for  example,  were  the  politics  of  a  Rigby,  or  a  Bubb 
Dodington  ?  The  diary  in  which  the  last  of  these  eminent  per¬ 
sons  reveals  his  inmost  soul  is  perhaps  the  most  curious  speci¬ 
men  of  unconscious  self-analysis  extant.  His  utter  baseness 
and  venality,  his  disgust  at  the  “  low  venal  wretches  ”  to  whom 
he  had  to  give  bribes  ;  his  creeping  and  crawling  before  those 
from  whom  he  sought  to  extract  bribes  ;  his  utter  incapacity  to 
explain  a  great  man  except  on  the  hypothesis  of  insanity,  or 
to  understand  that  there  is  such  a  thing  as  political  morality, 
derive  double  piquancy  from  the  profound  conviction  that  he  is 
an  ornament  to  society,  and  from  the  pious  aspirations  which 
he  utters  with  the  utmost  simplicity.  Bubb  wriggled  himself 
into  a  peerage,  and  differed  from  innumerable  competitors  only 
by  superior  frankness.  He  is  the  fitting  representative  of  an 
era  from  which  political  faith  has  disappeared,  as  Walpole  is  its 
fitting  satirist. 

All  political  virtue,  it  is  said,  was  confined,  in  Walpole’s 
opinion,  to  Conway  and  the  Marquis  of  Hertford.  Was  he 
wrong  ?  or,  if  he  was  wrong,  was  it  not  rather  in  the  exception 
than  the  rule  ?  The  dialect  in  which  his  sarcasms  are  expressed 
is  affected,  but  the  substance  is  hard  to  dispute.  The  world,  he 
is  fond  of  saying,  is  a  tragedy  to  those  who  feel,  a  comedy  to 
those  who  think.  He  preferred  the  comedy  view.  “  I  have 
never  yet  seen  or  heard,”  he  says,  “  anything  serious  that  was 
not  ridiculous.  Jesuits,  Methodists,  philosophers,  politicians, 
the  hypocrite  Rousseau,  the  scoffer  Voltaire,  the  encyclopaedists, 
the  Humes,  the  Lytteltons,  the  Grenvilles,  the  atheist  tyrant 
of  Prussia,  and  the  mountebank  of  history,  Mr.  Pitt,  are  all  to 
me  but  impostors  in  their  various  ways.  Fame  or  interest  is 
their  object,  and  after  all  their  parade,  I  think  a  plowman 
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who  sows,  reads  his  almanac,  and  believes  that  the  stars  are  so 
many  farthing  candles  created  to  prevent  his  falling  into  a 
ditch  as  he  goes  home  at  night,  a  wiser  and  more  rational  being, 
and  I  am  sure  an  honester,  than  any  of  them.  Oh  !  I  am  sick 
of  visions  and  systems  that  shove  one  another  aside,  and  come 
again  like  figures  in  a  moving  picture.”  Probably  Walpole’s 
belief  in  the  plowman  lasted  till  he  saw  the  next  smock  frock ; 
but  the  bitterness  clothed  in  the  old-fashioned  cant  is  serious 
and  is  justifiable  enough.  Here  is  a  picture  of  English  politics 
in  the  time  of  Wilkes  :  — 

“‘No  government,  no  police,  London  and  Middlesex  dis¬ 
tracted,  the  colonies  in  rebellion,  Ireland  ready  to  be  so,  and 
France  arrogant  and  on  the  point  of  being  hostile  !  Lord  Bute 
accused  of  all,  and  dying  in  a  panic  ;  George  Grenville  want¬ 
ing  to  make  rage  desperate  ;  Lord  Rockingham  and  the  Caven¬ 
dishes  thinking  we  have  no  enemies  but  Lord  Bute,  and  that 
five  mutes  and  an  epigram  can  set  everything  to  rights  ;  the 
Duke  of  Grafton  (then  Prime  Minister)  like  an  apprentice, 
thinking  the  world  should  be  postponed  to  a  horse  race  ;  and 
the  Bedfords  not  caring  what  disgraces  we  undergo  while  each 
of  them  has  3000L  a  year  and  three  thousand  bottles  of  claret 
and  champagne  !”  And  every  word  of  this  is  true  —  at  least, 
so  far  as  epigrams  need  be  true.  It  is  difficult  to  put  into  more 
graphic  language  the  symptoms  of  an  era  just  ripe  for  revolu¬ 
tion. 

If  frivolous  himself,  Walpole  can  condemn  the  frivolity  of 
others.  “  Can  one  repeat  common  news  with  indifference,”  he 
asks,  just  after  the  surrender  of  Yorktown,  “while  our  shame 
is  writing  for  future  history  by  the  pens  of  all  our  numerous 
enemies  ?  When  did  England  see  two  whole  armies  lay  down 
their  arms  and  surrender  themselves  prisoners  ?  .  .  .  These 
are  thoughts  I  cannot  stifle  at  the  moment  that  expresses  them  ; 
and,  though  I  do  not  doubt  that  the  same  dissipation  that  has 
swallowed  up  all  our  principles  will  reign  again  in  ten  days 
with  its  wonted  sovereignty,  I  had  rather  be  silent  than  vent 
my  indignation.  Yet  I  cannot  talk,  for  I  cannot  think,  on  any 
other  subject.  It  was  not  six  days  ago  that,  in  the  height  of 
four  raging  wars  (with  America,  France,  Spain,  and  Holland), 
I  saw  in  the  papers  an  account  of  the  opera  and  of  the  dresses 
of  the  company,  and  hence  the  town,  and  thence,  of  course,  the 
whole  nation,  were  informed  that  Mr.  Fitzpatrick  had  very 
little  powder  in  his  hair.”  Walpole  sheltered  himself  behind 
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the  corne*-  of  a  pension  to  sneer  at  the  tragi-comedy  of  life  ; 
but  if  his  ’eelings  were  not  profound,  they  were  quick  and  gen¬ 
uine,  and,  affectation  for  affectation,  his  cynical  coxcombry  seems 
preferable  to  the  solemn  coxcombry  of  the  men  who  shame¬ 
lessly  wrangled  for  plunder,  while  they  talked  solemn  plati¬ 
tudes  about  sacred  Whig  principles  and  the  thrice-blessed 
British  Constitution. 

Walpole,  in  fact,  represents  a  common  creed  amongst  com¬ 
fortable  but  clear-headed  men  of  his  time.  It  was  the  strange 
mixture  of  skepticism  and  conservatism  which  is  exemplified  in 
such  men  as  Hume  and  Gibbon.  He  was  at  heart  a  Voltairean, 
and,  like  his  teacher,  confounded  all  religions  and  political  be¬ 
liefs  under  the  name  of  superstition.  Voltaire  himself  did  not 
anticipate  the  Revolution  to  which  he,  more  than  any  man,  had 
contributed.  Walpole,  with  stronger  personal  reasons  than  Vol¬ 
taire  for  disliking  a  catastrophe,  was  as  furious  as  Burke  when 
the  volcano  burst  forth.  He  was  a  republican  so  far  as  he  dis¬ 
believed  in  the  divine  right  of  kings,  and  hated  enthusiasm  and 
loyalty  generally.  He  wished  the  form  to  survive  and  the  spirit 
to  disappear.  Things  were  rotten,  and  he  wished  them  to  stay 
rotten.  The  ideal  to  which  he  is  constantly  recurring  was  the 
pleasant  reign  of  his  father,  when  nobody  made  a  fuss  or  went 
to  war,  or  kept  principles  except  for  sale.  He  foresaw,  however, 
far  better  than  most  men,  the  coming  crash.  If  political  sa¬ 
gacity  be  fairly  tested  by  a  prophetic  vision  of  the  French  Revo¬ 
lution,  Walpole’s  name  should  stand  high.  He  visited  Paris  in 
1765,  and  remarks  that  laughing  is  out  of  fashion.  “Good  folks, 
they  have  no  time  to  laugh.  There  is  God  and  the  King  to  be 
pulled  down  first,  and  men  and  women,  one  and  all,  are  devoutly 
employed  in  the  demolition.  They  think  me  quite  profane  for 
having  any  belief  left.”  Do  you  know,  he  asks  presently,  who 
are  the  philosophers?  “  In  the  first  place,  it  comprehends  almost 
everybody,  and  in  the  next  it  means  men  who,  avowing  war 
against  Papacy,  aim,  many  of  them,  at  the  destruction  of  regal 
power.  The  philosophers,”  he  goes  on,  “are  insupportable,  su¬ 
perficial,  overbearing,  and  fanatic.  They  preach  incessantly,  and 
their  avowed  doctrine  is  atheism  —  you  could  not  believe  how 
openly.  Don’t  wonder,  therefore,  if  I  should  return  a  Jesuit. 
Voltaire  himself  does  not  satisfy  them.  One  of  their  lady  dev¬ 
otees  said  of  him,  'll  est  bigot ,  cest  un  dSiste  !  ’  ”  French  poli¬ 
tics,  he  professes  a  few  years  afterwards,  must  end  in  “  despotism, 
a  civil  war,  or  assassination,”  and  he  remarks  that  the  age  will 
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not,  as  he  had  always  thought,  be  an  age  of  abortion,  but  rather 
“the  age  of  seeds  that  are  to  produce  strange  crops  hereafter.” 
The  next  century,  he  says  at  a  later  period,  “  will  probably  ex¬ 
hibit  a  very  new  era,  which  the  close  of  this  has  been,  and  is, 
preparing.”  If  these  sentences  had  been  uttered  by  Burke,  they 
would  have  been  quoted  as  proofs  of  remarkable  sagacity.  As 
it  is,  we  may  surely  call  them  shrewd  glances  for  a  frivolous 
coxcomb. 

Walpole  regarded  these  symptoms  in  the  true  epicurean 
spirit,  and  would  have  joined  in  the  sentiment,  apres  moi  le 
deluge.  He  was  on  the  whole  for  remedying  grievances,  and 
is  put  rather  out  of  temper  by  cruelties  which  cannot  be  kept 
out  of  his  sight.  He  talks  with  disgust  of  the  old  habit  of 
stringing  up  criminals  by  the  dozen  ;  he  denounces  the  slave 
trade  with  genuine  fervor;  there  is  apparent  sincerity  in  his 
platitudes  against  war ;  and  he  never  took  so  active  a  part  in 
politics  as  in  the  endeavor  to  prevent  the  judicial  murder  of 
Byng.  His  conscience  generally  discharged  itself  more  easily 
by  a  few  pungent  epigrams,  and  though  he  wished  the  reign  of 
reason  and  humanity  to  dawn,  he  would  rather  that  it  should 
not  come  at  all  than  be  ushered  in  by  a  tempest.  His  whole 
theory  is  given  forcibly  and  compactly  in  an  answer  which  he 
once  made  to  the  republican  Mrs.  Macaulay,  and  was  fond  of 
repeating  :  “  Madam,  if  I  had  been  Luther,  and  could  have 
known  that  for  the  chance  of  saving  a  million  of  souls  I  should 
be  the  cause  of  a  million  of  lives,  at  least,  being  sacrificed  before 
my  doctrines  could  be  established,  it  must  have  been  a  most 
palpable  angel,  and  in  a  most  heavenly  livery,  before  he  should 
have  set  me  at  work.”  We  will  not  ask  what  angel  would 
have  induced  him  to  make  the  minor  sacrifice  of  six  thousand 
a  year  to  establish  any  conceivable  doctrine. 

Whatever  may  be  the  merit  of  these  opinions,  they  contain 
Walpole’s  whole  theory  of  life.  I  know,  he  seems  to  have  said 
to  himself,  that  loyalty  is  folly,  that  rank  is  contemptible,  that 
the  old  society  in  which  I  live  is  rotten  to  the  core,  and  that 
explosive  matter  is  accumulating  beneath  our  feet.  Well  !  I 
am  not  made  of  the  stuff  for  a  reformer :  I  am  a  bit  of  a  snob, 
though,  like  other  snobs,  I  despise  both  parties  to  the  bargain. 
I  will  take  the  sinecures  the  gods  provide  me,  amuse  myself 
with  my  toys  at  Strawberry  Hill,  despise  kings  and  ministers, 
without  endangering  my  head  by  attacking  them,  and  be  over- 
polite  to  a  royal  duke  when  he  visits  me  on  condition  of  laugh- 
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ing  at  him  behind  his  back  when  he  is  gone. — Walpole  does 
not  deserve  a  statue;  lie  was  not  a  Wilberforce  or  a  Howard, 
and  as  little  of  a  Burke  or  a  Chatham.  But  his  faults,  as  well 
as  his  virtues,  qualified  him  to  be  the  keenest  of  all  observers 
of  a  society  unconsciously  approaching  a  period  of  tremendous 
convulsions. 

To  claim  for  him  that,  even  at  his  best,  he  is  a  profound 
observer  of  character,  or  that  he  gives  any  consistent  account 
of  his  greatest  contemporaries,  would  be  too  much.  He  is  full 
of  whims,  and,  moreover,  full  of  spite.  He  cannot  be  de¬ 
cently  fair  to  any  one  who  deserted  his  father,  or  stood  in  Con¬ 
way’s  light.  He  reflects  at  all  times  the  irreverent  gossip 
current  behind  the  scenes.  To  know  the  best  and  the  worst 
that  can  be  said  of  any  great  man,  the  best  plan  is  to  read  the 
leading  article  of  his  party  newspaper,  and  then  to  converse  in 
private  with  its  writer.  The  eulogy  and  the  sarcasm  may  both 
be  sincere  enough  ;  only  it  is  pleasant,  after  puffing  one’s  wares 
to  the  public,  to  glance  at  their  seamy  side  in  private.  Wal¬ 
pole  has  a  decided  taste  for  that  last  point  of  view.  The  little¬ 
ness  of  the  great,  the  hypocrisy  of  the  virtuous,  and  the 
selfishness  of  statesmen  in  general  is  his  ruling  theme,  illus¬ 
trated  by  an  infinite  variety  of  brilliant  caricatures  struck  off 
at  the  moment  with  a  quick  eye  and  a  sure  hand.  Though  he 
elaborates  no  grand  historical  portrait,  like  Burke  or  Clarendon, 
he  has  a  whole  gallery  of  telling  vignettes  which  are  often  as 
significant  as  far  more  pretentious  works. 

Nowhere,  for  example,  can  we  find  more  graphic  sketches 
of  the  great  man  who  stands  a  head  and  shoulders  above  the 
whole  generation  of  dealers  in  power  and  place.  Most  of 
Chatham’s  contemporaries  repaid  his  contempt  with  intense 
dislike.  Some  of  them  pronounced  him  mad,  and  others 
thought  him  a  knave.  W alpole,  who  at  times  calls  him  a  mount¬ 
ebank  and  an  impostor,  does  not  go  further  than  Burke,  who, 
in  a  curious  comment,  speaks  of  him  as  the  “  grand  artificer 
of  fraud,”  who  never  conversed  but  with  “  a  parcel  of  low  toad- 
eaters  ” ;  and  asks  whether  all  this  “  theatrical  stuffing  ”  and 
these  “  raised  heels  ”  could  be  necessary  to  the  character  of 
a  great  man.  Walpole,  of  course,  has  a  keen  eye  to  the  theat¬ 
rical  stuffing.  He  takes  the  least  complimentary  view  of  the 
grand  problem,  which  still  puzzles  some  historians,  as  to  the 
genuineness  of  Chatham’s  gout.  He  smiles  complacently  when 
the  great  actor  forgets  that  his  right  arm  ought  to  be  lying 
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helpless  in  a  sling  and  flourishes  it  with  his  accustomed  vigor. 
But  Walpole,  in  spite  of  his  sneers  and  sarcasms,  can  recognize 
the  genuine  power  of  the  man.  He  is  the  describer  of  the  strik¬ 
ing  scene  which  occurred  when  the  House  of  Commons  was 
giggling  over  some  delicious  story  of  bribery  and  corruption  — 
the  House  of  Commons  was  frivolous  in  those  benighted  days  ; 
he  tells  how  Pitt  suddenly  stalked  down  from  the  gallery  and 
administered  his  thundering  reproof  ;  how  Murray,  then  Attor¬ 
ney  General,  “  crouched  silent  and  terrified,”  and  the  Chan¬ 
cellor  of  the  Exchequer  faltered  out  an  humble  apology  for  the 
unseemly  levity.  It  is  Walpole  who  best  describes  the  great 
debate  when  Pitt,  “  haughty,  defiant,  conscious  of  injury  and 
supreme  abilities,”  burst  out  in  that  tremendous  speech  —  tre¬ 
mendous  if  we  may  believe  the  contemporary  reports,  of  which 
the  only  tolerably  preserved  fragment  is  the  celebrated  meta¬ 
phor  about  the  confluence  of  the  Rhone  and  the  Saone. 

Alas  !  Chatham’s  eloquence  has  all  gone  to  rags  and  tatters  ; 
though,  to  say  the  truth,  it  has  only  gone  the  way  of  nine  tenths 
of  our  contemporary  eloquence.  We  have,  indeed,  what  are 
called  accurate  reports  of  spoken  pamphlets,  dried  specimens 
of  rhetoric  from  which  the  life  has  departed  as  completely  as 
it  is  strained  o\it  of  the  specimens  in  a  botanical  collection. 
If  there  is  no  Walpole  amongst  us,  we  shall  know  what  our 
greatest  living  orator  has  said ;  but  how  he  said  it,  and  how 
it  moved  his  audience,  will  be  as  obscure  as  if  the  reporters’ 
gallery  were  still  unknown.  Walpole  —  when  he  was  not 
affecting  philosophy,  or  smarting  from  the  failure  of  an  in¬ 
trigue,  or  worried  by  the  gout,  or  disappointed  of  a  bargain  at 
a  sale  —  could  throw  electric  flashes  of  light  on  the  figure  he 
describes  which  reveal  the  true  man.  He  errs  from  petulancy, 
but  not  from  stupidity.  He  can  appreciate  great  qualities  by 
fits,  though  he  cannot  be  steadily  loyal  to  their  possessor. 
And  if  he  wrote  down  most  of  our  rulers  as  knaves  and  fools, 
we  have  only  to  lower  those  epithets  to  selfish  and  blundering, 
to  get  a  very  fair  estimate  of  their  characters.  To  the  pictur¬ 
esque  historian  his  services  are  invaluable ;  though  no  single 
statement  can  be  accepted  without  careful  correction. 

Walpole’s  social,  as  distinguished  from  his  political,  anec¬ 
dotes  do  in  one  sense  what  Leech’s  drawings  have  done  for 
this  generation.  But  the  keen  old  man  of  the  world  puts  a 
far  bitterer  and  deeper  meaning  into  his  apparently  superfi¬ 
cial  scratches  than  the  kindly  modern  artist,  whose  satire  was 
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narrowed,  if  purified,  by  the  decencies  of  modern  manners. 
Walpole  reflects  in  a  thousand  places  that  strange  combination 
of  brutality  and  polish  which  marked  the  little  circle  of  fine 
ladies  and  gentlemen  who  then  constituted  society,  and  played 
such  queer  pranks  in  quiet  unconsciousness  of  the  revolutionary 
elements  that  were  seething  below.  He  is  the  best  of  com¬ 
mentators  on  Hogarth,  and  gives  us  “  Gin  Lane  ”  on  one  side 
and  the  “  Marriage  a  la  mode  ”  on  the  other.  As  we  turn  over 
the  well-known  pages  we  come  at  every  turn  upon  character¬ 
istic  scenes  of  the  great  tragi-comedy  that  was  being  played 
out.  In  one  page  a  highwayman  puts  a  bullet  through  his  hat, 
and  on  the  next  we  read  how  three  thousand  ladies  and  gentle¬ 
men  visited  the  criminal  in  his  cell,  on  the  Sunday  before  his 
execution,  till  he  fainted  away  twice  from  the  heat ;  then  we 
hear  how  Lord  Lovat’s  buffooneries  made  the  whole  brilliant 
circle  laugh  as  he  was  being  sentenced  to  death ;  and  how 
Balmerino  pleaded  “  not  guilty,”  in  order  that  the  ladies  might 
not  be  deprived  of  their  sport  ;  how  the  House  of  Commons 
adjourned  to  see  a  play  acted  by  persons  of  quality,  and  the 
gallery  was  hung  round  with  blue  ribands  ;  how  the  Gunnings 
had  a  guard  to  protect  them  in  the  park  ;  what  strange  pranks 
were  played  by  the  bigamous  Miss  Chudleigh  ;  what  jokes  — 
now,  alas  !  very  faded  and  dreary  —  were  made  by  George 
Selwyn,  and  how  that  amiable  favorite  of  society  went  to  Paris 
in  order  to  see  the  cruel  tortures  inflicted  upon  Damiens,  and 
was  introduced  to  the  chief  performer  on  the  scaffold  as  a  dis¬ 
tinguished  amateur  in  executions. 

One  of  the  best  of  all  these  vignettes  portrays  the  funeral 
of  George  II.,  and  is  a  worthy  pendant  to  Lord  Hervey’s  classic 
account  of  the  Queen’s  death.  It  opens  with  the  solemn  pro¬ 
cession  to  the  torch-lighted  Abbey,  whose  “  long-drawn  aisles 
and  fretted  vault  ”  excite  the  imagination  of  the  author  of  the 
“Castle  of  Otranto.”  Then  the  comic  element  begins  to  in¬ 
trude  ;  the  procession  jostles  and  falls  into  disorder  at  the 
entrance  of  Henry  the  Seventh’s  Chapel ;  the  bearers  stagger 
under  the  heavy  coffin  and  cry  for  help ;  the  bishop  blunders  in 
the  prayers,  and  the  anthem,  as  fit,  says  Walpole,  for  a  wedding 
as  a  funeral,  becomes  immeasurably  tedious.  Against  this 
tragi-comic  background  are  relieved  two  characteristic  figures. 
The  “  butcher  ”  Duke  of  Cumberland,  the  hero  of  Culloden, 
stands  with  the  obstinate  courage  of  his  race  gazing  into  the 
vault  where  his  father  is  being  buried,  and  into  which  he  is 
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soon  to  descend.  His  face  is  distorted  by  a  recent  stroke  of 
paralysis,  and  lie  is  forced  to  stand  for  two  hours  on  a  bad  leg. 
To  him  enters  the  burlesque  Duke  of  Newcastle,  who  begins  by 
bursting  into  tears  and  throwing  himself  back  in  a  stall  whilst 
the  Archbishop  “hovers  over  him  with  a  smelling  bottle.” 
Then  curiosity  overcomes  him,  and  he  runs  about  the  chapel 
with  a  spyglass  in  one  hand  to  peer  into  the  faces  of  the  com¬ 
pany,  and  mopping  his  eyes  with  the  other.  “  Then  returned 
the  fear  of  catching  cold ;  and  the  Duke  of  Cumberland,  who 
was  sinking  with  heat,  felt  himself  weighed  down,  and  turning 
round  found  it  was  the  Duke  of  Newcastle  standing  upon  his 
train  to  avoid  the  chill  of  the  marble.”  What  a  perch  to 
select !  Imagine  the  contrast  of  the  two  men,  and  remember 
that  the  Duke  of  Newcastle  was  for  an  unprecedented  time  the 
great  dispenser  of  patronage,  and  so  far  the  most  important 
personage  in  the  government.  Walpole  had  reason  for  some 
of  his  sneers. 

The  literary  power  implied  in  these  brilliant  sketches  is 
remarkable,  and  even  if  Walpole’s  style  is  more  Gallicized  than 
is  evident  to  me,  it  must  be  confessed  that  with  a  few  French 
idioms  he  has  caught  something  of  that  unrivaled  dexterity  and 
neatness  of  touch  in  which  the  French  are  our  undisputed  mas¬ 
ters.  His  literary  character  is  of  course  marked  by  an  affecta¬ 
tion  analogous  to  that  which  debases  his  politics.  Walpole 
was  always  declaring  with  doubtful  sincerity  (that  is  one  of 
the  matters  in  which  a  man  is  scarcely  bound  to  be  quite  sin¬ 
cere)  that  he  has  no  ambition  for  literary  fame,  and  that  he 
utterly  repudiates  the  title  of  “learned  gentleman.”  There  is 
too  much  truth  in  his  disavowals  to  allow  us  to  write  them 
down  as  mere  mock  modesty ;  but  doubtless  his  principal  mo¬ 
tive  was  a  dislike  to  entering  the  arena  of  open  criticism.  He 
has  much  of  the  feeling  which  drove  Pope  into  paroxysms  of 
unworthy  fury  on  every  mention  of  Grub  Street.  The  anxiety 
of  men  in  that  day  to  disavow  the  character  of  professional 
authors  must  be  taken  with  the  fact  that  professional  authors 
were  then  an  unscrupulous,  scurrilous,  and  venal  race.  Wal¬ 
pole  feared  collision  with  them  as  he  feared  collision  with  the 
“mountains  of  roast  beef.”  Though  literature  was  emerging 
from  the  back  lanes  and  alleys,  the  two  greatest  potentates  of 
the  day,  Johnson  and  Warburton,  had  both  a  decided  cross  of 
the  bear  in  their  composition.  Walpole  was  nervously  anxious 
to  keep  out  of  their  jurisdiction,  and  to  sit  at  the  feet  of  such 
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refined  lawgivers  as  Mason  and  Gray,  or  the  feebler  critics  of 
polite  society.  In  such  courts  there  naturally  passes  a  good 
deal  of  very  flimsy  flattery  between  persons  who  are  alternately 
at  the  bar  or  on  the  bench.  We  do  not  quite  believe  that  Lady 
Di  Beauclerk’s  drawings  were  unsurpassable  by  “  Salvator  Rosa 
and  Guido,”  or  that  Lady  Ailesbury’s  “  landscape  in  worsteds  ” 
was  a  work  of  high  art ;  and  we  doubt  whether  W alpole  be¬ 
lieved  it ;  nor  do  we  fancy  that  he  expected  Sir  Horace  Mann 
to  believe  that  when  sitting  in  his  room  at  Strawberry  Hill,  he 
was  in  the  habit  of  apostrophizing  the  setting  sun  in  such  terms 
as  these  :  “  Look  at  yon  sinking  beams  !  His  gaudy  reign  is 
over ;  but  the  silver  moon  above  that  elm  succeeds  to  a  tranquil 
horizon,”  etc. 

Sweeping  aside  all  this  superficial  rubbish,  as  a  mere  con¬ 
cession  to  the  faded  taste  of  the  age  of  hoops  and  wigs,  Wal¬ 
pole  has  something  to  say  for  himself.  He  has  been  condemned 
for  the  absurdity  of  his  criticisms,  and  it  is  undeniable  that  he 
sometimes  blunders  strangely.  It  would,  indeed,  be  easy  to 
show,  were  it  worth  while,  that  he  is  by  no  means  so  silly  in 
his  contemporary  verdicts  as  might  be  supposed  from  scattered 
passages  in  his  letters.  But  what  are  we  to  say  to  a  man  who 
compares  Dante  to  “  a  Methodist  parson  in  Bedlam  ”  ?  The 
first  answer  is  that,  in  this  instance,  Walpole  was  countenanced 
by  greater  men.  Voltaire,  with  all  his  faults  the  most  consum¬ 
mate  literary  artist  of  the  century,  says  with  obvious  disgust 
that  there  are  people  to  be  found  who  force  themselves  to 
admire  “  feats  of  imagination  as  stupidly  extravagant  and  bar¬ 
barous  ”  as  those  of  the  “  Divina  Commedia.”  Walpole  must 
be  reckoned  as  belonging  both  in  his  faults  and  his  merits  to 
the  Voltairean  school  of  literature,  and  amongst  other  peculiari¬ 
ties  common  to  the  master  and  his  disciple,  may  be  counted  an 
incapacity  for  reverence  and  an  intense  dislike  to  being  bored. 
For  these  reasons  he  hates  all  epic  poets,  from  Dante  to  Black- 
more  ;  he  detests  all  didactic  poems,  including  those  of  Thom¬ 
son  and  Akenside ;  and  he  is  utterly  scandalized  by  the  F rench 
enthusiasm  for  Richardson.  In  these  last  judgments,  at  least 
nine  tenths  of  the  existing  race  of  mankind  agree  with  him ; 
though  few  people  have  the  courage  to  express  their  agreement 
in  print. 

We  may  be  thankful  that  Walpole  is  as  incapable  of  boring 
as  of  enduring  bores.  He  is  one  of  the  few  Englishmen  who 
share  the  quality  sometimes  ascribed  to  the  French  as  a  nation, 
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and  certainly  enjoyed  by  his  teacher,  Voltaire;  namely,  that 
though  they  may  be  frivolous,  blasphemous,  indecent,  and 
faulty  in  every  other  way,  they  can  never  for  a  single  moment 
be  dull.  His  letters  show  that  crisp,  sparkling  quality  of  style 
which  accompanies  this  power,  and  which  is  so  unattainable  to 
most  of  his  countrymen.  The  quality  is  less  conspicuous  in  the 
rest  of  his  works,  and  the  light  verses  and  essays  in  which  we 
might  expect  him  to  succeed  are  disappointingly  weak.  Xoho’s 
letter  to  his  countrymen  is  now  as  dull  as  the  work  of  most 
imaginary  travelers,  and  the  essays  in  The  World  are  remark¬ 
ably  inferior  to  the  Spectator ,  to  say  nothing  of  the  Rambler. 

Yet  Walpole’s  place  in  literature  is  unmistakable,  if  of 
equivocal  merit.  Byron  called  him  the  author  of  the  last 
tragedy  and  the  first  romance  in  our  language.  The  tragedy, 
with  Byron’s  leave,  is  revolting  (perhaps  the  reason  why 
Byron  admired  it),  and  the  romance  passes  the  borders  of  the 
burlesque.  And  yet  the  remark  hits  off  a  singular  point  in  Wal¬ 
pole’s  history.  A  thorough  child  of  the  eighteenth  century,  we 
might  have  expected  him  to  share  Voltaire’s  iudiscriminating 
contempt  for  the  Middle  Ages.  One  would  have  supposed  that 
in  his  lips,  as  in  those  of  all  his  generation,  Gothic  would  have 
been  synonymous  with  barbaric,  and  the  admiration  of  an  an¬ 
cient  abbey  as  ridiculous  as  admiration  of  Dante.  So  far  from 
which,  Walpole  is  almost  the  first  modern  Englishman  who 
found  out  that  our  old  cathedrals  were  really  beautiful.  He 
discovered  that  a  most  charming  toy  might  be  made  of  medise- 
valism.  Strawberry  Hill,  with  all  its  gimcracks,  its  pasteboard 
battlements,  and  stained-paper  carvings,  was  the  lineal  ancestor 
of  the  new  law  courts.  The  restorers  of  churches,  the  manu¬ 
facturers  of  stained  glass,  the  modern  decorators  and  architects 
of  all  vanities,  the  Ritualists  and  the  High  Church  party,  should 
think  of  him  with  kindness.  It  cannot  be  said  that  they  should 
give  him  a  place  in  their  calendar,  for  he  was  not  of  the  stuff 
of  which  saints  are  made.  It  was  a  very  thin  veneering  of 
mediaevalism  which  covered  his  modern  creed  ;  and  the  mix¬ 
ture  is  not  particularly  edifying.  Still  he  undoubtedly  found 
out  that  charming  plaything  which,  in  other  hands,  has  been 
elaborated  and  industriously  constructed  till  it  is  all  but  indis¬ 
tinguishable  from  the  genuine  article.  We  must  hold,  indeed, 
that  it  is  merely  a  plaything,  when  all  has  been  said  and  done, 
and  maintain  that  when  the  root  has  once  been  severed,  the 
tree  can  never  again  be  made  to  grow. 
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Walpole  is  so  far  better  than  some  of  his  successors,  that 
he  did  not  make  a  religion  out  of  these  flimsy  materials.  How¬ 
ever  that  may  be,  Walpole’s  trifling  was  the  first  forerunner 
of  much  that  has  occupied  the  minds  of  much  greater  artists 
ever  since.  And  thus  his  initiative  in  literature  has  been  as 
fruitful  as  his  initiative  in  art.  The  “Castle  of  Otranto”  and 
the  “  Mysterious  Mother  ”  were  the  progenitors  of  Mrs.  Rad- 
cliffe’s  romances,  and  probably  had  a  strong  influence  upon  the 
author  of  “Ivanhoe.”  Frowning  castles  and  gloomy  monas¬ 
teries,  knights  in  armor,  and  ladies  in  distress,  and  monks  and 
nuns  and  hermits,  all  the  scenery  and  the  characters  that  have 
peopled  the  imagination  of  the  romantic  school,  may  be  said  to 
have  had  their  origin  on  the  night  when  Walpole  lay  down  to 
sleep,  his  head  crammed  full  of  Wardour  Street  curiosities,  and 
dreamt  that  he  saw  a  gigantic  hand  in  armor  resting  on  the 
banister  of  his  staircase.  In  three  months  from  that  time  he 
had  elaborated  a  story,  the  object  of  which,  as  defined  by  him¬ 
self,  was  to  combine  the  charms  of  the  old  romance  and  the 
modern  novel,  and  which,  to  say  the  least,  strikes  us  now  like 
an  exaggerated  caricature  of  the  later  school.  Scott  criticises 
the  “  Castle  of  Otranto  ”  seriously,  and  even  Macaulay  speaks 
of  it  with  a  certain  respect.  Absurd  as  the  burlesque  seems, 
our  ancestors  found  it  amusing,  and,  what  is  stranger,  awe¬ 
inspiring.  Excitable  readers  shuddered  when  a  helmet  of  more 
than  gigantic  size  fell  from  the  clouds,  in  the  first  chapter,  and 
crushed  the  young  baron  to  atoms  on  the  eve  of  his  wedding, 
as  a  trap  smashes  a  mouse.  This,  however,  was  merely  a  fore¬ 
taste  of  a  series  of  unprecedented  phenomena.  At  one  moment 
the  portrait  of  Manfred’s  grandfather,  without  the  least  pre¬ 
monitory  warning,  utters  a  deep  sigh  and  heaves  its  breast,  after 
which  it  descends  to  the  floor  with  a  grave  and  melancholy 
air.  Presently  the  menials  catch  sight  of  a  leg  and  foot  in 
armor  to  match  the  helmet,  and  apparently  belonging  to  a  ghost 
which  has  lain  down  promiscuously  in  the  picture  gallery. 
Most  appalling,  however,  of  all  is  the  adventure  which  hap¬ 
pened  to  Count  Frederick  in  the  oratory.  Kneeling  before  the 
altar  was  a  tall  figure  in  a  long  cloak.  As  he  approached  it 
rose,  and  turning  round,  disclosed  to  him  the  fleshless  jaws  and 
empty  eye  sockets  of  a  skeleton.  The  ghost  disappeared,  as 
ghosts  generally  do,  after  giving  a  perfectly  unnecessary  warn¬ 
ing,  and  the  catastrophe  is  soon  reached  by  the  final  appear¬ 
ance  of  the  whole  suit  of  armor  with  the  ghost  inside  it,  who 
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bursts  tho  castle  to  bits  like  an  eggshell,  and  towering  towards 
the  sky,  exclaims,  “  Theodore  is  the  true  heir  of  Alphonso  !  ” 
This  proceeding  fortunately  made  a  lawsuit  unnecessary  ; 
and  if  the  castle  was  ruined  at  once,  it  is  not  quite  impossible 
that  tho  same  result  might  have  been  attained  more  slowly  by 
litigation.  The  whole  machinery  strikes  us  as  simply  babyish, 
unless  we  charitably  assume  the  whole  to  be  intentionally  bur¬ 
lesque.  The  intention  is  pretty  evident  in  the  solemn  scene 
in  the  chapel,  which  closes  thus :  “  As  he  spake  these  words, 
three  drops  of  blood  fell  from  the  nose  of  Alphonso’s  statue  ” 
(Alphonso  is  the  specter  in  armor).  “Manfred  turned  pale, 
and  the  princess  sank  on  her  knees.  ‘  Behold  !  ’  said  the  friar, 
‘mark  this  miraculous  indication  that  the  blood  of  Alphonso 
will  never  mix  with  that  of  Manfred  !  Nor  can  we  think 
that  the  story  is  rendered  much  more  interesting  by  Walpole’s 
simple  expedient  of  introducing  into  the  midst  of  these  portents 
a  set  of  waiting  maids  and  peasants,  who  talk  in  the  familiar 
style  of  tho  smart  valets  in  Congreve’s  or  Sheridan’s  comedies. 

Yet,  babyish  as  this  mass  of  nursery  tales  may  appear  to  us, 
it  is  curious  that  the  theory  which  Walpole  advocated  has  been 
exactly  carried  out.  He  wished  to  relieve  the  prosaic  realism 
of  the  school  of  Fielding  and  Smollett  by  making  use  of  roman¬ 
tic  associations  without  altogether  taking  leave  of  the  language 
of  common  life.  He  sought  to  make  real  men  and  women  out 
of  mediaeval  knights  and  ladies ;  or  in  other  words,  he  made  a 
first  experimental  trip  into  the  province  afterwards  occupied 
by  Scott.  The  “  Mysterious  Mother  ”  is  in  the  same  taste  ;  and 
his  interest  in  Ossian,  in  Chatterton,  and  in  Percy’s  Reliques, 
is  another  proof  of  his  anticipation  of  the  coming  change  of  sen¬ 
timent.  He  was  an  arrant  trifler,  it  is  true  ;  too  delicately  con¬ 
stituted  for  real  work  in  literature  and  politics,  and  inclined  to 
take  a  cynical  view  of  his  contemporaries  generally,  he  turned 
for  amusement  to  antiquarianism,  and  was  the  first  to  set 
modern  art  and  literature  masquerading  in  the  antique  dresses. 
That  he  was  quite  conscious  of  the  necessity  for  more  serious 
study  appears  in  his  letters,  in  one  of  which,  for  example,  ho 
proposes  a  systematic  history  of  Gothic  architecture,  such  as 
has  since  been  often  enough  executed.  It  does  not,  it  may  be 
said,  require  any  great  intellect,  or  even  any  exquisite  taste,  for 
a  fine  gentleman  to  strike  out  a  new  line  of  dilettante  amuse¬ 
ment.  In  truth,  Walpole  has  no  pretensions  whatever  to  be 
regarded  as  a  great  original  creator,  or  even  as  one  of  the  few 
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infallible  critics.  The  only  man  of  bis  time  who  bad  some 
claim  to  that  last  title  was  his  friend  Gray,  who  shared  his 
Gothic  tastes  with  greatly  superior  knowledge. 

But  he  was  indefinitely  superior  to  the  great  mass  of  com- 
monplace  writers,  who  attain  a  kind  of  bastard  infallibility  by 
always  accepting  the  average  verdict  of  the  time ;  which,  on 
the  principle  of  the  vox  populi ,  is  more  often  right  than  that  of 
any  dissenter.  There  is  an  intermediate  class  of  men  who  are 
useful  as  sensitive  barometers  to  foretell  coming  changes  of 
opinion.  Their  intellects  are  mobile  if  shallow ;  and  perhaps 
their  want  of  serious  interest  in  contemporary  intellects  renders 
them  more  accessible  to  the  earliest  symptoms  of  superficial 
shiftings  of  taste.  They  are  anxious  to  be  at  the  head  of  the 
fashions  in  thought  as  well  as  in  dress,  and  pure  love  of  novelty 
serves  to  some  extent  in  place  of  genuine  originality.  Amongst 
such  men  Walpole  deserves  a  high  place  ;  and  it  is  not  easy  to 
obtain  a  high  place  even  amongst  such  men.  The  people  who 
succeed  best  at  trifles  are  those  who  are  capable  of  something 
better.  In  spite  of  Johnson’s  aphorism,  it  is  the  colossus  who, 
when  he  tries,  can  cut  the  best  heads  upon  cherry  stones  as 
well  as  hew  statues  out  of  rock.  Walpole  was  no  colossus; 
but  his  peevish  anxiety  to  affect  even  more  frivolity  than  was 
really  natural  to  him,  has  blinded  his  critics  to  the  real  power 
of  a  remarkably  acute,  versatile,  and  original  intellect.  We 
cannot  regard  him  with  much  respect,  and  still  less  with  much 
affection  ;  but  the  more  we  examine  his  work,  the  more  we  shall 
admire  his  extreme  cleverness. 
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By  GEORGE  BANCROFT. 

(From  the  “History  of  the  United  States.”1) 

[George  Bancroft,  American  historian,  was  born  in  Worcester,  Mass., 
October  3,  1800  ;  graduated  at  Harvard  ;  studied  and  took  a  Ph.D.  at  Gottingen ; 
studied  also  at  Berlin,  Jena,  and  Heidelberg.  He  was  long  in  public  life,  being 
Secretary  of  the  Navy  in  1845  ;  acting  Secretary  of  War  for  a  month  ;  minister 
to  Great  Britain,  1846-1849,  to  Prussia  in  1867,  to  the  North  German  Confedera- 
tion,  1868-1871,  and  to  the  German  Empire,  1871-1874.  His  life  work,  however, 
was  his  great  “  History  of  the  United  States,”  published  at  intervals  from  1834  to 
1882,  and  a  revised  complete  edition  in  1885.  He  died  January  17,  1891.] 

In  1754,  David  Hume,  who  had  discovered  the  hollowness 
of  the  prevailing  systems  of  thought  in  Europe,  yet  without 
1  Copyright  by  George  Bancroft,  1876,  1883. 


COLONIAL  AMERICA. 


315 


offering  any  better  philosophy  than  a  selfish  ideal  skepticism, 
or  hoping  for  any  other  euthanasia  to  the  British  constitution 
than  its  absorption  in  monarchy,  said  of  America,  in  words 
which  he  never  need  have  erased,  and  in  a  spirit  which  he 
never  disavowed  :  “  The  seeds  of  many  a  noble  state  have  been 
sown  in  climates  kept  desolate  by  the  wild  manners  of  the 
ancient  inhabitants,  and  an  asylum  is  secured  in  that  solitary 
world  for  liberty  and  science.”  The  thirteen  American  colo¬ 
nies,  of  which  the  union  was  projected,  contained,  at  that  day, 
about  one  million  one  hundred  and  sixty-five  thousand  white  in¬ 
habitants,  and  two  hundred  and  sixty-three  thousand  negroes  : 
in  all,  one  million  four  hundred  and  twenty-eight  thousand 
souls.  The  board  of  trade  reckoned  a  few  thousands  more, 
and  revisers  of  their  judgment  less. 

Of  persons  of  European  ancestry,  perhaps  fifty  thousand 
dwelt  in  New  Hampshire,  two  hundred  and  seven  thousand  in 
Massachusetts,  thirty-five  thousand  in  Rhode  Island,  and  one 
hundred  and  thirty-three  thousand  in  Connecticut ;  in  New  Eng¬ 
land,  therefore,  four  hundred  and  twenty-five  thousand  souls. 

Of  the  middle  colonies,  New  York  may  have  had  eighty- 
five  thousand;  New  Jersey,  seventy-three  thousand;  Pennsyl¬ 
vania,  with  Delaware,  one  hundred  and  ninety-five  thousand ; 
Maryland,  one  hundred  and  four  thousand  :  in  all,  not  far 
from  four  hundred  and  fifty-seven  thousand. 

In  the  southern  provinces,  where  the  mild  climate  invited 
emigrants  into  the  interior,  and  where  the  crown  lands  were 
often  occupied  on  mere  warrants  of  surveys  or  even  without 
warrants,  there  was  room  for  glaring  mistakes  in  the  enumer¬ 
ations.  To  Virginia  may  be  assigned  one  hundred  and  sixty- 
eight  thousand  white  inhabitants  ;  to  North  Carolina,  scarcely 
less  than  seventy  thousand ;  to  South  Carolina,  forty  thousand  ; 
to  Georgia,  not  more  than  five  thousand  ;  to  the  whole  country 
south  of  the  Potomac,  two  hundred  and  eighty-three  thousand. 

The  white  population  of  any  one  of  five,  or  perhaps  even  of 
six,  of  the  American  provinces  was  greater,  singly,  than  that 
of  all  Canada ;  and  the  aggregate  in  America  exceeded  that  in 
Canada  fourteen  fold. 

Of  persons  of  African  lineage  the  home  was  chiefly  deter¬ 
mined  by  climate.  New  Hampshire,  Massachusetts,  and  Maine 
may  have  had  six  thousand  negroes  ;  Rhode  Island,  four  thou¬ 
sand  five  hundred  ;  Connecticut,  three  thousand  five  hundred  : 
all  New  England,  therefore,  about  fourteen  thousand. 
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New  York  alone  had  not  far  from  eleven  thousand  ;  New 
Jersey,  about  half  that  number  ;  Pennsylvania,  with  Delaware, 
eleven  thousand  ;  Maryland,  forty-four  thousand :  the  central 
colonies,  collectively,  seventy-one  thousand. 

In  Virginia,  there  were  not  less  than  one  hundred  and  six¬ 
teen  thousand ;  in  North  Carolina,  perhaps  more  than  twenty 
thousand  ;  in  South  Carolina,  full  forty  thousand  ;  in  Georgia, 
about  two  thousand  :  so  that  the  country  south  of  the  Potomac 
may  have  had  one  hundred  and  seventy-eight  thousand. 

Of  the  southern  group,  Georgia,  the  asylum  of  misfortune, 
had  been  languishing  under  a  corporation  whose  action  had 
not  equaled  the  benevolence  of  its  designs.  The  council  of  its 
trustees  had  granted  no  legislative  rights  to  those  whom  they 
assumed  to  protect,  but,  meeting  at  a  London  tavern,  by  their 
own  power  imposed  taxes  on  its  Indian  trade.  Industry  was 
disheartened  by  the  entail  of  freeholds  ;  summer,  extending 
through  months  not  its  own,  engendered  pestilent  vapors  from 
the  lowlands,  as  they  were  first  opened  to  the  sun  ;  American 
silk  was  admitted  into  London,  duty  free,  but  the  wants  of  the 
wilderness  left  no  leisure  to  feed  the  silkworm  and  reel  its 
thread  ;  nor  was  the  down  of  the  cotton  plant  as  yet  a  staple  ; 
the  indigent,  for  whom  charity  had  proposed  a  refuge,  mur¬ 
mured  at  an  exile  that  had  its  sorrows ;  the  few  men  of  sub¬ 
stance  withdrew  to  Carolina.  In  December,  1751,  the  trustees 
unanimously  desired  to  surrender  their  charter ;  and,  with  the 
approbation  of  the  great  lawyer  Murray,  all  authority  for  two 
years  emanated  from  the  king  alone.  In  1754,  when  the  first 
royal  governor  with  a  royal  council  entered  upon  office,  a  legis¬ 
lative  assembly  convened  under  the  sanction  of  his  commission. 
The  crown  instituted  the  courts,  and  appointed  executive  offi¬ 
cers  and  judges,  with  fixed  salaries  paid  by  England ;  but  the 
people,  through  its  representative  body,  and  the  precedents  of 
older  colonies,  gained  vigor  in  its  infancy  to  restrain  every 
form  of  delegated  power. 

The  people  of  South  Carolina  had  used  every  method  of 
encroaching  on  the  executive,  but  they  did  not  excite  English 
jealousy  by  manufactures  or  large  illicit  trade ;  and  British 
legislation  was  ever  lenient  to  their  interests.  In  favor  of  rice, 
the  laws  of  navigation  were  mitigated ;  the  planting  of  indigo, 
like  the  production  of  naval  stores,  was  cherished  by  a  bounty 
from  the  British  exchequer  ;  and  they  thought  it  in  return 
no  hardship  to  receive  through  England  even  foreign  manu- 
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factures,  which,  by  the  system  of  partial  drawbacks,  came  to 
them  burdened  with  a  tax,  yet  at  a  less  cost  than  to  the  con¬ 
sumer  in  the  metropolis.  They  had  desired  and  had  obtained 
the  presence  of  troops  to  intimidate  the  wild  tribes  on  their 
frontiers,  and  to  overawe  their  slaves.  The  people  were  yeo¬ 
man,  owing  the  king  small  quitrents,  which  could  never  be  rig¬ 
orously  exacted  ;  the  royal  domain  was  granted  on  easy  terms  ; 
and  who  would  disturb  the  adventurer  that,  at  his  own  will, 
built  his  cabin  and  pastured  his  herds  in  savannas  and  forests 
which  had  never  been  owned  in  severalty?  The  slave  merchant 
supplied  laborers  on  credit.  Free  from  excessive  taxation,  pro¬ 
tected  by  soldiers  in  British  pay,  the  frugal  planter  enjoyed  the 
undivided  returns  of  his  enterprise,  and  might  double  his 
capital  in  three  or  four  years.  The  love  for  rural  life  pre¬ 
vailed  universally  ;  the  thrifty  mechanic  abandoned  his  work¬ 
shop,  the  merchant  the  risks  of  the  sea,  to  plant  estates  of 
their  own. 

North  Carolina,  with  nearly  twice  as  many  white  inhabit¬ 
ants  as  its  southern  neighbor,  had  not  one  considerable  village. 
Its  swamps  near  the  sea  produced  rice  ;  its  alluvial  lands 
teemed  with  maize  ;  free  labor,  little  aided  by  negroes,  drew 
turpentine  and  tar  from  the  pines  of  its  white,  sandy  plains ;  a 
rapidly  increasing  people  lay  scattered  among  its  fertile  up¬ 
lands.  There,  through  the  boundless  wilderness,  emigrants, 
careless  of  the  strifes  of  Europe,  ignorant  of  deceit,  free  from 
tithes,  answerable  to  no  master,  fearlessly  occupied  lands  that 
seemed  without  an  owner.  Their  swine  had  the  range  of  the 
forest;  the  greenwood  was  the  pasture  of  their  untold  herds. 
Their  young  men  trolled  along  the  brooks  that  abounded  in 
fish,  and  took  their  sleep  under  the  forest  tree ;  or  trapped  the 
beaver  ;  or,  with  gun  and  pouch,  lay  in  wait  for  the  deer,  as  it 
slaked  its  thirst  at  the  running  stream  ;  or,  in  small  parties, 
roved  the  spurs  of  the  Alleghanies,  in  quest  of  marketable 
skins.  When  Arthur  Dobbs,  the  royal  governor,  an  author  of 
some  repute,  insisted  on  introducing  the  king’s  prerogative,  the 
legislature  did  not  scruple  to  leave  the  government  unprovided 
for.  When  he  attempted  to  establish  the  Anglican  church, 
they  were  ready  to  welcome  the  institution  of  public  worship, 
if  their  own  vestries  might  choose  their  ministers.  When  he 
sought  to  collect  quitrents  from  a  people  who  were  nearly  all 
tenants  of  the  king,  they  deferred  indefinitely  the  adjustment 
of  the  rent  roll. 
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For  the  Carolinas  and  for  Virginia,  as  well  as  other  royal 
governments,  the  king,  under  his  sign  manual,  appointed  the 
governor  and  the  council  ;  these  constituted  a  court  of  chan¬ 
cery  ;  the  provincial  judges,  selected  by  the  king  or  the  royal 
governor,  held  office  at  the  royal  pleasure  ;  for  the  courts  of 
vice  admiralty,  the  lords  of  the  admiralty  named  a  judge,  regis¬ 
ter,  and  marshal ;  the  commissioners  of  the  customs  appointed 
the  comptrollers  and  the  collectors,  of  whom  one  was  stationed 
at  each  considerable  harbor  ;  the  justices  and  the  militia  officers 
were  named  by  the  governor  in  council.  The  freeholders 
elected  but  one  branch  of  the  legislature  ;  and  here,  as  in  every 
royal  government,  the  council  formed  another.  In  Virginia 
there  was  less  strife  than  elsewhere  between  the  executive  and 
the  assembly  :  partly  because  the  king  had  a  permanent  revenue 
from  quitrents  and  perpetual  grants ;  partly  because  the  gov¬ 
ernor  resided  in  England,  and  was  careful  that  his  deputy 
should  not  hazard  his  sinecure  by  controversy.  In  consequence, 
the  council,  by  its  weight  of  personal  character,  gained  unusual 
influence.  The  church  of  England  was  supported  by  legislative 
authority,  and  the  plebeian  sects  were  as  yet  proscribed  ;  but 
the  great  extent  of  the  parishes  prevented  unity  of  public  wor¬ 
ship.  Bedford,  when  in  office,  had  favored  the  appointment  of 
an  Anglican  bishop  in  America ;  but,  as  his  decisive  opinion 
and  the  importunities  of  Sherlock  and  Seeker  had  not  prevailed, 
the  benefices  were  filled  by  priests  ordained  in  England,  and 
for  the  most  part  of  English  birth.  The  province  had  not  one 
large  town ;  the  scattered  mode  of  life  made  the  system  of  free 
schools  not  easily  practicable.  Sometimes  the  sons  of  wealthy 
planters  repaired  to  Eui'ope  ;  here  and  there  a  man  of  great 
learning,  some  Scottish  loyalist,  some  exile  around  whom  mis¬ 
fortune  spread  a  mystery,  sought  safety  and  gave  instruction 
in  Virginia.  The  country  within  tide  water  was  divided 
among  planters,  who,  in  the  culture  of  tobacco,  were  favored 
by  British  legislation.  Insulated  on  their  large  estates,  they 
were  cordially  hospitable.  In  the  quiet  of  their  solitary  life, 
unaided  by  an  active  press,  they  learned  from  nature  what 
others  caught  from  philosophy  —  to  reason  boldly.  The  horse 
was  their  pride ;  the  country  courts,  their  holidays  ;  the  race¬ 
course,  their  delight.  On  permitting  the  increase  of  negro 
slavery,  opinions  were  nearly  equally  divided  ;  but  England 
kept  slave  marts  open  at  every  courthouse,  as  far,  at  least,  as 
the  Southwest  Mountain  :  partly  to  enrich  her  slave  merchants, 
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partly,  by  balancing  the  races,  to  weaken  the  power  of  colonial 
resistance.  The  industry  of  the  Virginians  did  not  compete 
with  that  of  the  mother  country  ;  they  had  few  mariners,  took 
no  part  in  the  fisheries,  and  built  no  ships  for  sale.  British 
factors  purchased  their  products  and  furnished  their  supplies, 
and  fixed  the  price  of  both.  Their  connection  with  the  me¬ 
tropolis  was  more  intimate  than  with  the  northern  colonies. 
England  was  their  market  and  their  storehouse,  and  was  still 
called  their  home. 

Yet  the  prerogative  had  little  support  in  Virginia.  Its 
assembly  sent,  when  it  would,  its  own  special  agent  to  England, 
elected  the  colonial  treasurer,  and  conducted  its  deliberations 
with  dignity.  Among  the  inhabitants,  the  pride  of  individ¬ 
ual  freedom  paralyzed  royal  influence.  They  were  the  more 
independent  because  they  were  the  oldest  colony,  the  most  num¬ 
erous,  the  most  opulent,  and,  in  territory,  by  far  the  most  exten¬ 
sive.  The  property  of  the  crown  in  its  unascertained  domain 
was  admitted,  yet  they  easily  framed  theories  that  invested  the 
rightful  ownership  in  the  colony  itself.  Its  people  spread  more 
and  more  widely  over  the  mild,  productive,  and  enchanting  in¬ 
terior.  They  ascended  rivei’S  to  the  valleys  of  its  mountain 
ranges,  where  the  red  soil  bore  wheat  luxuriantly.  Among  the 
half-opened  forests  of  Orange  County,  in  a  home  of  plenty, 
there  sported  on  the  lawn  the  child  Madison,  round  whom 
clustered  the  hopes  of  American  union.  On  the  highlands  of 
Albemarle,  Thomas  Jefferson,  son  of  a  surveyor,  dwelt  on  the 
skirt  of  forest  life,  with  no  intercepting  range  of  hills  between 
his  dwelling  place  and  the  far  distant  ocean.  Beyond  the 
Blue  Ridge,  men  came  from  the  glades  of  Pennsylvania  ;  of 
most  various  nations,  Irish,  Scottish,  and  German,  ever  in 
strife  with  the  royal  officers,  occupying  lands  without  allot¬ 
ment,  or  on  mere  warrants  of  survey,  without  patents  of  pay¬ 
ment  of  quitrents.  Everywhere  in  Virginia  the  sentiment  of 
individuality  was  the  parent  of  its  republicanism. 

North  of  the  Potomac,  at  the  center  of  America,  were  the 
proprietary  governments  of  Maryland  and  of  Pennsylvania, 
with  Delaware.  There  the  king  had  no  officers  but  in  the  cus¬ 
toms  and  the  admiralty  courts ;  his  name  was  scarcely  known 
in  the  acts  of  government. 

During  the  last  war,  Maryland  enjoyed  unbroken  quiet, 
furnishing  no  levies  of  men  for  the  army,  and  very  small  con¬ 
tributions  of  money.  Its  legislature  hardly  looked  beyond  its 
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own  internal  affairs,  and  its  growth  in  numbers  proved  its 
prosperity.  The  youthful  Frederic,  Lord  Baltimore,  sixth  of 
that  title,  dissolute  and  riotous,  fond  of  wine  to  madness  and 
of  women  to  folly,  as  a  prince  zealous  for  prerogative,  though 
negligent  of  business,  was  the  sole  landlord  of  the  province. 
On  acts  of  legislation,  to  him  belonged  a  triple  veto,  by  his 
council,  by  his  deputy,  and  by  himself.  He  established  courts 
and  appointed  all  their  officers  ;  punished  convicted  offenders, 
or  pardoned  them  ;  appointed  at  pleasure  councilors,  all  officers 
of  the  colony,  and  all  the  considerable  county  officers  ;  and 
possessed  exclusively  the  unappropriated  domain.  Reserving 
choice  lands  for  his  own  manors,  he  had  the  whole  people  for 
his  tenants  on  quitrents,  which,  in  1754,  exceeded  twenty -five 
thousand  dollars  a  year,  and  were  rapidly  increasing.  On  every 
new  grant  from  the  wild  domain  he  received  caution  money  ; 
his  were  all  escheats,  wardships,  and  fruits  of  the  feudal  tenures. 
Fines  of  alienation,  though  abolished  in  England,  were  paid  for 
his  benefit  on  every  transfer,  and  fines  upon  devises  were  still 
exacted.  He  enjoyed  a  perpetual  port  duty  of  fourteen  pence 
a  ton,  on  vessels  not  owned  in  the  province,  yielding  not  far 
from  five  thousand  dollars  a  year  ;  and  he  exacted  a  tribute  for 
licenses  to  hawkers  and  peddlers,  and  to  ordinaries. 

These  were  the  private  income  of  Lord  Baltimore.  For 
the  public  service  he  needed  no  annual  grants.  By  an  act 
of  1704,  which  was  held  to  be  permanent,  an  export  tax  of  a 
shilling  on  every  hogshead  of  tobacco  gave  an  annually  increas¬ 
ing  income  of  already  not  much  less  than  seven  thousand  dol¬ 
lars,  more  than  enough  for  the  salary  of  his  lieutenant  gov 
ernor ;  while  other  officers  were  paid  by  fees  and  perquisites. 
Thus  the  assembly  scarcely  had  occasion  to  impose  taxes,  ex¬ 
cept  for  the  wages  of  its  own  members. 

Besides  the  untrammeled  power  of  appointing  colonial  offi¬ 
cers,  Lord  Baltimore,  as  prince  palatine,  could  raise  his  liege¬ 
men  to  defend  his  province.  His  was  also  the  power  to  pass 
ordinances  for  the  preservation  of  order,  to  erect  towns  and 
cities,  to  grant  titles  of  honor,  and  his  the  advowson  of  every 
benefice.  The  colonial  act  of  1702  had  divided  Maryland  into 
parishes,  and  established  the  Anglican  church  by  an  annual  tax 
of  forty  pounds  of  tobacco  on  every  poll.  The  parishes  were 
about  forty  in  number,  increasing  in  value,  some  of  them  prom¬ 
ising  a  thousand  pounds  sterling  a  year.  Thus  the  lewd  Lord 
Baltimore  had  more  church  patronage  than  any  landholder  in 
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England;  and,  as  there  was  no  bishop  in  America,  ruffians, 
fugitives  from  justice,  men  stained  by  intemperance  and  lust 
(I  write  with  caution,  the  distinct  allegations  being  before  me), 
nestled  themselves,  through  his  corrupt  and  easy  nature,  in  the 
parishes  of  Maryland. 

The  king  had  reserved  no  right  of  revising  the  laws  of 
Maryland  ;  nor  could  he  invalidate  them,  except  as  they  should 
be  found  repugnant  to  those  of  England.  The  royal  power 
was  by  charter  restrained  “  from  imposing,  or  causing  to  be 
imposed,  any  customs  or  other  taxations,  quotas,  or  contribu¬ 
tions  whatsoever,  within  the  province,  or  upon  any  merchan¬ 
dise,  while  being  laden  or  unladen  in  its  ports.”  Of  its  people, 
about  one  twelfth  were  Roman  Catholics ;  and  these  suffered 
the  burden  of  double  taxation. 

In  Pennsylvania,  with  the  counties  on  Delaware,  the  peo¬ 
ple,  whose  numbers  appeared  to  double  in  sixteen  years,  were 
already  the  masters,  and  to  dispute  their  authority  was  but  to 
introduce  an  apparent  anarchy.  Of  the  noble  territory,  the 
joint  proprietors  were  Thomas  and  Richard  Penn,  the  former 
holding  three  quarters  of  the  whole.  Inheritance  might  sub¬ 
divide  it  indefinitely.  The  political  power  that  had  been  be¬ 
queathed  to  them  brought  little  personal  dignity  or  benefit. 

The  lieutenant  governor  had  a  negative  on  legislation  ;  but 
he  depended  on  the  assembly  for  his  annual  support,  and  had 
often  to  choose  between  compliance  and  poverty.  To  the  coun¬ 
cil,  whom  the  proprietaries  appointed,  and  to  the  proprietaries 
themselves,  the  right  to  revise  legislative  acts  was  denied ;  and 
long  usage  confirmed  the  denial.  The  legislature  had  but  one 
branch,  and  of  that  branch  Benjamin  Franklin  was  the  soul. 

It  had  an  existence  of  its  own  ;  could  meet  on  its  own  ad¬ 
journments,  and  no  power  could  prorogue  or  dissolve  it;  but  a 
swift  responsibility  brought  its  members  annually  before  their 
constituents.  The  assembly  would  not  allow  the  proprietaries 
in  England  to  name  judges ;  they  were  to  be  named  by  the 
lieutenant  governor  on  the  spot,  and,  like  him,  depended  for 
their  salaries  on  the  yearly  vote  of  the  assembly.  All  sheriff's 
and  coroners  were  chosen  by  the  people.  Moneys  were  raised 
by  an  excise,  and  were  kept  and  were  disbursed  by  provincial 
commissioners.  The  land  office  was  under  proprietary  control ; 
and,  to  balance  its  political  influence,  the  assembly  kept  the 
loan  office  of  paper  money  under  their  own  supervision. 

The  laws  established  for  Pennsylvania  complete  enfran- 
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chisement  in  the  domain  of  thought.  Its  able  press  developed 
the  principles  of  civil  rights ;  its  chief  city  cherished  science ; 
and,  by  private  munificence,  a  ship,  at  the  instance  of  Franklin, 
had  attempted  to  discover  the  northwestern  passage.  A  library, 
too,  was  endowed,  and  an  academy  chartered.  No  oaths  or 
tests  barred  the  avenue  to  public  posts.  The  church  of  Eng¬ 
land,  unaided  by  law,  competed  with  all  forms  of  dissent.  The 
Presbyterians,  who  were  willing  to  fight  for  their  liberties,  be¬ 
gan  to  balance  the  men  who  were  prepared  to  suffer  for  them. 
Yet  the  Quakers,  humblest  among  plebeian  sects,  and  boldest 
of  them  all  —  disjoined  from  the  middle  age  without  even  a 
shred  or  a  mark  of  its  bonds ;  abolishing  not  the  aristocracy  of 
the  sword  only,  but  all  war ;  not  prelacy  and  priestcraft  only, 
but  outward  symbols  and  ordinances,  external  sacraments  and 
forms — -pure  spiritualists,  and  apostles  of  the  power  and  the 
freedom  of  mind,  still  swayed  legislation  and  public  opinion. 
Ever  restless  under  authority,  they  were  jealous  of  the  new 
generation  of  proprietaries  who  had  fallen  off  from  their  so¬ 
ciety,  regulated  the  government  with  a  view  to  their  own  per¬ 
sonal  profit,  and  shunned  taxation  of  their  colonial  estates. 

New  Jersey,  now  a  royal  government,  enjoyed,  with  the 
aged  Belcher,  comparative  tranquillity.  He  parried  for  them 
the  oppressive  disposition  of  the  board  of  trade,  and  the  rapac¬ 
ity  of  the  great  claimants  of  lands  who  held  seats  in  the  coun¬ 
cil.  “  I  have  to  steer,”  he  would  say,  “  between  Scylla  and 
Charybdis ;  to  please  the  king’s  ministers  at  home,  and  a 
touchy  people  here  ;  to  luff  for  one,  and  bear  away  for  an¬ 
other.”  Sheltered  by  its  position,  New  Jersey  refused  to  share 
the  expense  of  Indian  alliances,  often  left  its  own  annual  ex¬ 
penses  unprovided  for,  and  its  obstinate  enthusiasts  awaited 
the  completion  of  the  prophecies  that  “  nation  shall  not  lift  up 
sword  against  nation.” 

There,  too,  on  the  banks  of  the  Delaware,  John  Woolman, 
a  tailor  by  trade,  “  stood  up  like  a  trumpet,  through  which  the 
Lord  speaks  to  his  people,”  to  make  the  negro  masters  sensible 
of  the  evil  of  holding  the  people  of  Africa  in  slavery ;  and,  by 
his  testimony  at  the  meetings  of  Friends,  recommended  that 
oppressed  part  of  the  creation  to  the  notice  of  each  individual 
and  of  the  society. 

“Though  we  make  slaves  of  the  negroes,  and  the  Turks 
make  slaves  of  the  Christians,”  so  he  persistently  taught,  “  lib¬ 
erty  is  the  natural  right  of  all  men  equally.”  “  The  slaves 
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look  to  me  like  a  burdensome  stone  to  such  who  burden  them¬ 
selves  with  them.  The  burden  will  grow  heavier  and  heavier 
till  times  change  in  a  way  disagreeable  to  us.”  “It  may  be 
just,”  observed  one  of  his  hearers,  “  for  the  Almighty  so  to 
order  it.”  It  was  a  matter  fixed  in  his  mind,  that  this  trade  of 
importing  slaves,  and  way  of  life  in  keeping  them,  were  dark 
gloominess  hanging  over  the  land.  “  The  consequences  would 
be  grievous  to  posterity.”  Therefore  he  went  about  persuading 
men  that  the  “practice  of  continuing  slavery  was  not  right ;  ” 
and  he  endeavored  “  to  raise  an  idea  of  a  general  brotherhood.” 
Masters  of  negroes  on  both  banks  of  the  Delaware  began  the 
work  of  setting  them  free,  “  because  they  had  no  contract  for 
their  labor,  and  liberty  was  their  right.”  A  general  epistle 
from  the  yearly  meeting  of  Friends,  in  1754,  declared  it  to  be 
their  “  concern  ”  to  bear  testimony  against  the  iniquitous  prac¬ 
tice  of  slave  dealing,  and  to  warn  their  members  against  making 
any  purchase  of  slaves. 

New  York  was  at  this  time  the  central  point  of  political 
interest.  Its  position  invited  it  to  foster  American  union. 
Having  the  most  convenient  harbor  on  the  Atlantic,  with  bays 
expanding  on  either  hand  and  a  navigable  river  penetrating 
the  interior,  it  held  the  keys  of  Canada  and  the  lakes.  The 
forts  at  Crown  Point  and  Niagara  were  encroachments  upon 
its  limits.  Its  unsurveyed  inland  frontier,  sweeping  round  on 
the  north,  disputed  with  New  Hampshire  the  land  between 
Lake  Champlain  and  the  Connecticut,  and  extended  into  un¬ 
measured  distances  in  the  west.  Within  its  bosom,  at  Onon¬ 
daga,  burned  the  council  fire  of  the  Six  Nations,  whose  irregular 
bands  had  seated  themselves  near  Montreal,  on  the  northern 
shore  of  Ontario,  and  on  the  Ohio ;  whose  hunters  roamed  over 
the  Northwest  and  the  West.  Here  were  concentrated  by  far 
the  most  important  Indian  relations,  round  which  the  idea  of  a 
general  union  was  shaping  itself  into  a  reality.  It  was  to  still 
the  hereditary  warfare  of  the  Six  Nations  with  the  southern 
Indians  that  South  Carolina  and  Massachusetts  first  met  at 
Albany  ;  it  was  to  confirm  friendship  with  them  and  their  allies 
that  New  England  and  all  the  central  states  but  New  Jersey 
had  assembled  in  congress. 

England  never  possessed  the  affection  of  the  country  which 
it  had  acquired  by  conquest.  British  officials  sent  home  com¬ 
plaints  of  “  the  Dutch  republicans  ”  as  disloyal.  The  descend¬ 
ants  of  the  Huguenot  refugees  were  taunted  with  their  origin, 
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and  invited  to  accept  English  liberties  as  a  boon.  Nowhere  was 
the  collision  between  the  royal  governor  and  the  colonial  as¬ 
sembly  so  violent  or  so  inveterate  ;  nowhere  had  the  legislature, 
by  its  method  of  granting  money,  so  nearly  exhausted  and 
appropriated  to  itself  all  executive  authority ;  nowhere  had  the 
relations  of  the  province  to  Great  Britain  been  more  sharply 
controverted.  The  board  of  trade  esteemed  the  provincial 
legislature  to  rest  for  its  existence  on  acts  of  the  royal  pre¬ 
rogative,  while  the  people  looked  upon  their  representatives  as 
existing  by  an  inherent  right,  and  coordinate  with  the  British 
House  of  Commons. 

The  laws  of  trade  excited  still  more  resistance.  Why  should 
a  people,  of  whom  one  half  were  of  foreign  ancestry,  be  cut  off 
from  all  the  world  but  England?  Why  must  the  children  of 
Holland  be  debarred  from  the  ports  of  the  Netherlands?  Why 
must  their  ships  seek  the  produce  of  Europe  and,  by  a  later 
law,  the  produce  of  Asia,  in  English  harbors  alone  ?  Why  were 
negro  slaves  the  only  considerable  object  of  foreign  commerce 
which  England  did  not  compel  to  be  first  landed  on  its  shores  ? 
The  British  restrictive  system  was  transgressed  by  all  America, 
but  most  of  all  by  New  York,  the  child  of  the  Netherlands. 
Especially  the  British  ministry  had  been  invited,  in  1752,  to 
observe  that,  while  the  consumption  of  tea  was  annually  increas¬ 
ing  in  America,  the  export  from  England  was  decreasing  ;  and 
meantime,  the  little  island  of  St.  Eustatius,  a  heap  of  rocks  but 
two  leagues  in  length  by  one  in  breadth,  without  a  rivulet  or  a 
spring,  gathered  in  its  storehouses  the  products  of  Holland,  of 
the  Orient,  of  the  world ;  and  its  harbor  was  more  and  more 
filled  with  fleets  of  colonial  trading  vessels,  which,  if  need 
were,  completed  their  cargoes  by  entering  the  French  islands 
with  Dutch  papers.  Under  the  British  statutes,  which  made 
the  commercial  relations  of  America  to  England  not  a  union, 
but  a  bondage,  America  bought  of  England  hardly  more  than 
she  would  have  done  on  the  system  of  freedom  ;  and  this  small 
advantage  was  dearly  purchased  by  the  ever-increasing  cost  of 
cruisers,  customhouse  officers,  and  vice-admiralty  courts,  and 
the  discontent  of  the  merchants. 

The  large  landholders  were  jealous  of  British  authority, 
which  threatened  to  bound  their  pretensions,  or  question  their 
titles,  or,  through  parliament,  to  burden  them  with  a  land  tax. 
The  lawyers  of  the  colony,  chiefly  Presbyterians,  and  educated 
in  Connecticut,  joined  heartily  with  the  merchants  and  the 
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great  proprietors  to  resist  every  encroachment  from  England. 
In  no  province  was  the  very  near  approach  of  independence  dis¬ 
cerned  so  clearly,  or  so  openly  predicted. 

New  York  had  been  settled  under  large  patents  of  lands  to 
individuals  ;  New  England  under  grants  to  towns  ;  and  the 
institution  of  towns  was  its  glory  and  its  strength.  The 
inhabited  part  of  Massachusetts  was  recognized  as  divided  into 
little  territories,  each  of  which,  for  its  internal  purposes,  con¬ 
stituted  an  integral  government,  free  from  supervision  ;  having 
power  to  choose  annually  its  own  officers  ;  to  hold  meetings  of 
all  freemen  at  its  pleasure  ;  to  discuss  in  those  meetings  any 
subject  of  public  interest ;  to  see  that  every  able-bodied  man 
within  its  precincts  was  enrolled  in  the  militia  and  provided 
with  arms,  ready  for  immediate  use  ;  to  elect  and  to  instruct 
its  representatives  ;  to  raise  and  appropriate  money  for  the 
support  of  the  ministry,  of  schools,  of  highways,  of  the  poor, 
and  for  defraying  other  necessary  expenses  within  the  town. 
It  was  incessantly  deplored,  by  royalists  of  later  days,  that  the 
law  which  confirmed  these  liberties  had  received  the  unreflect¬ 
ing  sanction  of  William  III.,  and  the  most  extensive  interpreta¬ 
tion  in  practice.  Boston,  on  more  than  one  occasion,  ventured 
in  town  meeting  to  appoint  its  own  agent  to  present  a  remon¬ 
strance  to  the  board  of  trade.  New  Hampshire,  Connecticut, 
Rhode  Island,  and  Maine,  which  was  a  part  of  Massachusetts, 
had  similar  regulations;  so  that  all  New  England  was  an  aggre¬ 
gate  of  organized  democracies.  But  the  complete  development 
of  the  institution  was  to  be  found  in  Connecticut  and  the 
Massachusetts  bay.  There  each  township  was  substantially  a 
territorial  parish  ;  the  town  was  the  religious  congregation ; 
the  independent  church  was  established  by  law  ;  the  minister 
was  elected  by  the  people,  who  annually  made  grants  for  his 
support.  There  the  system  of  free  schools  was  carried  to  such 
perfection  that  an  adult  born  in  New  England  and  unable  to 
write  and  read  could  not  be  found.  He  that  will  understand 
the  political  character  of  New  England  in  the  eighteenth  cen¬ 
tury  must  study  the  constitution  of  its  towns,  its  congregations, 
its  schools,  and  its  militia. 

Yet  in  these  democracies  the  hope  of  independence,  as  a 
near  event,  had  not  dawned ;  the  inhabitants  still  clung  with 
persevering  affection  to  the  land  of  their  ancestry  and  their 
language.  They  were  of  homogeneous  origin,  nearly  all  tracing 
their  descent  to  English  emigrants  of  the  reigns  of  Charles  I. 
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and  Charles  II.  They  were  frugal  and  industrious.  Along 
the  seaside,  wherever  there  was  a  good  harbor,  fishermen, 
familiar  with  the  ocean,  gathered  in  hamlets  ;  and  each  return¬ 
ing  season  saw  them,  with  an  ever-increasing  number  of  mari¬ 
ners  and  vessels,  taking  the  cod  and  mackerel,  and  sometimes 
pursuing  the  whale  into  the  northern  seas.  At  Boston  a 
society  was  formed  for  promoting  domestic  manufactures  :  on 
one  of  its  anniversaries,  three  hundred  young  women  appeared 
on  the  Common,  clad  in  homespun,  seated  in  a  triple  row,  each 
with  a  spinning  wheel,  and  each  busily  transferring  the  flax 
from  the  distaff  to  the  spool.  The  town  built  “  a  manufactur¬ 
ing  house,”  and  there  were  bounties  to  encourage  the  workers 
in  linen.  How  the  board  of  trade  were  alarmed  at  the  news  ! 
How  they  censured  Shirley  for  not  having  frowned  on  the  busi¬ 
ness!  How  committees  of  the  House  of  Commons  examined  wit¬ 
nesses,  and  made  proposals  for  prohibitory  laws,  till  the  Boston 
manufacturing  house,  designed  to  foster  home  industry,  fell  into 
decay  !  Of  slavery  there  was  not  enough  to  affect  the  char¬ 
acter  of  the  people,  except  in  the  southeast  of  Rhode  Island, 
where  Newport  was  conspicuous  for  engaging  in  the  slave 
trade,  and  where,  in  two  or  three  towns,  negroes  composed 
even  a  third  of  the  inhabitants. 

In  the  settlements  which  grew  up  in  the  interior,  on  the 
margin  of  the  greenwood,  the  plain  meeting-house  of  the  con¬ 
gregation  for  public  worship  was  everywhere  the  central  point ; 
near  it  stood  the  public  school.  The  snug  farm-houses,  owned 
as  freeholds,  without  quit-rents,  were  dotted  along  the  way. 
In  every  hand  was  the  Bible ;  every  home  was  a  house  of 
prayer ;  all  had  been  taught,  many  had  comprehended,  a 
methodical  theory  of  the  divine  purpose  in  creation,  and  of 
the  destiny  of  man.  .  .  . 

While  the  common  mind  of  New  England  was  inspired 
by  the  great  thought  of  the  sole  sovereignty  of  God,  it  did  not 
lose  personality  and  human  freedom  in  pantheistic  fatalism. 
Like  Augustine,  who  made  war  both  on  Manicheans  and  Pela¬ 
gians  ;  like  the  Stoics,  whose  morals  it  most  nearly  resembled, 
it  asserted  by  just  dialectics,  or,  as  some  would  say,  by  a  sub¬ 
lime  inconsistency,  the  power  of  the  individual  will.  In  every 
action  it  beheld  the  union  of  the  motive  and  volition.  The 
action,  it  saw,  was  according  to  the  strongest  motive ,  and  it 
knew  that  what  proves  the  strongest  motive  depends  on  the 
character  of  the  will.  The  Calvinist  of  New  England,  who 
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longed  to  be  “  morally  good  and  excellent,”  had,  therefore,  no 
other  object  of  moral  effort  than  to  make  “the  will  truly  lovely 
and  right.” 

Action,  therefore,  as  flowing  from  an  energetic,  right,  and 
lovely  will,  was  the  ideal  of  New  England.  It  rejected  the 
asceticism  of  one-sided  spiritualists,  and  fostered  the  whole 
man,  seeking  to  perfect  his  intelligence  and  improve  his  out¬ 
ward  condition.  It  saw  in  every  one  the  divine  and  the  human 
nature.  It  subjected  but  did  not  extirpate  the  inferior  princi¬ 
ples.  It  placed  no  merit  in  vows  of  poverty  or  celibacy,  and 
spurned  the  thought  of  non-resistance.  In  a  good  cause  its 
people  were  ready  to  take  up  arms  and  fight,  cheered  by  the 
conviction  that  God  was  working  in  them  both  to  will  and 
to  do. 


THE  TRUE  POLICY  OF  GREAT  BRITAIN  TOWARD 
HER  AMERICAN  COLONIES. 

Bv  EDMUND  BURKE. 

(From  Speech  on  “  Conciliation  with  America,”  March  22,  1775.) 

[Edmund  Burke,  British  orator  and  political  philosopher,  was  born  in 
Dublin,  Ireland,  January  12,  1729.  He  gained  a  scholarship  at  Trinity  College, 
Dublin,  in  1746  ;  in  1750  went  to  London  to  study  law,  —  but  never  was  called 
to  the  bar  ;  became  noted  in  literary  and  theatrical  circles,  and  in  1756  pub¬ 
lished  his  “Vindication  of  Natural  Society,”  in  answer  to  Bolingbroke,  and  the 
treatise  on  “The  Sublime  and  the  Beautiful.”  In  1759  he  became  private  sec¬ 
retary  to  “  Single  Speeca  ”  William  Gerard  Hamilton,  but  a  few  years  later 
quarreled  with  and  left  him.  In  1764  he  became  a  member  of  the  famous  club 
with  Johnson,  Goldsmith,  Garrick,  Reynolds,  etc.  In  1765  he  was  appointed 
private  secretary  to  Lord  Rockingham,  just  made  first  lord  of  the  treasury, 
and  was  shortly  returned  to  Parliament.  His  speeches  are  part  of  the  enduring 
monuments  of  English  literature.  In  1769  he  published  his  pamphlets,  “Obser¬ 
vations  on  a  Late  Publication  (George  Grenville’s)  on  the  Present  State  of  the 
Nation”;  and  in  1770  “Thoughts  on  the  Present  Discontents.”  He  was  made 
privy  councilor  and  paymaster  of  the  forces  in  1782.  For  several  years  from 
1783  he  was  occupied  with  the  affairs  of  India,  the  prosecution  of  Warren 
Hastings,  etc.  Late  in  1789  he  wrote  “Reflections  on  the  Revolution”  m 
France,  issued  a  year  later  ;  in  1796,  “Letters  on  a  Regicide  Peace.”  He  died 
July  9,  1797.] 

Peace  implies  reconciliation  ;  and  where  there  has  been  a 
material  dispute,  reconciliation  does  in  a  manner  always  imply 
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concession  on  the  one  part  or  on  the  other.  In  this  state  of 
things  I  make  no  difficulty  in  affirming  that  the  proposal  ought 
to  originate  from  us.  Great  and  acknowledged  force  is  not 
impaired,  either  in  effect  or  in  opinion,  by  an  unwillingness  to 
exert  itself.  The  superior  power  may  offer  peace  with  honor 
and  with  safety.  Such  an  offer  from  such  a  power  will  be 
attributed  to  magnanimity.  But  the  concessions  of  the  weak 
are  the  concessions  of  fear.  When  such  a  one  is  disarmed,  he 
is  wholly  at  the  mercy  of  his  superior  ;  and  he  loses  forever 
that  time  and  those  chances,  which,  as  they  happen  to  all  men, 
are  the  strength  and  resources  of  all  inferior  power. 

The  capital  leading  questions  on  which  you  must  this  day 
decide,  are  these  two  :  first,  whether  you  ought  to  concede  ; 
and  secondly,  what  your  concession  ought  to  be.  To  enable 
us  to  determine  both  on  the  one  and  the  other  of  these  great 
questions  with  a  firm  and  precise  judgment,  I  think  it  may  be 
necessary  to  consider  distinctly  the  true  nature  and  the  peculiar 
circumstances  of  the  object  which  we  have  before  us.  Because 
after  all  our  struggle,  whether  we  will  or  not,  we  must  govern 
America  according  to  that  nature,  and  to  those  circumstances  ; 
and  not  according  to  our  own  imaginations  ;  nor  according  to 
abstract  ideas  of  right  ;  by  no  means  according  to  mere  general 
theories  of  government.  .  .  . 

I  am  sensible,  sir,  that  all  which  I  have  asserted  in  my 
detail  is  admitted  in  the  gross,  but  that  quite  a  different  con¬ 
clusion  is  drawn  from  it.  America,  gentlemen  say,  is  a  noble 
object.  It  is  an  object  well  worth  fighting  for.  Certainly  it 
is,  if  fighting  a  people  is  the  best  way  of  gaining  them. 
Gentlemen  in  this  respect  will  be  led  to  their  choice  of  means 
by  their  complexions  and  their  habits.  Those  who  understand 
the  military  art  will  of  course  have  some  predilection  for  it. 
Those  who  wield  the  thunder  of  the  state  may  have  more  con¬ 
fidence  in  the  efficacy  of  arms.  But  I  confess,  possibly  for 
want  of  this  knowledge,  my  opinion  is  much  more  in  favor  of 
prudent  management  than  of  force,  —  considering  force  not  as 
an  odious,  but  a  feeble  instrument,  for  preserving  a  people  so 
numerous,  so  active,  so  growing,  so  spirited  as  this,  in  a  profit¬ 
able  and  subordinate  connection  with  us. 

First,  sir,  permit  me  to  observe  that  the  use  of  force  alone 
is  but  temporary.  It  may  subdue  for  a  moment,  but  it  does 
not  remove  the  necessity  of  subduing  again  ;  and  a  nation  is 
not  governed,  which  is  perpetually  to  be  conquered. 
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My  next  objection  is  its  uncertainty.  Terror  is  not  always 
the  effect  of  force,  and  an  armament  is  not  a  victory.  If  you 
do  not  succeed,  you  are  without  resource  ;  for,  conciliation 
failing,  force  remains  ;  but,  force  failing,  no  further  hope  of 
reconciliation  is  left.  Power  and  authority  are  sometimes 
bought  by  kindness  ;  but  they  can  never  be  begged  as  alms  by 
an  impoverished  and  defeated  violence. 

A  further  objection  to  force  is,  that  you  impair  the  object 
by  your  very  endeavors  to  preserve  it.  The  thing  you  fought 
for  is  not  the  thing  you  recover  ;  but  depreciated,  sunk,  wasted, 
and  consumed  in  the  contest.  Nothing  less  will  content  me, 
than  whole  America.  I  do  not  choose  to  consume  its  strength 
along  with  our  own  ;  because  in  all  parts  it  is  the  British 
strength  that  I  consume.  I  do  not  choose  to  be  caught  by 
a  foreign  enemy  at  the  end  of  this  exhausting  conflict  ;  still 
less  in  the  midst  of  it.  I  may  escape  ;  but  I  can  make  no  in¬ 
surance  against  such  an  event.  Let  me  add  that  I  do  not 
choose  wholly  to  break  the  American  spirit ;  because  it  is  the 
spirit  that  has  made  the  country. 

Lastly,  we  have  no  sort  of  experience  in  favor  of  force  as 
an  instrument  in  the  rule  of  our  colonies.  Their  growth  and 
their  utility  has  been  owing  to  methods  altogether  different. 
Our  ancient  indulgence  has  been  said  to  be  pursued  to  a  fault. 
It  may  be  so.  But  we  know,  if  feeling  is  evidence,  that  our 
fault  was  more  tolerable  than  our  attempt  to  mend  it ;  and  our 
sin  far  more  salutary  than  our  penitence. 

These,  sir,  are  my  reasons  for  not  entertaining  that  high 
opinion  of  untried  force,  by  which  many  gentlemen,  for  whose 
sentiments  in  other  particulars  I  have  great  respect,  seem  to  be 
so  greatly  captivated.  But  there  is  still  behind  a  third  con¬ 
sideration  concerning  this  object,  which  serves  to  determine 
my  opinion  on  the  sort  of  policy  which  ought  to  be  pursued  in 
the  management  of  America,  even  more  than  its  population  and 
commerce,  —  I  mean  its  temper  and  character. 

In  this  character  of  the  Americans,  a  love  of  freedom  is 
the  predominating  feature  which  marks  and  distinguishes  the 
whole  ;  and  as  an  ardent  is  always  a  jealous  affection,  your 
colonies  become  suspicious,  restive,  and  untractable,  whenever 
they  see  the  least  attempt  to  wrest  from  them  by  force,  or 
shuffle  from  them  by  chicane,  what  they  think  the  only  advan¬ 
tage  worth  living  for.  This  fierce  spirit  of  liberty  is  stronger 
in  the  English  colonies  probably  than  in  any  other  people  of 
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the  earth ;  and  this  from  a  great  variety  of  powerful  causes, 
which,  to  understand  the  true  temper  of  their  minds,  and  the 
direction  which  this  spirit  takes,  it  will  not  be  amiss  to  lay 
open  somewhat  more  largely. 

First,  the  people  of  the  colonies  are  descendants  of  English¬ 
men.  England,  sir,  is  a  nation  which  still,  I  hope,  respects, 
and  formerly  adored,  her  freedom.  The  colonists  emigrated 
from  you  when  this  part  of  your  character  was  most  predomi¬ 
nant,  and  they  took  this  bias  and  direction  the  moment  they 
parted  from  your  hands.  They  are  therefore  not  only  devoted 
to  liberty,  but  to  liberty  according  to  English  ideas,  and  on 
English  principles.  Abstract  liberty,  like  other  mere  abstrac¬ 
tions,  is  not  to  be  found.  Liberty  inheres  in  some  sensible 
object ;  and  every  nation  has  formed  to  itself  some  favorite 
point,  which  by  way  of  eminence  becomes  the  criterion  of  their 
happiness.  It  happened,  you  know,  sir,  that  the  great  contests 
for  freedom  in  this  country  were  from  the  earliest  times  chiefly 
upon  the  question  of  taxing.  Most  of  the  contests  in  the 
ancient  commonwealths  turned  primarily  on  the  right  of  elec¬ 
tion  of  magistrates,  or  on  the  balance  among  the  several  orders 
of  the  state.  The  question  of  money  was  not  with  them  so 
immediate.  But  in  England  it  was  otherwise.  On  this  point 
of  taxes  the  ablest  pens  and  most  eloquent  tongues  have  been 
exercised ;  the  greatest  spirits  have  acted  and  suffered.  In 
order  to  give  the  fullest  satisfaction  concerning  the  importance 
of  this  point,  it  was  not  only  necessary  for  those  who  in  argu¬ 
ment  defended  the  excellence  of  the  English  Constitution,  to 
insist  on  this  privilege  of  granting  money  as  a  dry  point  of  fact, 
and  to  prove  that  the  right  had  been  acknowledged  in  ancient 
parchments,  and  blind  usages,  to  reside  in  a  certain  body  called 
a  House  of  Commons.  They  went  much  further :  they  at¬ 
tempted  to  prove,  and  they  succeeded,  that  in  theory  it  ought 
to  be  so,  from  the  particular  nature  of  a  House  of  Commons, 
as  an  immediate  representative  of  the  people,  whether  the 
old  records  had  delivered  this  oracle  or  not.  They  took  infi¬ 
nite  pains  to  inculcate  as  a  fundamental  principle,  that  in  all 
monarchies  the  people  must  in  effect  themselves,  mediately 
or  immediately,  possess  the  power  of  granting  their  own  money, 
or  no  shadow  of  liberty  could  subsist.  The  colonies  draw  from 
you,  as  with  their  lifeblood,  those  ideas  and  principles.  Their 
love  of  liberty,  as  with  you,  fixed  and  attached  on  this  specific 
point  of  texing,  Liberty  might  be  safe,  or  might  be  endan- 
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gerecl  in  twenty  other  particulars,  without  their  being  much 
pleased  or  alarmed.  Here  they  felt  its  pulse  ;  and  as  they 
found  that  beat  they  thought  themselves  sick  or  sound.  I  do 
not  say  whether  they  were  right  or  wrong  in  applying  your 
general  arguments  to  their  own  case.  It  is  not  easy  indeed  to 
make  a  monopoly  of  theorems  and  corollaries.  The  fact  is, 
that  they  did  thus  apply  those  general  arguments ;  and  your 
mode  of  governing  them,  whether  through  lenity  or  indolence, 
through  wisdom  or  mistake,  confirmed  them  in  the  imagination, 
that  they,  as  well  as  you,  had  an  interest  in  these  common 
principles. 

They  were  further  confirmed  in  this  pleasing  error  by  the 
form  of  their  provincial  legislative  assemblies.  Their  govern¬ 
ments  are  popular  in  a  high  degree  ;  some  are  merely  popular ; 
in  all,  the  popular  representative  is  the  most  weighty  ;  and 
this  share  of  the  people  in  their  ordinary  government  never 
fails  to  inspire  them  with  lofty  sentiments,  and  with  a  strong 
aversion  from  whatever  tends  to  deprive  them  of  their  chief 
importance. 

If  anything  were  wanting  to  this  necessary  operation  of  the 
form  of  government,  religion  would  have  given  it  a  complete 
effect.  Religion,  always  a  principle  of  energy,  in  this  new 
people  is  no  way  worn  out  or  impaired  ;  and  their  mode  of 
professing  it  is  also  one  main  cause  of  this  free  spirit.  The 
people  are  Protestants  ;  and  of  that  kind  which  is  most  ad¬ 
verse  to  all  implicit  submission  of  mind  and  opinion.  This  is  a 
persuasion  not  only  favorable  to  liberty,  but  built  upon  it.  I 
do  not  think,  sir,  that  the  reason  of  this  averseness  in  the  dis¬ 
senting  churches,  from  all  that  looks  like  absolute  government, 
is  so  much  to  be  sought  in  their  religious  tenets,  as  in  their 
history.  Every  one  knows  that  the  Roman  Catholic  religion  is 
at  least  coeval  with  most  of  the  governments  where  it  prevails  ; 
that  it  has  generally  gone  hand  in  hand  with  them,  and  received 
great  favor  and  every  kind  of  support  from  authority.  The 
Church  of  England  too  was  formed  from  her  cradle  under  the 
nursing  care  of  regular  government.  But  the  dissenting  in¬ 
terests  have  sprung  up  in  direct  opposition  to  all  the  ordinary 
powers  of  the  world,  and  could  justify  that  opposition  only 
on  a  strong  claim  to  natural  liberty.  Their  very  existence  de¬ 
pended  on  the  powerful  and  unremitted  assertion  of  that  claim. 
All  Protestantism,  even  the  most  cold  and  passive,  is  a  sort  of 
dissent.  But  the  religion  most  prevalent  in  our  northern  colo- 
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nies  is  a  refinement  on  the  principle  of  resistance  ;  it  is  the 
dissiclence  of  dissent,  and  the  Protestantism  of  the  Protestant 
religion.  This  religion,  under  a  variety  of  denominations 
agreeing  in  nothing  but  in  the  communion  of  the  spirit  of 
liberty,  is  predominant  in  most  of  the  northern  provinces  ; 
where  the  Church  of  England,  notwithstanding  its  legal  rights, 
is  in  reality  no  more  than  a  private  sect,  not  composing  most 
probably  the  tenth  of  the  people.  The  colonists  left  England 
when  this  spirit  was  high,  and  in  the  emigrants  was  highest 
of  all ;  and  even  that  stream  of  foreigners  which  has  been  con¬ 
stantly  flowing  into  these  colonies  has  for  the  greatest  part  been 
composed  of  dissenters  from  the  establishments  of  their  several 
countries,  and  have  brought  with  them  a  temper  and  character 
far  from  alien  to  that  of  the  people  with  whom  they  mixed. 

Sir,  I  can  perceive  by  their  manner  that  some  gentlemen 
object  to  the  latitude  of  this  description ;  because  in  the 
southern  colonies  the  Church  of  England  forms  a  large  body, 
and  has  a  regular  establishment.  It  is  certainly  true.  There 
is,  however,  a  circumstance  attending  these  colonies,  which,  in 
my  opinion,  fully  counterbalances  this  difference,  and  makes 
the  spirit  of  liberty  still  more  high  and  haughty  than  in  those 
to  the  northward.  It  is,  that  in  Virginia  and  the  Carolinas 
they  have  a  vast  multitude  of  slaves.  Where  this  is  the  case 
in  any  part  of  the  world,  those  who  are  free  are  by  far  the 
most  proud  and  jealous  of  their  freedom.  Freedom  is  to  them 
not  only  an  enjoyment,  but  a  kind  of  rank  and  privilege.  Not 
seeing  there,  that  freedom,  as  in  countries  where  it  is  a  common 
blessing,  and  as  broad  and  general  as  the  air,  may  be  united  with 
much  abject  toil,  with  great  misery,  with  all  the  exterior  of  servi¬ 
tude,  liberty  looks,  amongst  them,  like  something  that  is  more 
noble  and  liberal.  I  do  not  mean,  sir,  to  commend  the  superior 
morality  of  this  sentiment,  which  has  at  least  as  much  pride  as 
virtue  in  it ;  but  I  cannot  alter  the  nature  of  man.  The  fact  is 
so ;  and  these  people  of  the  southern  colonies  are  much  more 
strongly,  and  with  a  higher  and  more  stubborn  spirit,  attached 
to  liberty,  than  those  to  the  northward.  Such  were  all  the 
ancient  commonwealths ;  such  were  our  Gothic  ancestors  ;  such 
in  our  days  were  the  Poles  ;  and  such  will  be  all  masters  of 
slaves,  who  are  not  slaves  themselves.  In  such  a  people,  the 
haughtiness  of  domination  combines  with  the  spirit  of  freedom, 
fortifies  it,  and  renders  it  invincible. 

Permit  me,  sir,  to  add  another  circumstance  in  our  colonies, 
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which  contributes  no  mean  part  towards  the  growth  and  effect 
of  this  untractable  spirit.  I  mean  their  education.  In  no 
country,  perhaps,  in  the  world  is  the  law  so  general  a  study. 
The  profession  itself  is  numerous  and  powerful ;  and  in  most 
provinces  it  takes  the  lead.  The  greater  number  of  the  deputies 
sent  to  the  congress  were  lawyers.  But  all  who  read,  and  most- 
do  read,  endeavor  to  obtain  some  smattering  in  that  science. 
I  have  been  told  by  an  eminent  bookseller  that  in  no  branch  of 
his  business,  after  tracts  of  popular  devotion,  were  so  many 
books  as  those  on  the  law  exported  to  the  plantations.  The 
colonists  have  now  fallen  into  the  way  of  printing  them  for 
their  own  use.  I  hear  that  they  have  sold  nearly  as  many  of 
Blackstone’s  Commentaries  in  America  as  in  England.  Gen¬ 
eral  Gage  marks  out  this  disposition  very  particularly  in  a 
letter  on  your  table.  He  states  that  all  the  people  in  his  gov¬ 
ernment  are  lawyers,  or  smatterers  in  law ;  and  that  in  Boston 
they  have  been  enabled,  by  successful  chicane,  wholly  to  evade 
many  parts  of  one  of  your  capital  penal  constitutions.  The 
smartness  of  debate  will  say  that  this  knowledge  ought  to 
teach  them  more  clearly  the  rights  of  the  legislature,  their 
obligations  to  obedience,  and  the  penalties  of  rebellion.  All 
this  is  mighty  well.  But  my  honorable  and  learned  friend  on 
the  floor,  who  condescends  to  mark  what  I  say  for  animad¬ 
version,  will  disdain  that  ground.  He  has  heard,  as  well  as  I, 
that  when  great  honors  and  great  emoluments  do  not  win  over 
this  knowledge  to  the  service  of  the  state,  it  is  a  formidable 
adversary  to  government.  If  the  spirit  be  not  tamed  and 
broken  by  these  happy  methods,  it  is  stubborn  and  litigious. 
Abeunt  studia  in  mores.  This  study  renders  men  acute,  in¬ 
quisitive,  dexterous,  prompt  in  attack,  ready  in  defense,  full 
of  resources.  In  other  countries,  the  people,  more  simple,  and 
of  a  less  mercurial  cast,  judge  of  an  ill  principle  in  government 
only  by  an  actual  grievance ;  here  they  anticipate  the  evil  and 
judge  of  the  pressure  of  the  grievance  by  the  badness  of  the 
principle.  They  augur  misgovernment  at  a  distance,  and  snuff 
the  approach  of  tyranny  in  every  tainted  breeze. 

The  last  cause  of  this  disobedient  spirit  in  the  colonies  is 
hardly  less  powerful  than  the  rest,  as  it  is  not  merely  moral, 
but  laid  deep  in  the  natural  constitution  of  things.  Three 
thousand  miles  of  ocean  lie  between  you  and  them.  No  con¬ 
trivance  can  prevent  the  effect  of  this  distance  in  weakening 
government.  Seas  roll,  and  months  pass,  between  the  order 
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and  the  execution ;  and  the  want  of  a  speedy  explanation  of 
a  single  point  is  enough  to  defeat  a  whole  system.  You  have, 
indeed,  winged  ministers  of  vengeance,  who  carry  your  bolts  in 
their  pounces  to  the  remotest  verge  of  the  sea.  But  there  a 
power  steps  in,  that  limits  the  arrogance  of  raging  passions 
and  furious  elements,  and  says,  “  So  far  shalt  thou  go,  and  no 
farther.”  Who  are  you,  that  should  fret  and  rage,  and  bite 
the  chains  of  nature?  —  Nothing  worse  happens  to  you  than 
does  to  all  nations  who  have  extensive  empire ;  and  it  happens 
in  all  the  forms  into  which  empire  can  be  thrown.  In  large 
bodies,  the  circulation  of  power  must  be  less  vigorous  at  the 
extremities.  Nature  has  said  it.  The  Turk  cannot  govern 
Egypt,  and  Arabia,  and  Curdistan,  as  he  governs  Thrace ;  nor 
has  he  the  same  dominion  in  Crimea  and  Algiers,  which  he  has 
at  Brusa  and  Smyrna.  Despotism  itself  is  obliged  to  truck 
and  huckster.  The  Sultan  gets  such  obedience  as  he  can.  He 
governs  with  a  loose  rein,  that  he  may  govern  at  all ;  and  the 
whole  of  the  force  and  vigor  of  his  authority  in  his  center  is 
derived  from  a  prudent  relaxation  in  all  his  borders.  Spain, 
in  her  provinces,  is,  perhaps,  not  so  well  obeyed  as  you  in 
yours.  She  complies  too ;  she  submits ;  she  watches  times. 
This  is  the  immutable  condition,  the  eternal  law,  of  extensive 
and  detached  empire. 

Then,  sir,  from  these  six  capital  sources :  of  descent ;  of 
form  of  government ;  of  religion  in  the  northern  provinces  ;  of 
manners  in  the  southern ;  of  education ;  of  the  remoteness 
of  situation  from  the  first  mover  of  government ;  from  all  these 
causes  a  fierce  spirit  of  liberty  has  grown  up.  It  has  grown 
with  the  growth  of  the  people  in  your  colonies,  and  increased 
with  the  increase  of  their  wealth ;  a  spirit  that  unhappily 
meeting  with  an  exercise  of  power  in  England,  which,  however 
lawful,  is  not  reconcilable  to  any  ideas  of  liberty,  much  less 
with  theirs,  has  kindled  this  flame  that  is  ready  to  consume  us. 
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ADDRESS  OF  PATRICK  HENRY  BEFORE  THE  CON¬ 
VENTION  OF  DELEGATES,  MARCH  28,  1775. 

[Patrick  IIekry,  American  statesman  and  orator,  was  born  at  Studley, 
Hanover  County,  Va.,  May  29,  1736.  Having  failed  utterly  in  farming  and 
trade,  he  became  a  lawyer,  and  first  brought  himself  into  notice  by  his  pleading 
in  a  case  respecting  the  legal  income  of  the  clergy.  He  vigorously  opposed  the 
Stamp  Act  in  the  Virginia  House  of  Burgesses  (1766),  and  in  the  Continental 
Congress  (1774)  opened  the  proceedings  with  a  speech  in  which  he  declared  “  I 
am  not  a  Virginian,  but  an  American.”  He  was  several  times  governor  of  his 
native  State,  retired  into  private  life  in  1791,  and  died  at  Red  Hill,  Charlotte 
County,  Va. ,  June  6,  1799.] 

Mr.  President, — No  man  thinks  more  highly  than  I  do  of 
the  patriotism,  as  well  as  abilities,  of  the  very  worthy  gentlemen 
who  have  just  addressed  the  House.  But  different  men  often 
see  the  same  subject  in  different  lights ;  and,  therefore,  I  hope 
that  it  will  not  be  thought  disrespectful  to  those  gentlemen  if, 
entertaining  as  I  do,  opinions  of  a  character  very  opposite  to 
theirs,  I  shall  speak  forth  my  sentiments  freely  and  without 
reserve.  This  is  no  time  for  ceremony.  The  question  before 
the  House  is  one  of  awful  moment  to  this  country.  For  my 
own  part  I  consider  it  as  nothing  less  than  a  question  of  free¬ 
dom  or  slavery  ;  and  in  proportion  to  the  magnitude  of  the  sub¬ 
ject  ought  to  be  the  freedom  of  the  debate.  It  is  only  in  this 
way  that  we  can  hope  to  arrive  at  truth,  and  fulfill  the  great 
responsibility  which  we  hold  to  God  and  our  country.  Should 
I  keep  back  my  opinions  at  such  a  time,  through  fear  of  giving 
offense,  I  should  consider  myself  as  guilty  of  treason  toward 
my  country,  and  of  an  act  of  disloyalty  toward  the  majesty  of 
heaven,  which  I  revere  above  all  earthly  kings. 

Mr.  President,  it  is  natural  to  man  to  indulge  in  the  illusions 
of  hope.  We  are  apt  to  shut  our  eyes  against  a  painful  truth, 
and  listen  to  the  song  of  that  siren,  till  she  transforms  us  into 
beasts.  Is  this  the  part  of  wise  men,  engaged  in  a  great  and 
arduous  struggle  for  liberty?  Are  we  disposed  to  be  of  the 
number  of  those  who,  having  eyes,  see  not,  and  having  ears, 
hear  not,  the  things  which  so  nearly  concern  their  temporal 
salvation  ?  For  my  part,  -whatever  anguish  of  spirit  it  may 
cost,  I  am  willing  to  know  the  whole  truth ;  to  know  the  worst 
and  to  provide  for  it. 

I  have  but  one  lamp  by  which  my  feet  are  guided;  and  that 
is  the  lamp  of  experience.  I  know  of  no  way  of  judging  of  the 
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future  but  by  the  past.  And  judging  by  the  past,  I  wish  to 
know  what  there  has  been  in  the  conduct  of  the  British  minis¬ 
try  for  the  last  ten  years  to  justify  those  hopes  with  which 
gentlemen  have  been  pleased  to  solace  themselves  and  the 
House  ?  Is  it  that  insidious  smile  with  which  our  petition  has 
been  lately  received?  Trust  it  not,  sir  ;  it  will  prove  a  snare 
to  your  feet.  Suffer  not  yourselves  to  be  betrayed  with  a  kiss. 
Ask  yourselves  how  this  gracious  reception  of  our  petition  com¬ 
ports  with  these  warlike  preparations  which  cover  our  waters 
and  darken  our  land.  Are  fleets  and  armies  necessary  to  a 
work  of  love  and  reconciliation  ?  Have  we  shown  ourselves  so 
unwilling  to  be  reconciled  that  force  must  be  calied  in  to  win 
back  our  love  ?  Let  us  not  deceive  ourselves,  sir.  These  are 
the  implements  of  war  and  subjugation ;  the  last  arguments  to 
which  kings  resort.  I  ask  gentlemen,  sir,  what  means  this 
martial  array,  if  its  purpose  be  not  to  force  us  to  submission  ? 
Can  gentlemen  assign  any  other  possible  motive  for  it?  Has 
Great  Britain  any  enemy,  in  this  quarter  of  the  world,  to  call 
for  all  this  accumulation  of  navies  and  armies?  No,  sir,  she 
has  none.  They  are  meant  for  us ;  they  can  be  meant  for  no 
other.  They  are  sent  over  to  bind  and  rivet  upon  us  those 
chains  which  the  British  ministry  have  been  so  long  forging. 
And  what  have  we  to  oppose  to  them  ?  Shall  we  try  argument  ? 
Sir,  we  have  been  trying  that  for  the  last  ten  years.  Have  we 
anything  new  to  offer  on  the  subject?  Nothing.  We  have 
held  the  subject  up  in  every  light  of  which  it  is  capable ;  but  it 
has  been  all  in  vain.  Shall  we  resort  to  entreaty  and  humble 
supplication  ?  What  terms  shall  we  find  which  have  not  been 
already  exhausted  ?  Let  us  not,  I  beseech  you,  sir,  deceive  our¬ 
selves  longer.  Sir,  we  have  done  everything  that  could  be 
done  to  avert  the  storm  which  is  now  coming  on.  We  have 
petitioned  ;  we  have  remonstrated  ;  we  have  supplicated  ;  we 
have  prostrated  ourselves  before  the  throne,  and  have  implored 
its  interposition  to  arrest  the  tyrannical  hands  of  the  ministry 
and  parliament.  Our  petitions  have  been  slighted  ;  our  remon¬ 
strances  have  produced  additional  violence  and  insult ;  our  sup¬ 
plications  have  been  disregarded ;  and  we  have  been  spurned 
with  contempt,  from  the  foot  of  the  throne.  In  vain,  after 
these  things,  may  we  indulge  the  fond  hope  of  peace  and  recon¬ 
ciliation.  There  is  no  longer  any  room  for  hope.  If  we  wish 
to  be  free  —  if  we  mean  to  preserve  inviolate  those  inestimable 
privileges  for  which  we  have  been  so  long  contending  —  if  we 
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mean  not  basely  to  abandon  the  noble  struggle  in  which  we  have 
been  so  long  engaged,  and  which  we  have  pledged  ourselves 
never  to  abandon,  until  the  glorious  object  of  our  contest  shall 
be  obtained,  we  must  fight !  I  repeat  it,  sir,  we  must  fight !  An 
appeal  to  arms  and  to  the  God  of  Hosts  is  all  that  is  left  us  ! 

They  tell  us,  sir,  that  we  are  weak  ;  unable  to  cope  with 
so  formidable  an  adversary.  But  when  shall  we  be  stronger? 
Will  it  be  the  next  week,  or  the  next  year  ?  Will  it  be  when 
we  are  totally  disarmed,  and  when  a  British  guard  shall  be  sta¬ 
tioned  in  every  house  ?  Shall  we  gather  strength  by  irresolu¬ 
tion  and  inaction  ?  Shall  we  acquire  the  means  of  effectual 
resistance  by  lying  supinely  on  our  backs,  and  hugging  the 
delusive  phantom  of  hope,  until  our  enemies  shall  have  bound 
us  hand  and  foot  ?  Sir,  we  are  not  weak,  if  we  make  a  proper 
use  of  the  means  which  the  God  of  nature  hath  placed  in  our 
power.  Three  millions  of  people,  armed  in  the  holy  cause  of 
liberty,  and  in  such  a  country  as  that  which  we  possess,  are 
invincible  by  any  force  which  our  enemy  can  send  against  us. 
Besides,  sir,  we  shall  not  fight  our  battles  alone.  There  is  a 
just  God  who  presides  over  the  destinies  of  nations,  and  who 
will  raise  up  friends  to  fight  our  battles  for  us.  The  battle, 
sir,  is  not  to  the  strong  alone ;  it  is  to  the  vigilant,  the  active, 
the  brave.  Besides,  sir,  we  have  no  election.  If  we  were  base 
enough  to  desire  it,  it  is  now  too  late  to  retire  from  the  contest. 
There  is  no  retreat,  but  in  submission  and  slavery  !  Our  chains 
are  forged  !  Their  clanking  may  be  heard  on  the  plains  of 
Boston  !  The  war  is  inevitable  —  and  let  it  come  !  I  repeat 
it,  sir,  let  it  come  ! 

It  is  in  vain,  sir,  to  extenuate  the  matter.  Gentlemen  may 
cry  peace,  peace  —  but  there  is  no  peace.  The  war  is  actually 
begun !  The  next  gale  that  sweeps  from  the  north  will  bring 
to  our  ears  the  clash  of  resounding  arms !  Our  brethren  are 
already  in  the  field !  Why  stand  we  here  idle  ?  What  is  it 
that  gentlemen  wish?  What  would  they  have?  Is  life  so  dear, 
or  peace  so  sweet,  as  to  be  purchased  at  the  price  of  chains  and 
slavery  ?  Forbid  it,  Almighty  God  !  I  know  not  what  course 
others  may  take  ;  but  as  for  me,  give  me  liberty,  or  give  me 
death  1 
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(From  “  The  Green  Mountain  Boys.”) 

[Daniel  Pierce  Thompson,  an  American  novelist,  was  born  in  Charlestown, 
Mass.,  October  1,  1796  ;  died  in  Montpelier,  Vt.,  June  6,  1868.  He  graduated  at 
Middlebury  College  (1820),  was  admitted  to  the  bar  (1823),  and  held  several 
high  legal  offices.  In  1863  he  was  Secretary  of  State.  His  novels  and  short 
stories,  chiefly  illustrative  of  Vermont  life  and  Revolutionary  history,  include: 
“  The  Green  Mountain  Boys,”  “  Locke  Amsden,”  “  The  Rangers,”  “  Tales  of  the 
Green  Mountains,”  “  Gaut  Gurley,”  “Centeola,”  and  other  tales.] 

“  Officers  and  soldiers !  ”  [he  shouted,  leaping  on  his 
horse,]  “  prepare  to  march  !  Ethan  Allen  still  commands  you. 
Peace  is  in  the  camp,  the  Lord  on  our  side,  and  victory  before 
us  I  Forward,  march  !  ” 

Three  loud  and  lively  cheers  told  the  satisfaction  of  the  men 
at  this  double  announcement  ;  and  in  another  moment,  the 
whole  corps,  wheeling  off  to  the  brisk  and  stining  notes  of 
shrieking  fife  and  rattling  drum,  were  sweeping  down  the  road 
in  full  march  toward  the  object  of  their  destination. 

The  route  of  the  troops  was  along  the  military  road  which, 
in  the  French  war  of  1759,  had  been  opened  from  Charleston  on 
Connecticut  River,  across  the  Green  Mountains,  to  Lake  Cham¬ 
plain,  by  a  New  Hampshire  regiment  acting  under  the  orders 
of  General  Amherst.  This  road,  leading  directly  through 
Castleton  and  taking  a  northerly  direction,  branched  off  within 
a  few  miles  of  the  lake,  one  fork  running  down  to  the  shore 
opposite  to  Ticonderoga  and  the  other  proceeding  onward  to 
Crown  Point.  Although  this,  at  the  period,  was  perhaps  the 
best  road  in  the  settlement,  still  it  was  little  more  than  a  roughly 
cut  path  through  the  wilderness,  abounding  at  this  season  with 
deep  sloughs,  fallen  trees,  and  other  obstacles  calculated  to  pre¬ 
vent  much  expedition  in  traveling.  But  such  was  the  spirit  and 
constitutional  vigor  of  the  men  that  a  march  of  four  or  five 
hours  brought  them  over  half  the  distance  from  their  late  ren¬ 
dezvous  to  their  destined  landing  on  the  lake,  the  former  place 
being  about  thirty  miles  from  the  latter.  They  had  now  for 
several  miles  been  passing  through  a  heavy  unbroken  forest, 
and  the  mounted  officers,  riding  a  short  distance  in  advance  of  the 
men,  were  anxiously  looking  forward  for  a  clearing,  or  some 
suitable  place  to  halt  for  a  midday  refreshment. 

“  There,”  said  Allen,  turning  to  his  companions,  as  the  sound 
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of  a  falling  tree  came  booming  through  the  forest  from  a  dis¬ 
tance,  “  did  you  hear  that  ?  We  are  nearly  through  these  end¬ 
less  woods  at  last,  it  seems.” 

“  Is  that  so  clearly  proved  by  the  falling  of  a  tree  ?  ”  asked 
Arnold,  who  was  but  little  of  a  woodsman.  “  Old  trees,  I 
thought,  like  old  men,  often  fell  without  human  agency.” 

“True,  sir,”  rejoined  Allen,  “but  human  agency  brought 
that  tree  to  the  ground  ;  and  it  stood  beside  some  opening,  too, 
or  I  will  agree  to  be  reckoned,  like  the  prophets  of  old,  without 
honor  in  my  own  country.” 

“  Colonel  Allen  is  right,”  observed  Warrington.  “  The  fall¬ 
ing  of  a  green  tree  always  produces  a  dull,  heavy,  lumbering 
sound,  such  as  we  just  heard,  occasioned  by  the  air  it  gathers, 
or,  more  properly  perhaps,  disturbs  in  its  course  ;  while  the 
sound  of  a  dry  tree  in  falling  is  sharper,  and  comes  with  a 
single  jar  to  the  ear.  That  this  tree  stood  near  an  opening  is 
sufficiently  evident  from  the  echoes  that  followed  the  sound, 
which,  in  this  flat  land,  could  only  be  produced  by  the  rever¬ 
berating  woods  wall  of  an  opening.  Yes,  the  colonel  is  cor¬ 
rect  :  I  can  now  hear  the  chopper’s  blows  quite  distinctly.” 

The  falling  of  another  tree  in  the  same  direction  here  inter¬ 
rupted  the  conversation ;  while  the  axman’s  blows,  sounding  in 
the  distance,  and  in  the  tranquil  medium  through  which  they 
were  conveyed  to  the  ear,  like  the  ticking  of  a  clock  in  the 
stillness  of  night,  could  now  plainly  be  heard  by  all.  In  two 
or  three  moments  a  third  tree  came  thundering  to  the  earth. 
Another  and  yet  another  followed  at  equally  brief  intervals  — 
the  noise  attending  each  successive  fall,  as  well  as  that  of  the 
fast  repeating  blows  of  the  chopper,  who  was  causing  such 
destruction  among  the  sturdy  tenants  of  the  forest,  all  growing 
more  loud  and  distinct  as  the  party  approached. 

“  There  must  be  more  than  one  of  them,”  observed  Colonel 
Easton,  “to  level  so  large  trees  at  that  rapid  rate.” 

“No,  sir,”  replied  Warrington;  “the  regular  and  non- 
interfering  sounds  of  those  blows  indicate  but  one  axman. 
You  have  not  witnessed  so  much  of  the  execution  of  which  our 
Green  Mountain  Boys  are  capable  as  I  trust  you  will  within 
twenty-four  hours,  colonel.  At  all  events,  the  fate  of  a  tree 
under  the  sinewy  arms  of  one  of  them  is  very  soon  decided.” 

“  This  fellow,  however,”  remarked  Allen,  “  does  indeed  lay  to 
it  with  a  will.  I  think  he  must  make  a  good  soldier  ;  and  as 
such  he  shall  go  with  us,  if  of  the  right  way  of  thinking,  if  not, 
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as  a  prisoner  ;  for  it  behooves  us  now  to  know  pretty  well  the 
character  of  every  man  who  is  permitted  to  remain  behind.” 

The  party  now  soon  came  in  sight  of  the  man  who  had 
been  the  subject  of  their  conversation.  He  had  made  an  open¬ 
ing  in  the  forest  of  about  two  acres,  which  he  was  rapidly 
enlarging.  Having  just  leveled  one  large  tree,  he  was  now 
bending  his  tall  frame  in  an  attack  upon  another,  a  giant  hem¬ 
lock  standing  near  the  road,  and  had  struck  two  or  three  blows, 
sending  the  blade  of  his  ax  into  the  huge  circumference  up  to 
the  helve  at  every  stroke,  when  the  tramp  of  the  approaching 
party  reached  his  ear,  causing  him  to  suspend  and  look  around 
him. 

“  As  I  live,  it  is  Pete  Jones  !  ”  exclaimed  Warrington,  “just 
beginning  upon  his  new  pitch,  which  he  mentioned  to  us.” 

“  Good  !  ”  said  Allen,  “  I  am  glad  we  have  come  across  the 
droll  devil.  But  we  will  furnish  him  with  business  a  notch 
or  two  above  that  :  the  redcoats  need  leveling  a  cursed  sight 
more  than  the  trees,  at  this  crisis.  If  nothing  more,  he  shall 
lend  us  that  everlasting  long  body  of  his  for  a  ladder  to  scale 
the  walls  of  Old  Ti  !  Jupiter  !  if  Frederick  of  Prussia  had  a 
regiment  of  such  chaps,  how  the  fellow  would  brag  !  Hallo, 
there  !  ”  he  added,  dashing  forward  toward  the  woodsman,  who 
stood  gazing  with  an  expression  of  quizzical  wonder,  now  at  the 
approaching  cavalcade  of  officers  near  by,  and  now  straining 
forward  his  long  neck  to  get  a  view  of  the  lengthened  columns 
of  men,  just  beginning  to  make  their  appearance  in  the  dis¬ 
tance. 

“Well,  hallo  it  is,  then,  colonel,  if  there’s  nothing  better 
to  be  said,”  responded  Jones,  after  waiting  an  instant  to  see 
if  the  other  was  going  to  proceed.  “  But  now  I  think  on’t, 
colonel,  where  did  you  get  so  much  folks?  By  Jehu,  how 
they  string  along  yonder  !  Why,  there’s  more  than  a  hundred 
slew  of  men  coming  !  And  then  what  pokerish-looking  tools 
they’ve  all  got !  Now  I  wonder  if  they  ain’t  a  going  a  visiting 
over  to  Old  Ti,  or  somewheres  ?  ” 

“  I  should  not  be  surprised  if  something  of  that  kind  should 
prove  the  case,”  replied  Allen,  laughing.  “  But  what  are  you 
about,  that  you  have  not  joined  us  in  the  proposed  visit  ?  ” 

“  Why,  I  calculate  to  be  about  this  old  hemlock  till  I  get  it 
down,  colonel.” 

“Nonsense,  you  ninny  1  Why  were  you  not  up  to  Castle- 
ton  last  night  ?  ” 
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“  Now,  don’t  fret,  colonel  —  I  did  think  of  it,  honestly  ;  but 
knowing  you  must  all  come  this  way,  I  thought  I  might  as 
well  be  making  a  small  beginning  here  till  you  got  on.  And 
so  I  put  in  yesterday  a  little,  and  have  now  let  in  heaven’s 
light  on  something  over  two  acres,  I  calculate.  But  if  you  are 
expecting  to  have  pretty  funny  times  of  it  over  there,  I  don’t 
much  care  if  I  —  that  is,  I’ll  think  of  it,  after  I  have  brought 
the  top  of  this  old  hemlock  a  little  lower - ” 

“Your  most  obedient,  Captain  Jones,”  gayly  exclaimed 
Warrington,  now  riding  up. 

“Captain  of  what?”  asked  Jones,  a  little  puzzled  to  know 
whether  he  was  to  receive  this  address  as  a  joke,  and  let  off 
one  of  his  own  in  return,  or  whether  something  serious  was 
intended  by  it  :  “  captain  of  what  ?  —  of  the  surveyor,  that  I 
sent  over  the  York  line  a  day  or  two  ago,  by  a  gentle  touch 
with  my  foot  on  his  northerly  parts  ?  ” 

“No,  seriously,  Jones,”  said  Allen,  “in  organizing  last 
night,  we  deemed  it  best  to  have  a  small  band  of  scouts,  of 
whom  you  were  fairly  voted  in  the  captain,  or  scout  master, 
if  you  like  the  name  better.  No  man  in  the  settlement  can 
go  before  you  in  performing  the  duties  of  this  post.  Will 
you,  without  more  words,  accept  it  and  join  us  ?  ” 

“Can’t  you  let  me  stop  to  cut  this  tree  down  first?  ’T won’t 
take  scarce  a  minute,  colonel.” 

“No,  the  men  are  at  hand.  We  did  think  to  find  a  spot  to 
halt  and  dine  here,  but  as  I  see  neither  place  nor  water,  we 
must  on  till  we  find  them.  How  soon  shall  we  meet  with  such 
a  place  ?  ” 

“  Let  me  see,  as  the  blind  man  said.  Oh  !  there  is  a  cute 
little  beauty  of  a  brook,  with  smooth  banks,  that’s  just  your 
sorts,  not  half  a  mile  ahead.” 

“Fall  in  here  with  the  troops  then.  But  where  is  your 
rifle  ?  ” 

“  Hard  by  there,  under  a  log,”  replied  Pete.  “  I’ll  warrant 
you  never  catch  me  far  separated  from  old  Trusty,  with  a  good 
store  of  bullets  to  go  on  such  errands  as  she  and  I  have  a  mind 
to  send  them.  Well,  old  ax,”  he  added,  in  an  undertone,  as  he 
took  up  the  implement  to  which  he  seemed  addressing  himself, 
and  carried  it  round  to  the  back  side  of  the  tree,  “  the  colonel 
thinks  it  best  that  you  and  I  should  bid  each  other  good-by  for 
a  short  time  ;  and  there  !  you  may  sit  in  that  nook  between 
those  two  roots  till  I  come  back  again. 
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“  So  now  in  the  wars  I  go,  I  go, 

All  for  to  go  a  sodjering. 

Trol,  lol,  lol  de  larly.” 

And  thus,  in  the  prompt  spirit  of  the  times,  and  with  the 
characteristic  sang-froid  of  the  man,  this  jolly  and  fearless 
woodsman,  drawing  out  his  rifle  from  under  an  old  log  and 
cheerily  trolling  the  above-quoted  catch  of  some  homely  old 
song  with  a  chorus  of  his  own  making,  fell  into  the  ranks  of 
the  troops  then  passing,  having  left  his  favorite  ax,  for  which 
he  seemed  to  have  contracted  a  sort  of  fellow-feeling,  standing 
behind  the  tree  on  which  we  found  him  engaged,  where  it  was 
destined  to  remain  unregarded  by  its  owner  during  a  great  part 
of  the  Revolutionary  War  —  and  where,  on  returning,  after 
many  years  of  hardship  and  danger,  spent  in  bravely  battling 
for  his  country’s  freedom,  he  found  it  in  the  same  place  and 
position,  safe  and  uninjured,  except  in  the  thick  coat  of  rust 
that  had  gathered  over  it — -an  incident  of  olden  times  well 
known  as  an  historical  fact  by  many  in  that  section  of  the 
country  where  it  occurred. 

The  spot  described  by  Jones  being  found  and  appropriated, 
the  troops  partook  of  a  dinner  from  the  provisions  of  their 
packs,  after  which  they  were  allowed  an  hour’s  rest,  which 
was  enlivened,  as  they  were  seated  along  the  mossy  banks  of 
the  gurgling  rivulet,  with  song,  tale,  and  jest,  till  the  deep 
recesses  of  the  forest  rang  with  the  sounds  of  their  merriment. 
While  the  officers,  who  were  seated  in  a  group  by  themselves, 
were  consulting  their  watches  and  awaiting  the  moment  set  by 
them  for  resuming  their  march,  a  horseman,  approaching  from 
the  west,  suddenly  rode  up,  dismounted,  and  stood  before  them. 

“Ah,  Phelps  !  ”  exclaimed  Colonel  Allen,  springing  up  and 
shaking  the  newcomer  heartily  by  the  hand.  “Is  it  possible  — 
a  spy  returned  unhung  from  a  British  fort?  Well,  sir,  what 
news  from  the  camp  of  the  Philistines  ?  ” 

“  Almost  everything  we  could  wish,  gentlemen,”  replied 
the  person  addressed,  a  Connecticut  gentleman  of  considerable 
shrewdness  and  address,  who  had  been  dispatched  a  day  or  two 
previous  to  go  over  to  the  fort,  enter  it  on  some  feigned  errand, 
and  gain  the  best  knowledge  of  its  situation  the  circumstances 
would  permit.  “  I  have  been  within  the  fort  —  mostly  over  the 
works  ;  stayed  there  last  night,  and  came  away  unsuspected  this 
morning.” 
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Phelps  then  proceeded  to  give  an  account  of  the  manner  he 
had  effected  his  discoveries  at  the  fort  without  exciting  the 
suspicions  of  the  garrison  relative  to  the  object  of  his  visit ; 
how,  in  the  assumed  character  of  a  green  country  bumpkin,  he 
made  it  his  ostensible  errand  to  see  a  war  cannon,  and  also  the 
strange  man  that  shaved  other  men,  called  a  barber ;  how  the 
soldiers  laughed  at  his  pretended  ignorance,  and  the  officers, 
coming  to  see  the  green  Yankee,  amused  themselves  by  question¬ 
ing  him  and  listening  to  his  replies,  at  which  they  were  amaz¬ 
ingly  tickled,  and  then  ordered  a  twenty-four  pounder  to  be 
bred,  for  the  fun  of  witnessing  the  prodigious  fright  into  which 
the  report  appeared  to  throw  him.  And  finally,  having  induced 
him,  after  many  entreaties,  to  permit  the  barber  to  shave  him, 
how  they  all  stood  by  to  see  the  performance,  laughing  heartily 
at  the  wincing  and  woeful  countenances  he  assumed  and  the 
fears  he  pretended  of  having  his  throat  cut. 

After  finishing  his  diverting  description  of  this  part  of  his 
adventures,  he  detailed  with  great  accuracy  the  situation  of  the 
fortress,  the  names  and  grades  of  the  officers,  and  the  number  of 
the  garrison. 

“  But,  gentlemen,”  said  he,  in  conclusion,  “  there  is  one  ques¬ 
tion  which  I  will  no  longer  delay  to  ask  you.  Have  you  made 
provision  for  boats  to  transport  the  troops  across  the  lake  ? 
There  is  not  a  single  craft  larger  than  a  skiff  oil  this  side,  just 
now,  within  ten  miles  of  the  fort.” 

“God  forgive  me  the  oversight !  ”  exclaimed  Allen.  “We 
must  instantly  set  measures  on  foot  for  repairing  it.  Douglass 
—  Lieutenant  Douglass,  step  forward  here  a  moment!  What 
boats  are  there  this  side  the  lake  to  the  north  of  this  ?  ” 

“  An  excellent  scow  for  our  purpose  is  owned  by  the  Smiths, 
a  few  miles  this  side  of  Crown  Point,”  replied  the  blue-eyed  and 
broad-shouldered  descendant  of  his  Caledonian  namesakes,  step¬ 
ping  promptly  forward  and  comprehending  at  a  glance  the  emer¬ 
gency  that  produced  the  question. 

“  The  Smiths  ?  Good  !  They  are  with  us,  too,  in  heart,  and 
should  be  also  in  person,”  rejoined  the  colonel.  “Well,  their 
scow  we  must  have  at  all  events.  And  you,  Douglass,  are  the 
very  man  to  go  and  get  it.  Will  you  do  it? ” 

“I  am  the  very  man  who  is  willing  to  try,  Colonel  Allen,” 
answered  the  other. 

“  And  can  you  reach  the  landing  against  Ti  with  it  by  nine 
o’clock  this  evening  ?  ” 
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“  Hardly,  I  fear.  It  is  nearly  a  dozen  miles.  But  I’ll  do 
my  best,  colonel.” 

“  Go,  then,  as  if  the  devil  kicked  you  on  end.  The  salvation 
of  our  project  may  depend  upon  your  getting  back  in  season. 
But  stay  !  We  must  have  more  boats  than  one.  To  the  south 
I  know  of  none.  Perhaps  you  may  meet  with  some  going  up 
or  down  the  lake  which  might  be  pressed  into  the  service ;  or, 
as  the  last  resort,  one  might  possibly  be  got  away  from  Crown 
Point  without  a  discovery  which  would  endanger  us.  Another 
man,  however,  will  be  wanted  for  any  of  these  purposes,  besides 
the  oarsmen  you  will  pick  up  on  your  way.  And — -Jones! 
this  way  !  Have  you  heard  what  we  are  at  ?  Very  well.  You 
are  just  the  chap  to  go  on  this  haphazard  errand.  What  say 
you?  Can  you  bring  anything  to  pass  if  we  send  you  ?  ” 

“Why,  I  can’t  exactly  say,  colonel,”  replied  Jones,  placing 
his  feet  astride  and  looking  up  with  one  eye  queerly  cocked  on 
his  interrogator,  while  the  other  was  tightly  closed.  “  I  ain’t 
so  much  of  a  waterfowl  as  some  ;  but  perhaps  I  mought  make 
fetch  come  a  little.” 

“  Pack  up,  then,  and  be  off  with  Douglass  in  two  minutes  ; 
and  remember,  both  of  you,  if  you  fail  us - ” 

“  Then  what?  ”  asked  Jones,  suddenly  stopping  and  looking 
back.  “  I  don’t  calculate  to  be  overparticular,  colonel,  but  if 
it  wouldn’t  be  too  much  trouble  I  should  like  to  know  that 
before  we  start.” 

“  You  shall  be  doomed  to  sit  forty  days  and  nights  in  sack¬ 
cloth  and  ashes,”  humorously  said  Allen. 

“  By  Jonah  !  ”  exclaimed  Pete,  “the  boats  shall  be  there  by 
the  time,  colonel !  ” 

Stripping  off  their  coats  to  fit  them  for  a  rapid  march,  these 
athletic  and  resolute  woodsmen  now  seized  their  rifles,  took  a 
glance  at  the  sun  for  a  hasty  calculation  of  the  bearing  of  the 
course  to  be  taken  to  lead  them  to  their  proposed  destination, 
and,  plunging  into  the  woods,  were  soon  lost  to  the  sight  of 
their  companions.  A  small  guard  was  then  sent  on  in  advance, 
with  orders  to  pick  up  and  detain  every  man  on  the  road  not  in 
the  secret  of  the  expedition.  Scouts,  to  range  the  woods  on  the 
right  and  left,  were  also  dispatched  for  the  same  purpose  ;  after 
which  the  main  body  of  the  forces  quietly  resumed  their  march 
for  the  lake.  .  .  . 

[Jones]  departed  and  joined  his  two  newly  enlisted  asso¬ 
ciates,  who  were  impatiently  awaiting  his  coming  in  the  ad¬ 
joining  field.  It  being  now  sufficiently  dusk  to  prevent  all 
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observation  from  tbe  opposite  garrison,  they  proceeded  imme¬ 
diately  to  the  landing,  which  they  found  guarded  by  two  Green 
Mountain  Boys,  who,  making  fishing  their  ostensible  business, 
had  in  pursuance  of  the  arrangement  before  mentioned  closely 
watched  the  place  during  the  two  preceding  days.  Here  also 
they  met  Neshobee,  who  had  just  returned  in  a  skiff  from 
Major  Skene’s  scow,  in  possession,  as  before  intimated,  of  a 
stout  negro,  who,  with  two  low,  sottish  fellows  under  his  com¬ 
mand,  having  spent  that  day  at  the  fort  to  take  in  some  loading 
and  visit  the  soldiers  previous  to  starting  for  home,  as  they 
intended  to  do  the  next  morning,  had  come  over  just  at  night 
and  taken  a  fishing  station  near  the  landing.  Jones  and  his 
companions  hesitated  not  to  open  their  project  of  obtaining  this 
boat  to  Neshobee,  who  very  cheerfully  agreed  to  cooperate  with 
them  in  duping  the  negro,  and  to  assist  in  rowing  the  boat  up 
to  the  landing  where  they  were  to  be  met  by  Allen’s  forces. 
The  boat  was  lying  about  a  dozen  rods  from  the  shore  ;  and 
Black  Jack,  as  he  was  called,  and  his  men,  having  pulled  up 
their  anchor,  were  now  on  the  point  of  putting  back  for  the 
fort,  when  the  party  on  shore,  their  plan  of  operations  being  all 
arranged,  hailed  the  black  commander  and  desired  him  to  haul 
up  to  the  landing. 

“  Who  the  debil  you,  who  want  me  do  all  dat  for  notting  ?  ” 
replied  Jack,  in  a  swaggering,  consequential  tone. 

“Oh,  pull  up  to  the  shore,”  said  Wilcox;  “there  are  three 
or  four  of  us  here  who  are  wishing  to  make  a  bargain  with 
you.” 

“  Bargain,  hey?  you  shackaroons,  you  !  You  tink  for  play 
some  deblish  trick,  don’t  you?  Guess  you  find  out  you  no 
catch  weasel  sleep  so  easy  as  all  dat  come  to !  ”  responded  the 
negro,  chuckling  at  his  own  wit  and  sagacity. 

“  No,  now,  honestly,  Captain  Jack,”  rejoined  the  first  speaker, 
“  we  want  to  go  to  Shoreham  landing  to-night,  to  be  ready  to 
join  a  wolf  hunt  which  they  are  going  to  start  there  early  to¬ 
morrow  morning.” 

“  Gosh  all  firelock  !  ”  exclaimed  the  black,  whose  opinion 
of  his  own  importance  was  greatly  raised  by  being  addressed 
as  captain  :  “  you  tink  I  row  my  boat  all  de  way  op  dar  in  de 
dark  jest  for  commodate  you?  No  !  see  you  all  dam  fus  !  ” 

“Now  you  are  too  bad,  captain;  but  you  won’t  damn  our 
jug  of  old  Jamaica,  that  we  intended  to  offer  you  for  carrying 
us  up  there,  will  you  ?  ”  said  the  other,  taking  a  jug  from  under 
his  coat  and  swinging  it  over  his  head,  so  that  the  black,  whose 
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taste  for  liquor  was  well  known  to  the  young  men,  might  catch 
a  view  of  it  in  the  twilight. 

“Wliat  you  say  dere  ?  ”  eagerly  said  Jack,  stretching  for¬ 
ward  his  neck  to  see  and  make  sure  of  the  existence  of  the 
tempting  implement. 

“We  say,”  replied  the  former,  “that  here  is  a  gallon  of  as 
good  rum  as  ever  run  down  your  throat,  which  is  at  your  service 
if  you  will  close  the  bargain.  Come,  give  us  your  answer,  for 
if  we  can’t  make  a  trade  with  you,  we  must  be  off  for  a  boat 
somewhere  else.  What  say  you?  —  and  mind  ye,  we  will  lend 
you  a  stiff  hand  at  the  oars  to  boot.” 

“You  help  row  de  boat,  you  say?”  answered  Jack,  in  an 
altered  and  yielding  tone.  “  Why  de  debil  you  no  say  so  fore  ? 
Dat  be  a  case  dat  alter  de  circumstance.  You  werry  much  to 
blame,  gemmen,  dat  you  no  mention  so  portant  a  difference  in 
fus  place,”  added  the  negro,  while  he  and  his  men  headed  round 
the  boat,  and  handled  the  oars  with  such  effect  that  nearly  the 
next  moment  she  was  lying  at  the  landing. 

Within  five  minutes  from  this  time,  the  magic  jug,  which 
had  effected  such  a  wonderful  change  in  the  aspect  of  affairs, 
having  been  well  tested  in  the  mean  while  by  Jack  and  his 
associates,  all  hands  were  stripped  and  bending  to  the  oars  of 
the  old  scow,  which,  under  the  forceful  strokes  of  Jones  and 
his  party,  aided  by  the  rum  power  of  Jack’s  two  besotted  boat¬ 
men,  was  surging  through  the  waters  toward  the  south  as  fast 
as  their  united  strength  would  drive  her. 

They  were  soon  met,  however,  by  puffs  of  south  wind, 
against  which  they  found  it  possible  to  make  but  a  very  slow 
headway.  And  it  was  not  till  considerably  past  midnight  that 
they  came  to  the  last  reach  and  hove  in  sight  of  the  destined 
landing.  But  here,  overhauling  Douglass  with  the  other  scow, 
and  the  party  he  had  enlisted  to  help  man  it,  both  boats,  with 
renewed  efforts  of  rival  speed,  pushed  forward  for  the  appointed 
shore. 

“  Boat  ahoy  !  ”  called  out  Allen  from  the  landing,  where, 
as  the  boats  neared  the  place,  his  huge  towerlike  form,  rising 
in  bold  relief  over  the  stationary  group  of  officers  around  him, 
could  now  plainly  be  discerned  by  the  approaching  crews :  “  boat 
ahoy  !  who  comes  there  ?  ” 

“  Douglass  and  friends,  in  this,”  was  the  reply  from  the  first 
boat,  coming  in  about  its  length  in  advance  of  the  other. 

“  And  who  in  the  next  ?  ”  asked  Allen. 


ETHAN  ALLEN  AND  TICONDEROGA. 


3-17 


“Jones  and  a  thundercloud!  ”  responded  the  well-known 
voice  of  the  jolly  woodsman.  “Now  you  needn't  think  I  am 
fibbing,  colonel ;  for  you  will  see  it  lighten  when  we  get 
ashore.” 

“  All  is  well,  then,”  said  Allen,  without  heeding  the  remarks 
of  Jones  further  than  his  announcement  of  himself  with  a  boat, 
“  all  is  well,  and  glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  that  you  have  got 
here  at  last  I  I  thought  you  would  have  never  come.  Why, 
it  has  been  an  age  since  dark  !  Some  old  sun-stopping  Joshua 
must  be  fighting  on  the  other  side  of  the  earth,  or  I  swear  it 
would  have  been  daylight  long  ago  !  ” 

By  this  time  the  first  boat  had  struck  the  shore,  and  the 
crew,  leaping  out,  were  all  readily  recognized  by  the  leader, 
who  then  turned  to  the  other  boat,  at  that  instant  driving  up 
with  the  astonished  and  frightened  negro  (now  for  the  first 
time  mistrusting  a  trick)  gibbering  and  sputtering  aloud  :  — 

“  What  de  hell  all  dis  ?  —  who  all  dese  ?  what  pretty  dam 
scrape  you  got  me  into  here,  you  shackaroon  debils,  you  ?  ” 

“  What  in  the  name  of  all  that  is  black  and  red  have  you 
got  here,  Jones?”  cried  Allen,  in  surprise,  stepping  up  and 
peering  into  the  boat  on  hearing  Jack’s  exclamations. 

“  Why,  just  what  I  told  you,  colonel.  Here  !  don’t  you  see 
it  lighten,  now?”  said  Pete,  pointing  to  the  negro’s  eyes,  which, 
glaring  wide  with  fear  and  astonishment  at  what  he  saw  and 
heard,  glimmered  like  fire  bugs  in  the  dark.  “  But  the  English 
of  it  is,  colonel,  that  we  came  across  Major  Skene’s  scow  com¬ 
manded  by  Captain  Darky,  with  his  two  oarsmen  here,  who  for 
a  gallon  of  rum  were  kind  enough  to  bring  us  along  to  join  the 
hunting  match  at  Shoreham,  where  we  have  now  arrived,  safe 
and  sound,”  he  continued,  turning  to  the  black  ;  “  so  now,  Cap¬ 
tain  Jack,  you  have  fulfilled  your  bargain  with  us;  and  we 
have  nothing  more  to  say,  so  far  as  we  are  concerned.  If  these 
rough-looking  chaps  here  want  to  employ  you  further,  they  will 
let  you  know  it,  likely.” 

“Jones,  you  deserve  a  pension  for  life  I  ”  exclaimed  Allen, 
comprehending  the  whole  affair  in  an  instant.  “You  and  your 
friends  here  have  killed  more  birds  with  one  stone  than  you 
dreamed  of  yourselves,  perhaps.  But  we  have  not  a  moment 
to  lose,  so  leap  out,  my  lads.  And  as  to  Major  Skene’s  boat,  it 
is  my  lawful  prize  ;  and  Major  Skene’s  negro,  and  Major  Skene’s 
negro  understrappers  here,  are  all  my  prisoners !  ” 

“  Oh,  no,  totally  unpossible  to  stop,  gemmen !  ”  said  Jack, 
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in  a  good-lord,  good-devil  sort  of  tone,  being  doubtful  whether 
they  really  intended  to  make  him  prisoner  or  engage  him  and 
his  boat  to  carry  them  to  some  other  place.  “  I  have  provision 
for  de  major’s  family  aboard.  Dey  all  out  ob  supply  for  dere 
necessity.  Quite  unpossible,  gemmen.” 

“We  will  take  care  of  the  provisions.  So  out  with  you  in 
no  time,  you  black  Satan !  ”  said  Allen,  impatiently. 

“  Oh,  it  be  out  ob  all  question  I  stop !  ”  persisted  the  negro, 
with  increasing  alarm;  “I  have  odder  portant  business  —  I  have 
letter  from  de  young  leddy  at  Captain  Hendee’s  to  de  young 
leddy  ob  Colonel  Reed  at  de  major’s  dat  I  oblige  for  deliver 
early  in  the  morning.” 

“We  will  undertake  the  delivery  of  the  letter,”  said  Selden 
and  Warrington  simultaneously. 

“  Tumble  them  out,  boys !  ”  sternly  exclaimed  Allen. 

“  Oh,  lordy,  I  den  be  ruin !  totally,  foreber  ruin !  ”  groaned 
the  distressed  and  frightened  black,  as  the  men  seized  him  and 
his  two  drunken  associates,  and  led  them  to  the  rear  to  be  put 
under  guard. 

The  boats  were  now  instantly  headed  round,  the  oars  muf¬ 
fled,  careful  oarsmen  selected  and  placed  in  their  seats  ;  when, 
after  each  boat  had  been  filled  with  as  many  troops  as  their 
respective  burthens  would  safely  permit,  they  pushed  off  from 
the  shore,  preceded  a  short  hailing  distance  by  a  skiff  occupied 
by  Allen  and  Arnold,  with  Phelps  to  pilot  them  to  their  con¬ 
templated  landing  on  the  opposite  shore.  The  wind  had  some 
time  since  died  wholly  away ;  and  the  elements  were  now 
all  hushed,  as  if  in  the  slumbers  of  death;  while  the  deeply 
freighted  crafts  glided  slowly  on,  impelled  by  the  light  dip  of 
the  feathery  oars  which,  in  the  hands  of  the  experienced  and 
careful  men  who  plied  them,  unitedly  rose  and  fell  as  noiseless 
as  the  feet  of  fairies  on  beds  of  flowers.  At  length  the  dark, 
massy  walls  of  the  fortress,  looming  up  and  marking  their 
broad  outlines  against  the  western  sky,  became  discernible  to 
the  men.  And  yet,  as  they  drew  near  these  frowning  walls, 
pierced  by  a  hundred  cannon,  over  which,  for  aught  they  knew, 
the  lighted  matches  were  suspended,  awaiting  but  the  signal  to 
send  their  iron  showers  of  death  to  every  man  of  their  devoted 
band,  no  misgivings,  no  weak  relentings,  came  over  them ;  but 
at  a  moment  like  this,  and  that  which  followed  at  the  onset,  — 
moments  furnishing,  perhaps,  a  more  undoubted  test  of  courage 
than  those  of  the  half-frantic,  half -mechanical  charges  of  the 
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disciplined  legions  of  Napoleon  at  the  later  fields  of  Austerlitz 
and  Marengo,  —  at  a  moment  like  this,  we  say,  their  stout 
hearts,  nothing  daunted  at  the  dangers  before  them,  beat  high 
and  proudly  at  the  thought  of  the  coming  encounter,  and  with 
stern  determination  gleaming  in  every  eye,  and  with  the  low, 
whispered  words  of  impatience  for  the  moment  of  action  to 
arrive,  they  moved  steadily  on  to  the  daring  purpose. 

Passing  down  obliquely  by  the  works,  they  landed  some 
distance  to  the  north  of  them.  The  instant  they  touched  the 
shore  the  troops  leaped  on  the  banks ;  and  scarcely  had  the 
last  foot  been  lifted  from  the  boats  before  they  were  backed, 
wheeled,  and  on  their  return  for  another  load,  leaving  those  on 
shore  to  await  in  silence  the  arrival  of  a  reinforcement  from 
their  companions  left  behind,  before  marching  to  the  onset. 
Those  companions,  however,  were  not  destined  to  share  in  the 
glory  of  this  splendid  achievement  of  the  eighty  Green  Moun¬ 
tain  Boys  who  had  landed ;  for  in  a  few  moments,  to  the  dis¬ 
may  of  Allen,  the  faint  suffusions  of  dawning  day  became 
visible  in  the  east.  Cursing  the  luck  which  had  caused  such 
delays,  and  chafing  like  a  chained  lion  held  back  from  his  prey, 
that  impetuous  leader  for  a  few  moments  rapidly  paced  the 
shore  before  his  men  in  an  agony  of  impatience  —  now  casting 
an  eager  look  at  the  fort,  still  silent  and  undisturbed,  now 
straining  his  vision  after  the  receding  boats,  which,  to  him, 
seemed  to  move  like  snails  across  the  waters,  and  now  throw¬ 
ing  an  uneasy  glance  at  the  reddening  east,  whose  twilight 
glow,  growing  broader  and  brighter  every  instant,  plainly  told 
him  that  before  another  detachment  of  troops  could  arrive  his 
forces  would  be  discovered,  and  the  enterprise,  in  all  proba¬ 
bility,  would  thus  be  defeated.  Maddened  at  the  thought,  he 
stopped  short  in  his  walk,  paused  an  instant,  and  brought  his 
foot  with  a  significant  stamp  to  the  ground,  showing  that  his 
resolution  was  taken.  And  quickly  calling  out  Jones  and 
Neshobee,  he  dispatched  them  to  go  forward,  cautiously  recon- 
noiter  the  fort  on  all  sides,  and  return  as  speedily  as  possible 
to  report  their  discoveries.  He  then  formed  his  men  in  three 
ranks  and  addressed  them. 

“  You  see,  my  friends  and  fellow-soldiers,”  he  commenced, 
pointing  his  sword  toward  the  east,  “  that  daylight  will  reveal 
us  to  the  enemy  before  a  reinforcement  can  possibly  arrive. 
But  can  you,  who  have  so  long  been  the  scourge  of  tyrants, 
bring  your  minds  to  relinquish  the  noble  enterprise,  and  with 
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it  the  proud  name  you  have  achieved,  by  turning  your  backs 
on  the  glorious  prize  when  it  is  now  almost  within  your 
grasp  ?  ” 

He  paused  for  a  reply,  when  “  No  !  no  !  no  I  ”  ran  through 
the  lines  in  eager  responses. 

“I  see — I  see,  my  brave  fellows,”  resumed  the  gratified 
leader,  “  I  see  what  you  would  do.  I  read  it  in  your  deeply 
breathed  tones  of  determination  —  in  your  quick  and  short- 
drawn  respirations,  and  in  your  restless  and  impatient  move¬ 
ments.  But  have  you  all  well  considered  ?  I  now  propose  to 
lead  you  through  yonder  gate ;  and  I  fear  not  to  tell  men  of 
your  stamp  that  we  incur  no  small  hazard  of  life  in  the 
attempt.  And,  as  I  would  urge  no  man  to  engage  against  his 
own  free  will,  I  now  give  free  and  full  permission  to  all  who 
choose  to  remain  behind.  You,  therefore,  who  will  voluntarily 
accompany  me,  poise  your  guns.” 

Every  man’s  gun  was  instantly  brought  to  a  poise  with  a 
motion  which  told  with  what  good  will  it  was  made. 

“God  bless  you,  my  noble  fellows!”  exclaimed  Allen, 
proudly,  and  with  emotion.  “  Courage  like  that,”  he  continued 
in  tones  of  concentrated  energy,  “  courage  like  that,  with 
hearts  of  oak  and  nerves  of  steel  like  yours,  must,  will,  and,  by 
the  help  of  the  God  of  hosts,  shall  triumph  !  Come  on,  then ! 
follow  me — march  while  I  march  —  run  and  rush  when  I  set 
the  example ;  and,  if  I  fall,  still  rush  on,  and  over  me,  to  ven¬ 
geance  and  victory  !  To  the  right,  wheel  !  march  !  ” 

When  the  band  arrived  within  about  a  furlong  of  the  ram¬ 
parts  they  were  met  by  the  scouts,  who  reported  that  all  was 
quiet  in  and  about  the  fort,  while  the  open  gate  was  guarded 
only  by  one  sluggish  and  sleepy-looking  sentinel.  Halting  no 
longer  than  was  necessary  to  hear  this  report,  Allen,  placing 
himself  at  the  head  of  the  center  column,  silently  waved  his 
sword  to  the  troops  as  a  signal  for  resuming  the  march  ;  when 
they  all  again  moved  forward  with  rapid  and  cautious  steps  to¬ 
ward  the  guarded  gateway.  And  so  noiseless  and  unexpected 
was  their  approach  that  they  came  within  twenty  paces  of  the 
entrance  before  they  were  discovered  by  the  drowsy  sentry, 
who  was  slowly  pacing  to  and  fro  with  shouldered  musket 
before  it.  Turning  round  with  a  start,  the  aroused  soldier 
glared  an  instant  at  the  advancing  array,  in  mute  astonishment 
and  alarm  ;  when  he  hastily  cocked  and  leveled  his  piece  at 
Allen,  who  was  striding  toward  him  several  yards  in  advance  of 
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his  men.  It  was  an  instant  on  which  hnng  the  fate  of  the  hero  of 
the  Green  Mountains  and,  probably,  also  the  destinies  of  Ticon- 
deroga.  But  the  gun  missed  fire.  The  life  of  the  daring  leader 
was  safe  and  the  garrison  slept  on,  unalarmed  and  unconscious 
of  their  danger.  Leaping  forward  like  the  bounding  tiger  on 
his  victim,  Allen  followed  up  the  retreating  soldier  so  hotly 
that,  with  all  the  speed  which  fear  could  lend  him,  he  could 
scarcely  keep  clear  of  the  rapidly  whirling  sword  of  his  fiery 
pursuer,  till  he  gained  the  interior  of  the  fortress  ;  when  he 
gave  a  loud  screech  of  alarm,  and,  making  a  desperate  leap  for 
a  bombproof,  disappeared  within  its  recesses.  Meanwhile  the 
rushing  column  of  troops  came  sweeping  like  a  whirlwind 
through  the  gate ;  when  fairly  gaining  the  parade  ground  in 
front  of  the  barracks  they  gave  three  cheers  which  made  the 
old  walls  tremble  with  the  deafening  reverberations  and  caused 
the  slumbering  garrison  to  start  from  their  beds  in  wild  dismay 
at  the  unwonted  sound.  Scarcely  had  the  last  huzza  escaped 
the  lips  of  the  men  and  their  leader,  who  disdained  not  to  mingle 
his  own  stentorian  voice  in  the  peals  of  exultation  and  defiance 
which  rose  in  thunders  to  heaven,  before  the  latter  was  rapidly 
threading  his  way  through  flying  sentries  and  half-dressed 
officers  toward  the  quarters  of  the  commandant  of  the  fortress. 
Pausing  an  instant  on  his  way  to  chastise  a  dastard  sentinel 
whom  he  caught  making  a  pass  at  one  of  our  officers  with  his 
bayonet,  and  whom,  with  one  blow  with  the  flat  of  his  sword, 
he  sent  reeling  to  the  earth  with  the  cry  of  mercy  on  his  lips, 
the  daring  leader  bounded  up  the  stairway  leading  to  the  com¬ 
mandant’s  room,  and  thundering  at  the  door,  called  loudly  to 
that  officer  to  come  forth.  Captain  La  Place,  who  had  just 
leaped  from  his  bed  on  hearing  the  tumult  below,  soon  made 
his  appearance  with  his  clothes  in  his  hand,  but  suddenly 
recoiling  a  step,  he  stood  gazing  in  mute  amazement  at  the 
stern  and  threatening  air  and  the  powerful  and  commanding 
figure  of  the  man  before  him. 

“  I  come,  sir,  to  demand  the  immediate  surrender  of  this 
fortress  !  ”  sternly  said  Allen  to  the  astonished  commander. 

“  By  what  authority  do  you  make  this  bold  demand  of  His 
Majesty’s  fort,  sir?”  said  the  other,  almost  distrusting  his 
senses. 

“  By  what  authority  ?  ”  thundered  Allen  ;  “  I  demand  it, 
sir,  in  the  name  of  the  Great  Jehovah  and  the  Continental 
Congress  1  ” 
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“  The  Continental  Congress  ?  ”  stammered  the  hesitating 
officer ;  “  I  know  of  no  right  —  I  don’t  acknowledge  it,  sir - ” 

“But  you  soon  will  acknowledge  it,  sir!”  fiercely  inter¬ 
rupted  the  impatient  leader.  “  And  hesitate  to  obey  me  one 
instant  longer  and,  by  the  eternal  heavens !  I  will  sacrifice 
every  man  in  your  fort  ! — beginning  the  work,  sir,”  he  added, 
whirling  his  sword  furiously  over  the  head  of  the  other,  and 
bringing  the  murderous  blade  at  every  glittering  circle  it  made 
in  the  air  nearer  and  nearer  the  head  of  its  threatened  victim, 
“  beginning  the  work,  sir,  by  sending  your  own  head  dancing 
across  this  floor  !  ” 

“1  yield,  I  yield  !  ”  cried  the  shrinking  commandant. 

“  Down  !  down,  then,  instantly  !  ”  exclaimed  Allen,  “  and 
communicate  the  surrender  to  your  men  while  any  of  them 
are  left  alive  to  hear  it.” 

Scarcely  allowing  the  crestfallen  officer  time  to  encase  his 
legs  in  his  breeches,  Allen  hurried  him  down  to  the  scene  of 
action  in  the  open  parade  below.  Here  they  found  the  Green 
Mountain  Boys  eagerly  engaged  in  the  work  of  capturing  the 
garrison,  who  were  making  considerable  show  of  resistance. 
Two  of  the  barrack  doors  had  been  beaten  down,  and  about  a 
third  of  the  enemy  already  made  prisoners.  And  the  fiery 
Arnold  was  on  the  point  of  blowing  a  third  door  from  its 
hinges  with  a  swivel,  which  he  had  caused  to  be  drawn  up  for 
the  purpose  ;  while  a  fourth  was  shaking  and  tottering  under 
the  tremendous  blows  of  an  ax,  wielded  by  the  long  and  power¬ 
ful  arms  of  Pete  Jones,  who  was  found  among  the  foremost  in 
the  contest. 

“  Cease,  cease  ye  all  !  ”  cried  Allen,  in  a  loud  voice  of  com¬ 
mand,  as  he  appeared  among  them  with  La  Place  by  his 
side. 

“Now,  raaly,  colonel,”  said  Jones,  suspending  his  elevated 
implement  and  holding  it  back  over  his  head  in  readiness  for 
another  blow,  “  I  wish  you  would  let  me  settle  with  this  devil¬ 
ish  old  oak  door  before  I  stop.  Why,  I  never  was  so  bothered 
with  such  a  small  potato  in  my  life  !  ” 

“No,  no!”  answered  the  other,  smiling,  “let  us  have 
silence  a  moment,  and  we  will  save  you  all  troubles  of  that 
kind.” 

“Well,  then,  here  goes  for  a  parting  blessing  !  ”  exclaimed 
the  woodsman,  bringing  down  his  ax  with  a  tremendous  blow, 
which  brought  the  shattered  door  tumbling  to  the  ground. 
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The  British  commandant  then  calling  his  officers  around 
him,  informed  them  that  he  had  surrendered  the  fortress,  and 
ordered  them  to  parade  the  men  without  arms.  While  this 
was  in  performance  a  second  detachment  of  Green  Mountain 
Boys  reached  the  shore,  and,  having  eagerly  hastened  on  to  the 
fort  to  join  their  companions,  now,  with  Warrington  at  their 
head,  came  pouring  into  the  arena.  A  single  glance  sufficed 
to  tell  the  latter  that  he  was  too  late  to  participate  in  aught 
but  the  fruits  of  the  victory.  With  a  disappointed  and  morti¬ 
fied  air  he  halted  his  men  and  approached  to  the  side  of  his 
leader. 

“  Ah,  colonel !  ”  said  he,  “  is  this  the  way  you  appropriate 
all  the  laurels  to  yourself,  entirely  forgetful  of  your  friends  ?  ” 

“  Pooh  !  pooh  !  Charles,”  replied  Allen,  turning  to  the  other 
with  a  soothing,  yet  self-complaisant  smile  at  the  half-reproach- 
ful  compliment  thus  conveyed,  “you  need  not  mourn  much  lost 
glory  in  this  affair.  Why,  the  stupid  devils  did  not  give  us 
fight  enough  to  whet  our  appetites  for  breakfast  !  But  never 
mind,  Charles,  there  is  more  business  yet  to  be  done  ;  Crown 
Point  and  Major  Skene’s  stone  castle  must  both  be  ours  to¬ 
night.  The  taking  of  the  first  shall  be  yours  to  perform.  And 
after  breakfast  and  a  few  bumpers  in  honor  of  our  victory,  we 
will  dispatch  you  for  that  purpose,  with  a  corps  of  your  own 
selection.” 

“  Thank  you,  thank  you,  colonel,”  replied  the  other  with  a 
grateful  smile.  “But  the  expedition  to  Skenesboro’  — may  I 
not  speak  a  word  for  our  friend  Selden?  ” 

“  Aha  !  ”  replied  Allen,  laughing,  “  then  this  offer  to  take 
charge  of  the  negro’s  letter  had  its  meaning,  eh  ?  I  don’t  know 
exactly  about  that  chip  of  a  British  colonel  for  a  Yankee  patriot. 
Now,  yours,  major,  I  acknowledge  to  be  a  true  cynosure.  But 
his,  I  fear,  Avill  prove  a  dog  star.  However,  this  is  his  own 
hunt  ;  and,  as  he  is  a  finished  fellow,  and  doubtless  brave  and 
true,  I  think  I  will  give  him  the  command  of  the  expedition, 
unless  claimed  by  Easton.  But  hush  !  the  commandant  is 
about  to  go  through  the  forms  of  the  surrender.  I  must  away, 
but  will  see  you  again.” 

The  brief  ceremonies  of  the  surrender  were  soon  over ; 
when,  as  the  fortress  was  pronounced  to  be  in  full  possession 
of  the  conquerors,  the  heavens  were  again  rent  by  the  reiterated 
huzzas  of  the  Green  Mountain  Boys,  while  British  cannon  were 
made  to  peal  forth  with  their  deep-monl  bed  thunders  to  the 
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trembling  hills  and  reverberating  mountains  of  the  country 
round,  the  proclamation  of  victory  !  —  the  first  triumph  of 
Young  Freedom  over  the  arms  of  her  haughty  oppressor. 
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THE  SWORD  OF  BUNKER  HILL. 

By  WILLIAM  ROSS  WALLACE. 
[1819-1881.] 

He  lay  upon  his  dying  bed, 

His  eye  was  growing  dim, 

When,  with  a  feeble  voice,  he  called 
His  weeping  son  to  him : 

“  Weep  not,  my  boy,”  the  veteran  said, 

“  I  bow  to  heaven’s  high  will ; 

But  quickly  from  yon  antlers  bring 
The  sword  of  Bunker  Hill.” 


The  sword  was  brought ;  the  soldier’s  eye 
Lit  with  a  sudden  flame  ; 

And,  as  he  grasped  the  ancient  blade, 

He  murmured  Warren’s  name; 

Then  said,  “  My  boy,  I  leave  you  gold, 
But  what  is  richer  still, 

I  leave  you,  mark  me,  mark  me,  now, 

The  sword  of  Bunker  Hill. 


“  ’Twas  on  that  dread,  immortal  day, 
I  dared  the  Briton’s  band, 

A  captain  raised  his  blade  on  me, 

I  tore  it  from  his  hand ; 

And  while  the  glorious  battle  raged, 
It  lightened  Freedom’s  will ; 

For,  boy,  the  God  of  Freedom  blessed 
The  sword  of  Bunker  Hill. 


“  Oh !  keep  this  sword,”  his  accents  broke,  — 
A  smile,  —  and  he  was  dead ; 
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But  his  wrinkled  hand  still  grasped  the  blade, 
Upon  that  dying  bed. 

The  sun  remains,  the  sword  remains, 

Its  glory  growing  still, 

And  twenty  millions  bless  the  sire 
And  sword  of  Bunker  Hill. 
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CHARACTER  OF  THE  LOYALISTS.1 

By  MOSES  COIT  TYLER. 

(From  the  “  Literary  History  of  the  American  Revolution.”) 

[Moses  Coit  Tyler,  American  educator  and  author,  was  horn  at  Gris¬ 
wold,  Conn.,  August  2,  1835  ;  studied  theology  at  Yale  and  Andover ;  and  for  a 
few  years  held  the  pastorate  of  a  Congregational  church  in  Poughkeepsie,  N.Y. 
He  was  professor  of  English  in  the  University  of  Michigan  (1867-1881),  and 
since  1883  has  occupied  the  chair  of  American  history  at  Cornell.  He  is  a  fre¬ 
quent  contributor  to  magazines  and  reviews,  and  the  author  of  a  “History  of 
American  Literature  during  the  Colonial  Time”  (1878),  “  A  Manual  of  English 
Literature”  (1879)  “Life  of  Patrick  Henry”  (1888),  and  “Literary  History  of 
the  American  Revolution.”] 

After  the  question  of  number,  very  properly  comes  that 
of  quality.  What  kind  of  people  were  these  Tories,  as  re¬ 
gards  intelligence,  character,  and  standing  in  their  several 
communities  ? 

And  here,  brushing  aside,  as  unworthy  of  historical  inves¬ 
tigators,  the  partisan  and  vindictive  epithets  of  the  contro¬ 
versy,  —  many  of  which,  however,  still  survive  even  in  the 
historical  writings  of  our  own  time,  —  we  shall  find  that  the 
Loyalists  were,  as  might  be  expected,  of  all  grades  of  per¬ 
sonal  worth  and  worthlessness  ;  and  that,  while  there  was 
among  them,  no  doubt,  the  usual  proportion  of  human  self¬ 
ishness,  malice,  and  rascality,  as  a  class  they  were  not  bad 
people,  much  less  were  they  execrable  people,  —  as  their  oppo¬ 
nents  at  the  time  commonly  declared  them  to  be. 

In  the  first  place,  there  was,  prior  to  1776,  the  official 
class  ;  that  is,  the  men  holding  various  positions  in  the  civil 
and  military  and  naval  services  of  the  government,  their  im- 

1  Copyright,  1887,  by  G.  P.  Putnam’s  Sons. 
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mediate  families,  and  their  social  connections.  All  such  per 
sons  may  be  described  as  inclining  to  the  Loyalist  view  in 
consequence  of  official  bias. 

Next  were  certain  colonial  politicians  who,  it  may  be  ad¬ 
mitted,  took  a  rather  selfish  and  an  unprincipled  view  of  the 
whole  dispute,  and  who,  counting  on  the  probable,  if  not  in¬ 
evitable,  success  of  the  British  arms  in  such  a  conflict,  adopted 
the  Loyalist  side,  not  for  conscience’  sake  but  for  profit’s  sake, 
and  in  the  expectation  of  being  rewarded  for  their  fidelity  by 
offices  and  titles,  and  especially  by  the  confiscated  estates  of  the 
rebels,  after  the  rebels  themselves  should  have  been  defeated, 
and  their  leaders  hanged  or  sent  into  exile. 

As  composing  still  another  class  of  Tories  may  be  men¬ 
tioned,  probably  a  vast  majority  of  those  who  stood  for  the 
commercial  interests,  for  the  capital  and  the  tangible  property 
of  the  country,  and  who,  with  the  instincts  natural  to  persons 
who  have  something  considerable  to  lose,  disapproved  of  all 
measures  for  pushing  the  dispute  to  the  point  of  disorder,  riot, 
and  civil  war. 

Still  another  class  of  Loyalists  was  made  up  of  people  of 
professional  training  and  occupation,  —  clergymen,  physicians, 
lawyers,  teachers, — a  clear  majority  of  whom  seem  to  have 
been  set  against  the  ultimate  measures  of  the  Revolution. 

Finally,  and  in  general,  it  may  be  said  that  a  majority  of 
those  who,  of  whatever  occupation,  of  whatever  grade  of  cul¬ 
ture  or  of  wealth,  would  now  be  described  as  conservative  peo¬ 
ple,  were  Loyalists  during  the  American  Revolution.  And  by 
way  of  concession  to  the  authority  and  force  of  truth,  what 
has  to  be  said  respecting  the  personal  quality  commonly  at¬ 
taching  to  those  who,  in  any  age  or  country,  are  liable  to  be 
classed  as  conservative  people?  Will  it  be  denied  that  within 
that  order  of  persons  one  may  usually  find  at  least  a  fair  por¬ 
tion  of  the  cultivation,  of  the  moral  thoughtfulness,  of  the 
personal  purity  and  honor,  existing  in  the  entire  community 
to  which  they  happen  to  belong? 

Precisely  this  description,  at  any  rate,  applies  to  the  con¬ 
servative  class  in  the  American  colonies  during  that  epoch, 
—  a  majority  of  whom  dissented  from  those  extreme  measures 
which  at  last  transformed  into  a  revolution  a  political  move¬ 
ment  which  began  with  the  avowed  purpose  of  confining  itself 
to  a  struggle  for  redress  of  grievances,  and  within  the  limits 
of  constitutional  opposition.  If,  for  example,  we  consider  the 
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point  with  reference  to  cultivation  and  moral  refinement,  it 
may  seem  to  us  a  significant  fact  that  among  the  members  of 
the  Loyalist  party  are  to  be  found  the  names  of  a  great  multi¬ 
tude  of  the  graduates  of  our  colonial  colleges  —  especially  of 
Harvard,  William  and  Mary,  Yale,  Princeton,  and  Pennsylvania. 
Thus,  in  an  act  of  banishment  passed  by  Massachusetts,  in 
September,  1778,  against  the  most  prominent  of  the  Tory  lead¬ 
ers  in  that  State,  one  may  now  read  the  names  of  three  hundred 
and  ten  of  her  citizens.  And  who  were  they?  Let  us  go  over 
their  names.  Are  these  the  names  of  profligates  and  despera¬ 
does,  or  even  of  men  of  slight  and  equivocal  consideration? 
To  any  one  at  all  familiar  with  the  history  of  colonial  New 
England,  that  list  of  men,  denounced  to  exile  and  loss  of  prop¬ 
erty  on  account  of  their  opinions,  will  read  almost  like  the 
beadroll  of  the  oldest  and  noblest  families  concerned  in  the 
founding  and  upbuilding  of  New  England  civilization.  More¬ 
over,  of  that  catalogue  of  three  hundred  and  ten  men  of  Massa¬ 
chusetts,  banished  for  an  offense  to  which  the  most  of  them 
appear  to  have  been  driven  by  conscientious  convictions,  more 
than  sixty  were  graduates  of  Harvard.  This  fact  is  probably 
a  typical  one ;  and  of  the  whole  body  of  the  Loyalists  through¬ 
out  the  thirteen  colonies,  it  must  be  said  that  it  contained,  as 
one  of  its  ablest  antagonists  long  after  admitted,  “  more  than 
a  third  of  influential  characters,”  —  that  is,  a  very  considerable 
portion  of  the  customary  chiefs  and  representatives  of  con¬ 
servatism  in  each  community. 

By  any  standard  of  judgment,  therefore,  according  to  which 
we  usually  determine  the  personal  quality  of  any  party  of  men 
and  women  in  this  world,  —  whether  the  standard  be  intellect¬ 
ual,  or  moral,  or  social,  or  merely  conventional,  —  the  Tories  of 
the  Revolution  seem  to  have  been  not  a  profligate  party,  nor 
an  unprincipled  one,  nor  a  reckless  or  even  a  light-minded  one, 
but,  on  the  contrary,  to  have  had  among  them  a  very  considera¬ 
ble  portion  of  the  most  refined,  thoughtful,  and  conscientious 
people  in  the  colonies.  So  true  is  this,  that  in  1807  a  noble- 
minded  Scottish  woman,  Mistress  Anne  Grant  of  Laggan,  who 
in  her  early  life  had  been  familiar  with  American  colonial 
society,  compared  the  loss  which  America  suffered  in  conse¬ 
quence  of  the  expatriation  of  the  Loyalists  by  the  Revolution, 
to  the  loss  which  France  suffered  in  consequence  of  the  expa¬ 
triation  of  so  many  of  her  Protestants  by  the  revocation  of 
the  Edict  of  Nantes. 
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So  much,  then,  must  be  said  on  behalf  of  the  Tories  of  the 
Revolution,  —  in  point  of  numbers,  they  were  far  from  incon¬ 
siderable,  and  in  point  of  character,  they  were  far  from  despi¬ 
cable.  On  the  one  hand,  they  formed  no  mere  rump  party. 
If  they  were  not  actually  a  majority  of  the  American  people, 
—  as  they  themselves  always  claimed  to  be,  and  as  some  care¬ 
ful  scholars  now  think  they  were,  —  they  did  at  least  consti¬ 
tute  a  huge  minority  of  the  American  people  :  they  formed  a 
section  of  colonial  society  too  important  on  the  score  of  mere 
numbers  to  be  set  down  as  a  paltry  handful  of  obstructives ; 
while  in  any  rightful  estimate  of  personal  value,  quite  aside 
from  mere  numbers,  they  seem  to  deserve  the  consideration 
which  conscientious  and  cultivated  people  of  one  party  never 
ask  in  vain  of  conscientious  and  cultivated  people  of  the  oppo¬ 
site  party,  —  at  least  after  the  issues  of  the  controversy  are 
closed. 

Pressing  forward,  then,  with  our  investigation,  we  proceed 
to  apply  to  the  American  Loyalists  that  test  by  which  we  must 
judge  any  party  of  men  who  have  taken  one  side,  and  have 
borne  an  important  share  in  any  great  historical  controversy. 
This  is  the  test  of  argumentative  value.  It  asks  whether  the 
logical  position  of  the  party  was  or  was  not  a  strong  one. 

Even  yet  it  is  not  quite  needless  to  remind  ourselves  that 
the  American  Revolution  was  a  war  of  argument  long  before 
it  became  a  war  of  physical  force ;  and  that,  in  this  war  of 
argument,  were  involved  a  multitude  of  difficult  questions,  — 
constitutional,  legal,  political,  ethical,  —  with  respect  to  which 
honest  and  thoughtful  people  were  compelled  to  differ.  All 
these  questions,  however,  may,  for  our  purposes,  be  reduced 
to  just  two :  first,  the  question  of  what  was  lawful  under  the 
existing  constitution  of  the  British  empire  ;  and,  secondly,  the 
question  of  what  was  expedient  under  the  existing  circum¬ 
stances  of  the  colonies.  Now,  paradoxical  as  it  may  seem 
to  many  of  the  American  descendants  of  the  victorious  party, 
each  of  those  questions  had  two  very  real  and  quite  opposite 
sides ;  much  was  to  be  said  for  each  side  ;  and  for  the  Tory 
side  so  much  was  to  be  said  in  the  way  of  solid  fact  and  of 
valid  reasoning,  that  an  intelligent  and  a  noble-minded  Ameri¬ 
can  might  have  taken  that  side,  and  might  have  stuck  to  it 
and  might  have  gone  into  battle  for  it,  and  might  have  im¬ 
periled  all  the  interests  of  his  life  in  defense  of  it,  without 
any  just  impeachment  of  his  reason  or  of  his  integrity, — . 
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without  deserving  to  be  called,  then  or  since  then,  either  a 
weak  man  or  a  bad  one. 

That  we  may  develop  before  our  eyes  something  of  the 
argumentative  strength  of  the  Loyalist  position,  in  the  appeal 
which  it  actually  made  to  honest  men  at  that  time,  let  us  take 
up  for  a  moment  the  first  of  the  two  questions  to  which,  as  has 
just  been  said,  the  whole  dispute  may  be  reduced,  —  the  ques¬ 
tion  of  what  was  lawful  under  the  existing  constitution  of  the 
British  empire.  Let  us  strike  into  the  very  heart  of  that  ques¬ 
tion.  It  was  the  contention  of  the  American  Whigs  that  the 
British  parliament  could  not  lawfully  tax  us,  because  by  so 
doing  it  would  be  violating  an  ancient  maxim  of  the  British 
constitution:  “No  taxation  without  representation.”  Have 
we  not  all  been  taught  from  our  childhood  that  the  citation  of 
that  old  maxim  simply  settled  the  constitutional  merits  of  the 
whole  controversy,  and  settled  it  absolutely  in  favor  of  the 
Whigs  ?  But  did  it  so  settle  it  ?  Have  we  not  been  accus¬ 
tomed  to  think  that  the  refusal  of  the  American  Tories  to  give 
way  before  the  citation  of  that  maxim  was  merely  a  case  of 
criminal  stupidity  or  of  criminal  perversity  on  their  part  ?  But 
was  it  so  ? 

On  the  contrary,  many  of  the  profoundest  constitutional 
lawyers  in  America,  as  well  as  in  England,  both  rejected  the 
foregoing  Whig  contention,  and  at  the  same  time  admitted  the 
soundness  and  the  force  of  the  venerable  maxim  upon  which 
that  contention  was  alleged  to  rest.  Thus  the  leading  English 
jurists,  who  supported  the  parliamentary  taxation  of  the  colo¬ 
nies,  did  not  dispute  that  maxim.  Even  George  Grenville,  the 
author  and  champion  of  the  Stamp  Act,  did  not  dispute  it. 
“  The  colonies  claim,  it  is  true,”  said  he,  “  the  privilege  which 
is  common  to  all  British  subjects,  of  being  taxed  only  with 
their  own  consent,  given  by  their  representatives.  And  may 
they  ever  enjoy  the  privilege  in  all  its  extent ;  may  this  sacred 
pledge  of  liberty  be  preserved  inviolate  to  the  utmost  verge  of 
our  dominions,  and  to  the  latest  pages  of  our  history  !  I  would 
never  lend  my  hand  toward  forging  chains  for  America,  lest, 
in  so  doing,  I  should  forge  them  for  myself.  But  the  remon¬ 
strances  of  the  Americans  fail  in  the  great  point  of  the  colonies 
not  being  represented  in  parliament,  which  is  the  common 
council  of  the  whole  empire,  and  as  such  is  as  capable  of  im¬ 
posing  internal  taxes  as  impost  duties,  or  taxes  on  intercolonial 
trade,  or  laws  of  navigation.” 
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These  words  of  Grenville  may  help  us  to  understand  the 
position  of  the  American  Loyalists.  They  frankly  admitted 
the  maxim  of  “ No  taxation  without  representation”;  hut  the 
most  of  them  denied  that  the  maxim  was  violated  by  the  acts 
of  parliament  laying  taxation  upon  the  colonies.  Here  every¬ 
thing  depends,  they  argued,  on  the  meaning  to  be  attached  to 
the  word  representation ;  and  that  meaning  is  to  be  ascertained 
by  ascertaining  what  was  understood  by  the  word  in  England 
at  the  time  when  this  old  maxim  originated,  and  in  the  subse¬ 
quent  ages  during  which  it  had  been  quoted  and  applied. 
Now,  the  meaning  then  attached  to  the  word  in  actual  consti¬ 
tutional  experience  in  England  is  one  which  shows  that  the 
commons  of  America,  like  the  commons  of  England,  are  alike 
represented  in  that  great  branch  of  the  British  parliament 
which  proclaims  its  representative  character  in  its  very  name, 
—  the  house  of  commons.  During  the  whole  period  in  which 
the  maxim  under  consideration  had  been  acquiring  authority,  the 
idea  was  that  representation  in  parliament  was  constituted,  not 
through  any  uniform  distribution,  among  individual  persons, 
of  the  privilege  of  voting  for  members,  but  rather  through  a 
distribution  of  such  privilege  among  certain  organized  com¬ 
munities,  as  counties,  cities,  boroughs,  and  universities,  to 
which  at  an  early  day  this  function  had  been  assigned  accord¬ 
ing  to  a  method  then  deemed  equable  and  just.  Eurthermore, 
as  it  has  been  from  the  beginning,  so  is  it  still  a  principle  of 
parliamentary  representation,  that  from  the  moment  a  member 
is  thus  chosen  to  sit  in  parliament,  he  is  the  representative  of 
the  whole  empire  and  not  of  his  particular  constituency.  He 
“  is  under  no  obligation,  therefore,  to  follow  instructions  from 
the  voters  or  the  inhabitants  of  the  district  from  which  he  is 
chosen.  They  have  no  legal  means  of  enforcing  any  instruc¬ 
tions.  They  cannot  demand  his  resignation.  In  fact,  a  mem¬ 
ber  cannot  resign.”  Moreover,  the  members  of  the  house  of 
lords  “  represent,  in  principle,  the  interests  of  the  whole  empire, 
and  of  all  classes,  as  truly  as  the  commons.”  Therefore,  the 
historic  meaning  of  the  word  representation,  as  the  word  has 
always  been  used  in  English  constitutional  experience,  seemed 
fairly  to  justify  the  Loyalist  contention,  that  the  several  organ¬ 
ized  British  communities  in  America,  as  an  integral  part  of  the 
British  empire,  were  to  all  intents  and  purposes  represented 
in  the  British  parliament,  which  sat  at  the  capital  as  the 
supreme  council  of  the  whole  empire,  and  exercised  legis- 


CHARACTER  OF  THE  LOYALISTS. 


361 


lative  authority  coextensive  with  the  boundaries  of  that  em¬ 
pire. 

It  was  no  sufficient  reply  to  this  statement  to  say,  as  some 
did  say,  that  such  representation  as  has  just  been  described 
was  a  very  imperfect  kind  of  representation.  Of  course  it  was 
an  imperfect  kind  of  representation ;  but,  whatever  it  was,  it 
was  exactly  the  kind  of  representation  that  was  meant  by  the 
old  constitutional  maxim  thus  cited ;  for  it  was  the  only  kind 
of  representation  practiced,  or  known,  or  perhaps  even  con¬ 
ceived  of  in  England  during  all  those  ages  which  had  witnessed 
the  birth  and  the  growth  of  this  old  formula.  The  truth  is 
that  representation,  as  a  political  fact  in  this  world,  has  thus 
far  been  a  thing  of  degrees  —  a  thing  of  less  and  of  more  ;  that 
perfect  representation  has  even  yet  not  been  anywhere  attained 
in  this  world ;  that  in  the  last  century  representation  in  Eng¬ 
land  was  very  much  less  perfect  than  it  has  since  become  ; 
and,  finally,  that,  in  the  period  now  dealt  with,  what  had 
always  been  meant  by  the  word  representation  in  the  British 
empire  was  satisfied  by  such  a  composition  of  the  house  of 
commons  as  that  while  its  members  were  voted  for  by  very 
few  even  of  the  common  people  in  England,  yet  the  moment 
that  its  members  were  elected  they  became,  in  the  eye  of  the 
constitution  and  in  the  spirit  of  this  old  formula,  the  actual 
representatives  of  all  the  commoners  of  the  whole  empire,  in 
all  its  extent,  in  all  its  dominions  and  dependencies. 

Accordingly  when  certain  English  commoners  in  America 
at  last  rose  up  and  put  forward  the  claim  that,  merely  because 
they  had  no  votes  for  members  of  the  house  of  commons,  there¬ 
fore  that  house  did  not  represent  them,  and  therefore  they 
could  not  lawfully  be  taxed  by  parliament,  it  was  very  natu¬ 
rally  said,  in  reply,  that  these  English  commoners  in  America 
were  demanding  for  themselves  a  new  and  a  peculiar  definition 
of  the  word  representation  :  a  definition  never  up  to  that  time 
given  to  it  in  England,  and  never  of  course  up  to  that  time 
claimed  or  enjoyed  by  English  commoners  in  England.  For 
how  was  it  at  that  time  in  England  with  respect  to  the  electo¬ 
ral  privilege  ?  Indeed,  very  few  people  in  England  then  had 
votes  for  members  of  the  house  of  commons,  —  only  one  tenth 
of  the  entire  population  of  the  realm.  How  about  the  other 
nine  tenths  of  the  population  of  the  realm  ?  Had  not  those 
British  subjects  in  England  as  good  a  right  as  these  British 
subjects  in  America  to  deny  that  they  were  represented  in 
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parliament,  and  that  they  could  be  lawfully  taxed  by  parlia¬ 
ment  ?  Nay,  such  was  the  state  of  the  electoral  system  that 
entire  communities  of  British  subjects  in  England,  composing 
such  cities  as  Leeds,  Halifax,  Birmingham,  Manchester,  and 
Liverpool,  —  communities  as  populous  and  as  rich  as  entire 
provinces  in  America,  —  had  no  votes  whatever  for  members 
of  parliament.  Yet  did  the  people  of  these  several  com¬ 
munities  in  England  refuse  to  pay  taxes  levied  by  act  of 
parliament,  —  that  is,  did  they,  for  that  reason,  proclaim 
the  nullification  of  a  law  of  the  general  government?  “We 
admit,”  continued  the  American  Loyalists,  “that  for  all  these 
communities  of  British  subjects  —  for  those  in  England,  as 
well  as  for  these  in  America  —  the  existing  representation  is 
very  imperfect ;  that  it  should  be  reformed  and  made  larger 
and  more  uniform  than  it  now  is ;  and  we  are  ready  and  anx¬ 
ious  to  join  in  all  forms  of  constitutional  agitation,  under  the 
leadership  of  such  men  as  Chatham,  and  Camden,  and  Burke, 
and  Barre,  and  Fox,  and  Pownall,  to  secure  such  reform ; 
and  yet  it  remains  true  that  the  present  state  of  representation 
throughout  the  British  empire,  imperfect  as  it  is,  is  representa¬ 
tion  in  the  very  sense  understood  and  practiced  by  the  English 
race  whenever  hitherto  they  have  alleged  the  maxim,  —  ‘No 
taxation  without  representation.’  That  old  maxim,  therefore, 
can  hardly  be  said  to  be  violated  by  the  present  imperfect  state 
of  our  representative  system.  The  true  remedy  for  the  defects 
of  which  we  complain  is  reform  —  reform  of  the  entire  represent¬ 
ative  system  both  in  England  and  in  America  —  reform  by  means 
of  vigorous  political  agitation  ;  reform,  then,  and  not  a  rejection 
of  the  authority  of  the  general  government ;  reform,  and  not 
nullification  ;  reform,  and  not  a  disruption  of  the  empire.” 

Such  is  a  rough  statement  and,  as  I  think,  a  fair  one,  of 
the  leading  argument  of  the  American  Loyalists  with  respect 
to  the  first  of  the  two  great  questions  then  dividing  the  Ameri¬ 
can  people,  namely,  the  question  of  what  was  lawful  under  the 
existing  constitution  of  the  British  empire.  Certainly,  the 
position  thus  taken  by  the  Loyalists  was  a  very  strong  one,  — 
so  strong,  in  fact,  that  honest  and  reasonable  Americans  could 
take  it,  and  stand  upon  it,  and  even  offer  up  their  lives  in 
defense  of  it,  without  being  justly  liable  to  the  charge  that 
they  were  either  particularly  base  or  particularly  stupid. 

Indeed,  under  this  aspect  of  legality,  the  concession  just 
made  by  us  does  scant  justice  to  the  Tories  —  or  to  the  truth. 
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The  dispute,  it  must  be  remembered,  had  arisen  among  a  people 
who  were  then  subjects  of  the  British  empire,  and  were  proud 
of  the  fact ;  who  exulted  in  the  blessings  of  the  British 
constitution  ;  and  who,  upon  the  matter  at  issue,  began  by 
confidently  appealing  to  that  constitution  for  support.  The 
contention  of  the  Tories  was  that,  under  the  constitution,  the 
authority  of  the  imperial  parliament  was,  even  for  purposes 
of  revenue  legislation,  binding  in  America,  as  in  all  other  parts 
of  the  empire,  and  even  though  America  should  have  no  mem¬ 
bers  in  the  house  of  commons.  This  the  Whigs  denied.  It 
was,  then,  a  question  of  British  constitutional  law.  Upon  that 
question,  which  of  the  two  parties  was  in  the  right  ?  Is  it  now 
possible  to  doubt  that  it  was  the  Tories  ?  A  learned  American 
writer  upon  the  law,  now  one  of  the  justices  of  the  Supreme 
Court  of  the  United  States,  in  referring  to  the  decision  of  Mr. 
Chief  Justice  Hutchinson  sustaining  the  legality  of  writs  of 
assistance,  has  given  this  opinion  :  “  A  careful  examination 
of  the  question  compels  the  conclusion  .  .  .  that  there  was  at 
least  reasonable  ground  for  holding,  as  a  matter  of  mere  law, 
that  the  British  parliament  had  power  to  bind  the  colonies.” 
This  view,  of  course,  has  been  sustained  by  the  highest  Eng¬ 
lish  authorities  upon  British  constitutional  law,  from  the  time 
of  Lord  Mansfield  to  the  present.  “  As  a  matter  of  abstract 
right,”  says  Sir  Vernon  Harcourt,  “the  mother  country  has 
never  parted  with  the  claim  of  ultimate  supreme  authority  for 
the  imperial  legislature.  If  it  did  so,  it  would  dissolve  the 
imperial  tie,  and  convert  the  colonies  into  foreign  and  independ¬ 
ent  states.”  “The  constitutional  supremacy  of  the  imperial 
parliament  over  all  the  colonial  possessions  of  the  crown,”  says 
another  eminent  English  writer,  “  was  formally  reasserted,  in 
1865,  by  an  act  passed  to  remove  certain  doubts  respecting  the 
powers  of  colonial  legislatures.  ...  It  is  clear  that  imperial 
acts  are  binding  upon  the  colonial  subjects  of  the  crown,  as 
much  as  upon  all  other  British  subjects,  whenever,  by  express 
provision  or  by  necessary  intendment,  they  relate  to  or  concern 
the  colonies.” 

But  after  the  question  as  to  what  was  lawful  under  the 
existing  constitution  of  the  British  empire,  came  the  question 
as  to  what  was  expedient  under  the  existing  circumstances  of 
the  American  colonies.  Now,  as  it  happened,  this  latter  ques¬ 
tion  had  two  aspects,  one  of  which  pointed  toward  the  expedi¬ 
ency  of  rejecting  the  taxing  power  of  parliament,  even  though 
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such  power  did  exist  under  the  constitution  ;  the  other  pointed 
toward  the  expediency  of  separation  from  the  empire. 

Having  in  view,  at  present,  the  former  aspect  of  this  ques¬ 
tion,  the  American  Whigs  went  forward  and  took  the  ground 
that,  if  the  claim  of  parliament  to  tax  them  was  indeed  justi¬ 
fied  by  the  constitution,  then  so  much  the  worse  for  the  con¬ 
stitution,  —  since  it  was  a  claim  too  full  of  political  danger  to 
be  any  longer  submitted  to  :  “If  parliament,  to  which  we  send 
no  members,  may  tax  us  three  pence  on  a  pound  of  tea,  it  may, 
if  it  pleases,  tax  us  a  shilling,  or  a  guinea.  Once  concede  to  it 
this  right  to  tax  us  at  all,  and  what  security  have  we  against  its 
taxing  us  excessively  ?  —  what  security  have  we  for  our  free¬ 
dom  or  our  property  against  any  enormity  of  oppression?” 
And  what  was  the  answer  of  the  American  Tories  to  this 
argument?  “Yes,”  said  the  Tories,  “you  allege  a  grave 
political  danger.  But  does  it  really  exist  ?  Is  it  likely  ever 
to  exist  ?  Are  you  not  guilty  of  the  fallacy  of  arguing  against 
the  use  of  a  power,  simply  from  the  possibility  of  its  abuse  ? 
In  this  world  every  alleged  danger  must  be  estimated  in  the 
light  of  common  sense  and  of  reasonable  probability.  In  that 
light,  what  ground  have  we  for  alarm?  The  line  drawn  by 
the  supreme  legislature  itself  for  the  exercise  of  its  own  power 
is  a  perfectly  distinct  one,  —  that  it  should  tax  no  part  of  the 
empire  to  a  greater  amount  than  its  just  and  equitable  propor¬ 
tion.  As  respects  America,  the  supreme  legislature  has  not  yet 
overstepped  that  line  ;  it  has  shown  no  disposition  to  overstep 
that  line  ;  we  have  not  the  slightest  reason  to  suppose  that  it 
ever  will  overstep  that  line.  Moreover,  all  the  instincts  of  the 
English  race  are  for  fair  play,  and  would  be  overwhelmingly 
against  such  an  injustice,  were  parliament  to  attempt  it.  It  is 
thought  in  England  that  as  we,  British  subjects  in  America, 
receive  our  share  of  the  benefits  of  membership  of  the  empire, 
so  we  ought  to  pay  our  share  toward  the  cost  of  those  benefits. 
In  apportioning  our  share  of  the  cost,  they  have  not  fixed  upon 
an  amount  which  anybody,  even  here,  calls  excessive  ;  indeed, 
it  is  rather  below  than  above  the  amount  that  might  justly  be 
named.  Now,  in  this  world,  affairs  cannot  be  conducted  — 
civilization  cannot  go  on  —  without  confidence  in  somebody. 
And  in  this  matter  we  deem  it  reasonable  and  prudent  to  have 
confidence  in  the  good  sense  and  in  the  justice  of  the  English 
race,  and  especially  of  the  house  of  commons,  which  is  the 
great  council  of  the  commoners  of  the  English  race.  True,  we 
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do  not  at  present  send  members  to  that  great  council,  any  more 
than  do  certain  great  taxpaying  communities  in  England ;  but 
then  no  community  even  in  England  has,  in  reality,  so  many 
representatives  in  parliament  —  so  many  powerful  friends  and 
champions  in  both  houses  of  parliament  —  as  we  American 
communities  have  :  not  only  a  great  minority  of  silent  voters, 
but  many  of  the  ablest  debaters  and  party  leaders  there,  — 
Barre,  and  Pownall,  and  Conway,  and  Fox,  and  Edmund  Burke 
in  the  lower  house,  and  in  the  upper  house  Lord  Camden  and, 
above  all,  the  great  Earl  of  Chatham  himself.  Surely,  with 
such  men  as  these  to  speak  for  us,  and  to  represent  our  interests 
in  parliament  and  before  the  English  people,  no  ministry  could 
long  stand  which  should  propose  any  measure  liable  to  be  con¬ 
demned  as  grossly  beyond  the  line  of  equity  and  fair  play.” 

The  Americans  who  took  this  line  of  reasoning  in  those 
days  were  called  Tories.  And  what  is  to  be  thought  of  this 
line  of  reasoning  to-day?  Is  it  not  at  least  rational  and  fair? 
Even  though  not  irresistible,  has  it  not  a  great  deal  of  strength 
in  it  ?  Even  though  we,  perhaps,  should  have  declined  to 
adopt  it,  are  we  not  obliged  to  say  that  it  might  have  been 
adopted  by  Americans  who  were  both  clear-headed  and  honest- 
minded  ? 


THOUGHTS  ON  THE  PRESENT  STATE  OF  THE 
AMERICAN  AFFAIRS. 

By  THOMAS  PAINE. 


(From  “  Common  Sense.”) 

[Thomas  Paine,  polemic  writer  and  devotee  of  human  rights,  was  horn 
in  Norfolk,  England,  January  29,  1737  ;  was  first  a  stay  maker,  then  exciseman, 
teacher,  and  Dissenting  lay  preacher,  and  a  pamphleteer  of  such  ability  as  to 
attract  the  attention  of  Franklin,  on  whose  invitation  he  came  to  America  in 
1774.  He  became  editor  of  the  Pennsylvania  Magazine  ;  wrote  “  Common 
Sense,”  a  pamphlet  advocating  total  separation  of  the  colonies  from  Great  Brit¬ 
ain  ;  and  The  Crisis,  a  sort  of  occasional  journal  to  keep  up  the  courage  of  the 
new  confederacy.  He  was  aid  to  General  Greene,  secretary  to  the  congressional 
committee  on  foreign  affairs,  clerk  of  the  Pennsylvania  legislature,  and  associ¬ 
ated  with  Colonel  Laurens  in  obtaining  loans  from  France  and  Holland.  Going 
to  France  at  the  opening  of  the  Revolution,  he  published  a  pamphlet  advocating 
the  abolition  of  monarchy.  In  1791  he  published  in  England  the  “  Rights 
of  Man,”  in  reply  to  Burke,  was  outlawed  for  it,  and  returned  to  France,  where 
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the  Jacobins  were  enraged  at  his  opposition  to  the  beheading  of  the  king,  and 
Robespierre  imprisoned  him  for  a  year.  His  “  Age  of  Reason”  was  published 
in  1794-1795.  He  returned  to  the  United  States  in  1801,  and  died  June  8,  1809.] 

In  the  following  pages  I  offer  nothing  more  than  simple 
facts,  plain  arguments,  and  common  sense  ;  and  have  no  other 
preliminaries  to  settle  with  the  reader  than  that  he  will  divest 
himself  of  prejudice  and  prepossession,  and  suffer  his  reason  and 
his  feelings  to  determine  for  themselves ;  that  he  will  put  on,  or 
rather  that  he  will  not  put  off  the  true  character  of  a  man,  and 
generously  enlarge  his  views  beyond  the  present  day. 

Volumes  have  been  written  on  the  subject  of  the  struggle 
between  England  and  America.  Men  of  all  ranks  have  em¬ 
barked  in  the  controversy,  from  different  motives,  and  with 
various  designs ;  but  all  have  been  ineffectual,  and  the  period 
of  debate  is  closed.  Arms,  as  the  last  resource,  must  decide 
the  contest ;  the  appeal  was  the  choice  of  the  king,  and  the  con¬ 
tinent  hath  accepted  the  challenge. 

It  has  been  reported  of  the  late  Mr.  Pelham  (who,  though 
an  able  minister,  was  not  without  his  faults)  that  on  his  being 
attacked  in  the  house  of  commons,  on  the  score  that  his  meas¬ 
ures  were  only  of  a  temporary  kind,  replied,  “  They  will  last 
my  time.”  Should  a  thought  so  fatal  or  unmanly  possess  the 
colonies  in  the  present  contest,  the  name  of  ancestors  will  be 
remembered  by  future  generations  with  detestation. 

The  sun  never  shone  on  a  cause  of  greater  worth.  ’Tis  not 
the  affair  of  a  city,  a  county,  a  province,  or  a  kingdom,  but  of 
a  continent  —  of  at  least  one  eighth  part  of  the  habitable  globe 
’Tis  not  the  concern  of  a  day,  a  year,  or  an  age  ;  posterity  are 
virtually  involved  in  the  contest,  and  will  be  more  or  less  af¬ 
fected  even  to  the  end  of  time,  by  the  proceedings  now.  Now 
is  the  seedtime  of  continental  union,  faith,  and  honor.  The 
least  fracture  now  will  be  like  a  name  engraved  with  the  point 
of  a  pin  on  the  tender  rind  of  a  young  oak ;  the  wound 
will  enlarge  with  the  tree,  and  posterity  read  it  in  full-grown 
characters. 

By  referring  the  matter  from  argument  to  arms,  a  new  area 
for  politics  is  struck ;  a  new  method  of  thinking  hath  arisen. 
All  plans,  proposals,  etc.,  prior  to  the  nineteenth  of  April,  i.e. 
to  the  commencement  of  hostilities,  are  like  the  almanacs  of 
last  year ;  which,  though  proper  then,  are  superseded  and  use¬ 
less  now.  Whatever  was  advanced  by  the  advocates  on  either 
side  of  the  question  then,  terminated  in  one  and  the  same  point, 
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viz.  a  union  with  Great  Britain  ;  the  only  difference  between 
the  parties  was  the  method  of  effecting  it ;  the  one  proposing 
force,  the  other  friendship  ;  but  it  hath  so  far  happened  that  the 
first  has  failed,  and  the  second  has  withdrawn  her  influence. 

As  much  hath  been  said  of  the  advantages  of  reconciliation, 
which,  like  an  agreeable  dream,  hath  passed  away  and  left  us 
as  we  were,  it  is  but  right  that  we  should  examine  the  contrary 
side  of  the  argument,  and  inquire  into  some  of  the  many  mate¬ 
rial  injuries  which  these  colonies  sustain,  and  always  will  sus¬ 
tain,  by  being  connected  with  and  dependent  on  Great  Britain. 
To  examine  that  connection  and  dependence,  on  the  principles 
of  nature  and  common  sense,  to  see  what  we  have  to  trust  to, 
if  separated,  and  what  we  are  to  expect,  if  dependent. 

I  have  heard  it  asserted  by  some  that  as  America  has  flour¬ 
ished  under  her  former  connection  with  Great  Britain,  the  same 
connection  is  necessary  towards  her  future  happiness,  and  will 
always  have  the  same  effect.  Nothing  can  be  more  fallacious 
than  this  kind  of  argument.  We  may  as  well  assert  that  be¬ 
cause  a  child  has  thrived  upon  milk,  that  it  is  never  to  have 
meat,  or  that  the  first  twenty  years  of  our  lives  is  to  become 
a  precedent  for  the  next  twenty.  But  even  this  is  admitting 
more  than  is  true,  for  I  answer  roundly  that  America  would 
have  flourished  as  much,  and  probably  much  more,  had  no  Eu¬ 
ropean  power  had  anything  to  do  with  her.  The  articles  of 
commerce  by  which  she  has  enriched  herself  are  the  necessaries 
of  life,  and  will  always  have  a  market  while  eating  is  the  cus¬ 
tom  of  Europe. 

But  she  has  protected  us,  say  some.  That  she  hath  en¬ 
grossed  us  is  true,  and  defended  the  continent  at  our  expense 
as  well  as  he<r  own,  is  admitted,  and  she  would  have  defended 
Turkey  from  the  same  motives,  viz.  for  the  sake  of  trade  and 
dominion. 

Alas !  we  have  been  long  led  away  by  ancient  prejudices, 
and  made  large  sacrifices  to  superstition.  We  have  boasted 
the  protection  of  Great  Britain,  without  considering  that  her 
motive  was  interest ,  not  attachment ;  and  that  she  did  not  pro¬ 
tect  us  from  our  enemies  on  our  account ,  but  from  her  enemies 
on  her  own  account ,  from  those  who  had  no  quarrel  with  us  on 
any  other  account ,  and  who  will  always  be  our  enemies  on  the 
same  account.  Let  Britain  waive  her  pretensions  to  the  conti¬ 
nent,  or  the  continent  throw  off  the  dependence,  and  we  should 
be  at  peace  with  France  and  Spain,  were  they  at  war  with 
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Britain.  The  miseries  of  Hanover  last  war  ought  to  warn  us 
against  connections. 

It  hath  lately  been  asserted  in  parliament  that  the  colonies 
have  no  relation  to  each  other  but  through  the  parent  country, 
i.e.  that  Pennsylvania  and  the  Jerseys,  and  so  on  for  the  rest, 
are  sister  colonies  by  way  of  England  ;  that  is  certainly  a  very 
roundabout  way  of  proving  relationship,  but  it  is  the  nearest 
and  only  true  way  of  proving  enemy-ship,  if  I  may  so  call  it. 
France  and  Spain  never  were,  nor  perhaps  ever  will  be,  our 
enemies  as  Americans ,  but  as  our  being  the  subjects  of  G-reat 
Britain. 

But  Britain  is  the  parent  country,  say  some.  Then  the 
more  shame  upon  her  conduct.  Even  brutes  do  not  devour 
their  young,  nor  savages  make  war  upon  their  families  ;  where¬ 
fore  the  assertion,  if  true,  turns  to  her  reproach ;  but  it  happens 
not  to  be  true,  or  only  partly  so,  and  the  phrase  parent  or  mother 
country  hath  been  jesuitically  adopted  by  the  king  and  his  para¬ 
sites,  with  a  low  papistical  design  of  gaining  an  unfair  bias  on 
the  credulous  weakness  of  our  minds.  Europe,  and  not  Eng¬ 
land,  is  the  parent  country  of  America.  This  new  world  hath 
been  the  asylum  for  the  persecuted  lovers  of  civil  and  religious 
liberty  from  every  part  of  Europe.  Hither  have  they  fled,  not 
from  the  tender  embraces  of  the  mother,  but  from  the  cruelty 
of  the  monster  ;  and  it  is  so  far  true  of  England,  that  the  same 
tyranny  which  drove  the  first  emigrants  from  home  pursues 
their  descendants  still. 

In  this  extensive  quarter  of  the  globe,  we  forget  the  narrow 
limits  of  three  hundred  and  sixty  miles  (the  extent  of  England) 
and  carry  our  friendship  on  a  larger  scale  ;  we  claim  brother¬ 
hood  with  every  European  Christian,  and  triumph  in  the  gen¬ 
erosity  of  the  sentiment. 

It  is  pleasant  to  observe  with  what  regular  gradations  we 
surmount  local  prejudices,  as  we  enlarge  our  acquaintance  with 
the  world.  A  man  born  in  any  town  in  England  divided  into 
parishes,  will  naturally  associate  with  most  of  his  fellow-par¬ 
ishioners  (because  their  interest  in  many  cases  will  be  common) 
and  distinguish  him  by  the  name  of  neighbor ;  if  he  meet  him 
but  a  few  miles  from  home,  he  drops  the  narrow  idea  of  a  street, 
and  salutes  him  by  the  name  of  townsman ;  if  he  travel  out  of 
the  county,  and  meets  him  in  any  other,  he  forgets  the  minor 
divisions  of  street  and  town,  and  calls  him  countryman ,  i.e. 
countyman ;  but  if  in  their  foreign  excursions  they  should  as- 
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sociate  in  France  or  any  other  part  of  Europe,  their  local  remem¬ 
brance  would  be  enlarged  into  that  of  Englishman.  And  by  a 
just  parity  of  reasoning,  all  Europeans  meeting  in  America,  or 
any  other  quarter  of  the  globe,  are  countrymen ;  for  England, 
Holland,  Germany,  or  Sweden,  when  compared  with  the  whole, 
stand  in  the  same  places  on  the  larger  scale,  which  the  divisions 
of  street,  town,  and  county  do  on  the  smaller  one  ;  distinctions 
too  limited  for  continental  minds.  Not  one  third  of  the  inhab¬ 
itants,  even  of  this  province,  are  of  English  descent.  Where¬ 
fore,  I  reprobate  the  phrase  of  parent  or  mother  country  applied 
to  England  only,  as  being  false,  selfish,  narrow,  and  ungenerous. 

But,  admitting  that  we  were  all  of  English  descent,  what 
does  it  amount  to?  Nothing.  Britain,  being  now  an  open 
enemy,  extinguishes  every  other  name  and  title :  and  to  say 
that  reconciliation  is  our  duty  is  truly  farcical.  The  first  king 
of  England,  of  the  present  line  (William  the  Conqueror),  was  a 
Frenchman,  and  half  the  peers  of  England  are  descendants  from 
the  same  country  ;  wherefore,  by  the  same  method  of  reason¬ 
ing,  England  ought  to  be  governed  by  France. 

Much  hath  been  said  of  the  united  strength  of  Britain  and 
the  colonies,  that  in  conjunction  they  might  bid  defiance  to  the 
world.  But  this  is  mere  presumption  ;  the  fate  of  war  is  un¬ 
certain,  neither  do  the  expressions  mean  anything  ;  for  this 
continent  would  never  suffer  itself  to  be  drained  of  inhabitants, 
to  support  the  British  arms  in  either  Asia,  Africa,  or  Europe. 

Besides,  what  have  we  to  do  with  setting  the  world  at  defi¬ 
ance?  Our  plan  is  commerce,  and  that,  well  attended  to,  will 
secure  us  the  peace  and  friendship  of  all  Europe  ;  because  it  is 
the  interest  of  all  Europe  to  have  America  a  free  port.  Her 
trade  will  always  be  a  protection,  and  her  barrenness  of  gold 
and  silver  secure  her  from  invaders. 

I  challenge  the  warmest  advocate  for  reconciliation,  to  show 
a  single  advantage  that  this  continent  can  reap  by  being  con¬ 
nected  with  Great  Britain.  I  repeat  the  challenge ;  not  a 
single  advantage  is  derived.  Our  corn  will  fetch  its  price  in 
any  market  in  Europe,  and  our  imported  goods  must  be  paid 
for,  buy  them  where  we  will. 

But  the  injuries  and  disadvantages  which  we  sustain  by  that 
connection  are  without  number  ;  and  our  duty  to  mankind  at 
large  as  well  as  to  ourselves  instructs  us  to  renounce  the  alli¬ 
ance  ;  because  any  submission  to  or  dependence  on  Great  Brit¬ 
ain  tends  directly  to  involve  this  continent  in  European  wars 
vol.  xviii. — 24 
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and  quarrels,  and  sets  us  at  variance  with  nations  who  would 
otherwise  seek  our  friendship,  and  against  whom  we  have 
neither  anger  nor  complaint.  As  Europe  is  our  market  for 
trade  we  ought  to  form  no  partial  connection  with  any  part  of 
it.  It  is  the  true  interest  of  America  to  steer  clear  of  European 
contentions,  which  she  never  can  do  while,  by  her  dependence 
on  Britain,  she  is  made  the  makeweight  in  the  scale  of  British 
politics. 

Europe  is  too  thickly  planted  with  kingdoms  to  be  long  at 
peace,  and  whenever  a  war  breaks  out  between  England  and 
any  foreign  power  the  trade  of  America  goes  to  ruin  because  of 
her  connection  with  Britain.  The  next  war  may  not  turn  out 
like  the  last,  and  should  it  not  the  advocates  for  reconciliation 
now  will  be  wishing  for  separation  then,  because  neutrality  in 
that  case  would  be  a  safer  convoy  than  a  man-of-war.  Every¬ 
thing  that  is  right  or  natural  pleads  for  separation.  The  blood 
of  the  slain,  the  weeping  voice  of  nature,  cries  His  time  to  part. 
Even  the  distance  at  which  the  Almighty  hath  placed  England 
and  America,  is  a  strong  and  natural  proof  that  the  authority 
of  the  one  over  the  other  was  never  the  design  of  heaven.  The 
time  likewise  at  which  the  continent  was  discovered  adds  weight 
to  the  argument,  and  the  manner  in  which  it  was  peopled  in¬ 
creases  the  force  of  it.  The  reformation  was  preceded  by  the 
discovery  of  America,  as  if  the  Almighty  graciously  meant  to 
open  a  sanctuary  to  the  persecuted  in  future  years,  when  home 
should  afford  neither  friendship  nor  safety. 

The  authority  of  Great  Britain  over  this  continent  is  a  form 
of  government  which  sooner  or  later  must  have  an  end  :  and  a 
serious  mind  can  draw  no  true  pleasure  by  looking  forward 
under  the  painful  and  positive  conviction,  that  what  he  calls 
“  the  present  constitution  ”  is  merely  temporary.  As  parents, 
we  can  have  no  joy,  knowing  that  this  government  is  not  suffi¬ 
ciently  lasting  to  insure  anything  which  we  may  bequeath  to 
posterity ;  and  by  a  plain  method  of  argument,  as  we  are  run¬ 
ning  the  next  generation  into  debt,  we  ought  to  do  the  work  of 
it,  otherwise  we  use  them  meanly  and  pitifully.  In  order  to 
discover  the  line  of  our  duty  rightly,  we  should  take  our  chil¬ 
dren  in  our  hand,  and  fix  our  station  a  few  years  farther  into 
life  ;  that  eminence  will  present  a  prospect  which  a  few  present 
fears  and  prejudices  conceal  from  our  sight. 

Though  I  would  carefully  avoid  giving  unnecessary  offense, 
yet  I  am  inclined  to  believe  that  all  those  who  espouse  the  doc- 
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trine  of  reconciliation  may  be  included  within  the  following 
descriptions. 

Interested  men,  who  are  not  to  be  trusted  ;  weak  men,  who 
cannot  see  ;  prejudiced  men,  who  will  not  see  ;  and  a  certain  set 
of  moderate  men,  who  think  better  of  the  European  world  than 
it  deserves  :  and  this  last  class,  by  an  ill-judged  deliberation, 
will  be  the  cause  of  more  calamities  to  this  continent  than  all 
the  other  three. 

It  is  the  good  fortune  of  many  to  live  distant  from  the  scene 
of  sorrow ;  the  evil  is  not  sufficiently  brought  to  their  doors  to 
make  them  feel  the  precariousness  with  which  all  American 
property  is  possessed.  But  let  our  imaginations  transport  us 
a  few  moments  to  Boston  ;  that  seat  of  wretchedness  will  teach 
us  wisdom,  and  instruct  us  forever  to  renounce  a  power  in 
whom  we  can  have  no  trust.  The  inhabitants  of  that  unfor¬ 
tunate  city,  who  but  a  few  months  ago  were  in  ease  and  afflu¬ 
ence,  have  now  no  other  alternative  than  to  stay  and  starve,  or 
turn  out  to  beg.  Endangered  by  the  fire  of  their  friends  if 
they  continue  within  the  city,  and  plundered  by  the  soldiery  if 
they  leave  it.  In  their  present  situation  they  are  prisoners 
without  the  hope  of  redemption,  and  in  a  general  attack  for 
their  relief,  they  would  be  exposed  to  the  fury  of  both  armies. 

Men  of  passive  tempers  look  somewhat  lightly  over  the 
offenses  of  Britain,  and,  still  hoping  for  the  best,  are  apt  to  call 
out,  “  Come ,  come ,  we  shall  be  friends  again,  for  all  this.''’  But 
examine  the  passions  and  feelings  of  mankind,  bring  the  doc¬ 
trine  of  reconciliation  to  the  touchstone  of  nature,  and  then  tell 
me  whether  you  can  hereafter  love,  honor,  and  faithfully  serve 
the  power  that  hath  carried  fire  and  sword  into  your  land?  If 
you  cannot  do  all  these,  then  are  you  only  deceiving  yourselves, 
and  by  your  delay  bringing  ruin  upon  your  posterity.  Your 
future  connection  with  Britain,  whom  you  can  neither  love  nor 
honor,  will  be  forced  and  unnatural,  and  being  formed  only  on 
the  plan  of  present  convenience,  will  in  a  little  time  fall  into  a 
relapse  more  wretched  than  the  first.  But  if  you  say  you  can 
still  pass  the  violations  over,  then  I  ask,  hath  your  house  been 
burnt  ?  Hath  your  property  been  destroyed  before  your  face  ? 
Are  your  wife  and  children  destitute  of  a  bed  to  He  on, 
or  bread  to  live  on  ?  Have  you  lost  a  parent  or  a  child  by 
their  hands,  and  yourself  the  ruined  and  wretched  survivor? 
If  you  have  not,  then  are  you  not  a  judge  of  those  who  have. 
But  if  you  have,  and  can  still  shake  hands  with  the  murderers, 
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then  are  you  unworthy  the  name  of  husband,  father,  friend,  or 
lover,  and  whatever  may  be  your  rank  or  title  in  life,  you  have 
the  heart  of  a  coward  and  the  spirit  of  a  sycophant. 

This  is  not  inflaming  or  exaggerating  matters,  but  trying 
them  by  those  feelings  and  affections  which  nature  justifies, 
and  without  which  we  should  be  incapable  of  discharging  the 
social  duties  of  life,  or  enjoying  the  felicities  of  it.  I  mean  not 
to  exhibit  horror  for  the  purpose  of  provoking  revenge,  but  to 
awaken  us  from  fatal  and  unmanly  slumbers,  that  we  may  pur¬ 
sue  determinately  some  fixed  object.  It  is  not  in  the  power  of 
Britain  or  of  Europe  to  conquer  America,  if  she  does  not  con¬ 
quer  herself  by  delay  and  timidity.  The  present  winter  is 
worth  an  age  if  rightly  employed,  but  if  lost  or  neglected,  the 
whole  continent  will  partake  of  the  misfortune  ;  and  there  is 
no  punishment  which  that  man  will  not  deserve,  be  he  who,  or 
what,  or  where  he  will,  that  may  be  the  means  of  sacrificing  a 
season  so  precious  and  useful. 

It  is  repugnant  to  reason,  and  the  universal  order  of  things, 
to  all  examples  from  former  ages,  to  suppose  that  this  continent 
can  longer  remain  subject  to  any  external  power.  The  most 
sanguine  in  Britain  do  not  think  so.  The  utmost  stretch  of 
human  wisdom  cannot,  at  this  time,  compass  a  plan  short  of 
separation,  which  can  promise  the  continent  even  a  year’s 
security.  Reconciliation  is  now  a  fallacious  dream.  Nature 
hath  deserted  the  connection,  and  art  cannot  supply  her  place. 
For,  as  Milton  wisely  expresses,  “never  can  true  reconcile¬ 
ment  grow,  where  wounds  of  deadly  hate  have  pierced  so  deep.” 

Every  quiet  method  for  peace  hath  been  ineffectual.  Our 
prayers  have  been  rejected  with  disdain ;  and  only  tended  to 
convince  us  that  nothing  flatters  vanity,  or  confirms  obstinacy 
in  kings  more  than  repeated  petitioning  —  nothing  hath  con¬ 
tributed  more  than  this  very  measure  to  make  the  kings  of 
Europe  absolute  :  witness  Denmark  and  Sweden.  Wherefore, 
since  nothing  but  blows  will  do,  for  God’s  sake  let  us  come  to 
a  final  separation,  and  not  leave  the  next  generation  to  be  cut¬ 
ting  throats,  under  the  violated,  unmeaning  names  of  parent 
and  child. 

To  say  they  will  never  attempt  it  again,  is  idle  and  vision¬ 
ary  ;  we  thought  so  at  the  repeal  of  the  stamp  act,  yet  a  year 
or  two  undeceived  us  :  as  well  may  we  suppose  that  nations, 
which  have  been  once  defeated,  will  never  renew  the  quarrel. 

As  to  government  matters,  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  Britain 
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to  do  this  continent  justice  :  the  business  of  it  will  soon  be  too 
weighty  and  intricate  to  be  managed,  with  any  tolerable  degree 
of  convenience,  by  a  power  so  distant  from  us,  and  so  very 
ignorant  of  us  ;  for  if  they  cannot  conquer  us,  they  cannot 
govern  us.  To  be  always  running  three  or  four  thousand 
miles  with  a  tale  or  a  petition,  waiting  four  or  five  months  for 
an  answer,  which,  when  obtained,  requires  five  or  six  more  to 
explain  it  in,  will  in  a  few  years  be  looked  upon  as  folly  and 
childishness  —  there  was  a  time  when  it  was  proper,  and  there 
is  a  proper  time  for  it  to  cease. 

Small  islands,  not  capable  of  protecting  themselves,  are  the 
proper  objects  for  kingdoms  to  take  under  their  care  ;  but  there 
is  something  absurd  in  supposing  a  continent  to  be  perpetually 
governed  by  an  island.  In  no  instance  hath  nature  made  the 
satellite  larger  than  its  primary  planet ;  and  as  England  and 
America,  with  respect  to  each  other,  reverse  the  common  order 
of  nature,  it  is  evident  that  they  belong  to  different  systems : 
England  to  Europe  —  America  to  itself. 

I  am  not  induced  by  motives  of  pride,  party,  or  resentment 
to  espouse  the  doctrine  of  separation  and  independence  ;  I  am 
clearly,  positively,  and  conscientiously  persuaded  that  it  is  the 
true  interest  of  this  continent  to  be  so ;  that  everything  short 
of  that  is  mere  patchwork  ;  that  it  can  afford  no  lasting  felicity, 
—  that  it  is  leaving  the  sword  to  our  children,  and  shrinking 
back  at  a  time  when  going  a  little  further  would  have  rendered 
this  continent  the  glory  of  the  earth. 

As  Britain  hath  not  manifested  the  least  inclination  towards 
a  compromise,  we  may  be  assured  that  no  terms  can  be  obtained 
worthy  the  acceptance  of  the  continent,  or  any  ways  equal  to  the 
expense  of  blood  and  treasure  we  have  been  already  put  to. 

The  object  contended  for  ought  always  to  bear  some  just 
proportion  to  the  expense.  The  removal  of  North,  or  the  whole 
detestable  junto,  is  a  matter  unworthy  the  millions  we  have  ex¬ 
pended.  A  temporary  stoppage  of  trade  was  an  inconvenience 
which  would  have  sufficiently  balanced  the  repeal  of  all  the 
acts  complained  of,  had  such  repeals  been  obtained ;  but  if  the 
whole  continent  must  take  up  arms,  if  every  man  must  be  a 
soldier,  it  is  scarcely  worth  our  while  to  fight  against  a  con¬ 
temptible  ministry  only.  Dearly,  dearly  do  we  pay  for  the 
repeal  of  the  acts,  if  that  is  all  we  fight  for  ;  for,  in  a  just  es¬ 
timation,  it  is  as  great  a  folly  to  pay  a  Bunker-hill  price  for 
law  as  for  land.  I  have  always  considered  the  independency 
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of  this  continent  as  an  event  which  sooner  or  later  must  take 
place,  and,  from  the  late  rapid  progress  of  the  continent  to  ma 
turity,  the  event  cannot  be  far  off.  Wherefore,  on  the  break¬ 
ing  out  of  hostilities,  it  was  not  worth  the  while  to  have  disputed 
a  matter  which  time  would  have  finally  redressed,  unless  we 
meant  to  be  in  earnest ;  otherwise,  it  is  like  wasting  an  estate 
on  a  suit  at  law,  to  regulate  the  trespasses  of  a  tenant,  whose 
lease  is  just  expiring.  No  man  was  a  warmer  wisher  for  a 
reconciliation  than  myself,  before  the  fatal  nineteenth  of  April, 
1775,  but  the  moment  the  event  of  that  day  was  made  known, 
I  rejected  the  hardened,  sullen-tempered  Pharaoh  of  England 
forever  :  and  disdain  the  wretch,  that  with  the  pretended  title 
of  Father  of  his  people ,  can  unfeelingly  hear  of  their  slaughter, 
and  composedly  sleep  with  their  blood  upon  his  soul. 

But  admitting  that  matters  were  now  made  up,  what  would 
be  the  event  ?  I  answer,  the  ruin  of  the  continent.  And  that 
for  several  reasons. 

1st,  The  powers  of  governing  still  remaining  in  the  hands 
of  the  king,  he  will  have  a  negative  over  the  whole  legislation 
of  this  continent.  And  as  he  hath  shown  himself  such  an 
inveterate  enemy  to  liberty,  and  discovered  such  a  thirst  for 
arbitrary  power  :  is  he,  or  is  he  not,  a  proper  person  to  say  to 
these  colonies,  uYou  shall  make  no  laivs  but  what  I  please 
And  is  there  any  inhabitant  of  America  so  ignorant  as  not  to 
know  that,  according  to  what  is  called  the  present  constitution , 
this  continent  can  make  no  laws  but  what  the  king  gives  leave 
to  ?  and  is  there  any  man  so  unwise  as  not  to  see  that  (consider¬ 
ing  what  has  happened)  he  will  suffer  no  law  to  be  made  here, 
but  such  as  suits  his  purpose  ?  We  may  be  as  effectually  en¬ 
slaved  by  the  want  of  laws  in  America  as  by  submitting  to 
laws  made  for  us  in  England.  After  matters  are  made  up  (as 
it  is  called)  can  there  be  any  doubt  but  the  whole  power  of  the 
crown  will  be  exerted  to  keep  this  continent  as  low  and  humble 
as  possible?  Instead  of  going  forward  we  shall  go  backward, 
or  be  perpetually  quarreling,  or  ridiculously  petitioning.  — 
We  are  already  greater  than  the  king  wishes  us  to  be,  and  will 
he  not  hereafter  endeavor  to  make  us  less?  To  bring  the 
matter  to  one  point,  Is  the  power  who  is  jealous  of  our  pros¬ 
perity  a  proper  power  to  govern  us?  Whoever  says  No  to 
this  question  is  an  independent ,  for  independency  means  no 
more  than  this,  whether  we  shall  make  our  own  laws,  or, 
whether  the  king,  the  greatest  enemy  which  this  continent 
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hath,  or  can  have,  shall  tell  us,  “  There  shall  he  no  laws  hut  such 
as  I  like.’’'' 

But  the  king,  you  will  say,  has  a  negative  in  England  ;  the 
people  there  can  make  no  laws  without  his  consent.  In  point 
of  right  and  good  order,  it  is  something  very  ridiculous  that  a 
youth  of  twenty-one  (which  hath  often  happened)  shall  say  to 
several  millions  of  people,  older  and  wiser  than  himself,  I  forbid 
this  or  that  act  of  yours  to  be  law.  But  in  this  place  I  decline 
this  sort  of  reply,  though  I  will  never  cease  to  expose  the  ab¬ 
surdity  of  it  ;  and  only  answer,  that  England  being  the  king’s 
residence,  and  America  not,  makes  quite  another  case.  The 
king’s  negative  here  is  ten  times  more  dangerous  and  fatal  than 
it  can  be  in  England  ;  for  there  he  will  scarcely  refuse  his  con¬ 
sent  to  a  bill  for  putting  England  into  as  strong  a  state  of 
defense  as  possible,  and  in  America  he  would  never  suffer  such  a 
bill  to  be  passed. 

America  is  only  a  secondary  object  in  the  system  of  British 
politics  —  England  consults  the  good  of  this  country  no  further 
than  it  answers  her  own  purpose.  Wherefore,  her  own  interest 
leads  her  to  suppress  the  growth  of  ours  in  every  case  which 
doth  not  promote  her  advantage,  or  in  the  least  interferes  with 
it.  A  pretty  state  we  should  soon  be  in  under  a  second-hand 
government,  considering  what  has  happened !  Men  do  not 
change  from  enemies  to  friends  by  the  alteration  of  a  name  ; 
and  in  order  to  show  that  reconciliation  now  is  a  dangerous 
doctrine,  I  affirm,  that  it  would  he  policy  in  the  king ,  at  this  time , 
to  repeal  the  acts,  for  the  sake  of  reinstating  himself  in  the  govern¬ 
ment  of  the  provinces  ;  in  order  that  he  may  accomplish  hy  craft 
and  subtlety ,  in  the  long  run ,  what  he  cannot  do  by  force  in  the 
short  one.  Reconciliation  and  ruin  are  nearly  related. 

2dly,  That  as  even  the  best  terms,  which  we  can  expect  to 
obtain,  can  amount  to  no  more  than  a  temporary  expedient, 
or  a  kind  of  government  by  guardianship,  which  can  last  no 
longer  than  till  the  colonies  come  of  age,  so  the  general  face 
and  state  of  things,  in  the  interim,  will  be  unsettled  and  un¬ 
promising.  Emigrants  of  property  will  not  choose  to  come  to  a 
country  whose  form  of  government  hangs  but  by  a  thread,  and 
which  is  every  day  tottering  on  the  brink  of  commotion  and 
disturbance  ;  and  numbers  of  the  present  inhabitants  would 
lay  hold  of  the  interval  to  dispose  of  their  effects,  and  quit  the 
continent. 

But  the  most  powerful  of  all  arguments  is,  that  nothing  but 
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independence,  i.e .  a  continental  form  of  government,  can  keep 
the  peace  of  the  continent  and  preserve  it  inviolate  from  civil 
wars.  I  dread  the  event  of  a  reconciliation  with  Britain  now, 
as  it  is  more  than  probable  that  it  will  be  followed  by  a  revolt 
somewhere  or  other,  the  consequences  of  which  may  be  far  more 
*  fatal  than  all  the  malice  of  Britain. 

Thousands  are  already  ruined  by  British  barbarity.  (Thou¬ 
sands  more  will  probably  suffer  the  same  fate.)  Those  men 
have  other  feelings  than  us  who  have  nothing  suffered.  All 
they  now  possess  is  liberty,  what  they  before  enjoyed  is  sacri¬ 
ficed  to  its  service,  and  having  nothing  more  to  lose,  they  dis¬ 
dain  submission.  Besides,  the  general  temper  of  the  colonies, 
towards  a  British  government,  will  be  like  that  of  a  youth  who 
is  nearly  out  of  his  time  ;  they  will  care  very  little  about  her. 
And  a  government  which  cannot  preserve  the  peace  is  no  gov¬ 
ernment  at  all,  and  in  that  case  we  pay  our  money  for  nothing  ; 
and  pray  what  is  it  that  Britain  can  do,  whose  power  will  be 
wholly  on  paper,  should  a  civil  tumult  break  out  the  very  day 
after  reconciliation  ?  I  have  heard  some  men  say,  many  of  whom 
I  believe  spoke  without  thinking,  that  they  dreaded  an  inde¬ 
pendence,  fearing  that  it  would  produce  civil  wars.  It  is  but 
seldom  that  our  first  thoughts  are  truly  correct,  and  that  is  the 
case  here ;  for  there  is  ten  times  more  to  dread  from  a  patched- 
up  connection  than  from  independence.  I  make  the  sufferer’s 
case  my  own,  and  I  protest  that  were  I  driven  from  house  and 
home,  my  property  destroyed,  and  my  circumstances  ruined, 
that  as  a  man,  sensible  of  injuries,  I  could  never  relish  the 
doctrine  of  reconciliation,  or  consider  myself  bound  thereby. 

The  colonies  have  manifested  such  a  spirit  of  good  order 
and  obedience  to  continental  government  as  is  sufficient  to  make 
every  reasonable  person  easy  and  happy  on  that  head.  .  .  . 

A  government  of  our  own  is  our  natural  right  :  and  when 
a  man  seriously  reflects  on  the  precariousness  of  human  affairs, 
he  will  become  convinced  that  it  is  infinitely  wiser  and  safer 
to  form  a  constitution  of  our  own  in  a  cool,  deliberate  manner, 
while  we  have  it  in  our  power,  than  to  trust  such  an  inter¬ 
esting  event  to  time  and  chance.  If  we  omit  it  now,  some 
Massanello  may  hereafter  arise,  who,  laying  hold  of  popular 
disquietudes,  may  collect  together  the  desperate  and  the  dis¬ 
contented,  and  by  assuming  to  themselves  the  powers  of  gov¬ 
ernment,  finally  sweep  away  the  liberties  of  the  continent  like 
a  deluge.  Should  the  government  of  America  return  again 
into  the  hands  of  Britain,  the  tottering  situation  of  things  will 
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be  a  temptation  for  some  desperate  adventurer  to  try  liis  for¬ 
tune  ;  and  in  such  a  case,  what  relief  can  Britain  give  ?  Ere 
she  could  hear  the  news,  the  fatal  business  might  be  done  ; 
and  ourselves  suffering  like  the  wretched  Britons  under  the 
oppression  of  the  Conqueror.  Ye  that  oppose  independence 
now,  ye  know  not  what  ye  do  ;  ye  are  opening  a  door  to  eternal 
tyranny,  by  keeping  vacant  the  seat  of  government.  There 
are  thousands  and  tens  of  thousands  who  would  think  it  glorious 
to  expel  from  the  continent  that  barbarous  and  hellish  power 
which  hath  stirred  up  the  Indians  and  negroes  to  destroy  us  — 
the  cruelty  hath  a  double  guilt,  it  is  dealing  brutally  by  us,  and 
treacherously  by  them. 

To  talk  of  friendship  with  those  in  whom  our  reason  forbids 
us  to  have  faith,  and  our  affections,  wounded  through  a  thousand 
pores,  instruct  us  to  detest,  is  madness  and  folly.  Every  day 
wears  out  the  little  remains  of  kindred  between  us  and  them  ; 
and  can  there  be  any  reason  to  hope,  that  as  the  relationship 
expires,  the  affection  will  increase,  or  that  we  shall  agree  better 
when  we  have  ten  times  more  and  greater  concerns  to  quarrel 
over  than  ever  ? 

Ye  that  tell  us  of  harmony  and  reconciliation,  can  ye  restore 
to  us  the  time  that  is  past  ?  Can  ye  give  to  prostitution  its 
former  innocence  ?  Neither  can  ye  reconcile  Britain  and  Amer¬ 
ica.  The  last  cord  now  is  broken,  the  people  of  England  are 
presenting  addresses  against  us.  There  are  injuries  which 
nature  cannot  forgive ;  she  would  cease  to  be  nature  if  she  did. 
As  well  can  the  lover  forgive  the  ravisher  of  his  mistress  as 
the  continent  forgive  the  murders  of  Britain.  The  Almighty 
hath  implanted  within  us  these  unextinguishable  feelings,  for 
good  and  wise  purposes.  They  are  the  guardians  of  his  image 
in  our  hearts,  and  distinguish  us  from  the  herd  of  common 
animals.  The  social  compact  would  dissolve,  and  justice  be 
extirpated  from  the  earth,  or  have  only  a  casual  existence, 
were  we  callous  to  the  touches  of  affection.  The  robber  and 
the  murderer  would  often  escape  unpunished,  did  not  the  in¬ 
juries  which  our  tempers  sustain  provoke  us  into  justice. 

O  ye  that  love  mankind  !  Ye  that  dare  oppose,  not  only 
the  tyranny  but  the  tyrant,  stand  forth !  Every  spot  of  the 
old  world  is  overrun  with  oppression.  Freedom  hath  been 
hunted  around  the  globe.  Asia  and  Africa  have  long  expelled 
her.  Europe  regards  her  like  a  stranger,  and  England  hath 
given  her  warning  to  depart.  Oh,  receive  the  fugitive,  and 
prepare  in  time  an  asylum  for  mankind. 
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ENGLAND  AND  THE  AMERICAN  REVOLUTION. 

By  JOHN  RICHARD  GREEN. 

(From  the  “  Short  History  of  the  English  People.”) 

[John  Richard  Green,  English  historian,  was  born  at  Oxford  in  1837 ; 
graduated  at  Jesus  College  ;  became  a  clergyman,  and  in  1868  librarian  to  the 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury  at  Lambeth.  His  earliest  bent  was  toward  studying 
the  germs  of  English  history,  and  after  many  short  papers  his  “  Short  History  of 
the  English  People”  (1874)  made  him  famous.  In  spite  of  an  incurable  disease 
and  great  weakness,  and  of  ardent  service  in  practical  church  work,  he  published 
“The  Making  of  England”  in  1882,  and  had  nearly  completed  “The  Conquest 
of  England”  (completed  and  published  by  his  widow)  when  he  died,  March  7, 
1883.  He  published  some  other  works,  and  suggested  the  English  Historical 
Review.'] 

George  the  Third  was  able  to  set  Chatham’s  policy  disdain¬ 
fully  aside,  and  to  plunge  into  a  contest  far  more  disastrous 
than  his  contest  with  the  press.  In  all  the  proceedings  of  the 
last  few  years,  what  had  galled  him  most  had  been  the  act 
which  averted  a  war  between  England  and  her  colonies.  To 
the  king  the  Americans  were  already  “rebels,”  and  the  great 
statesman  whose  eloquence  had  made  their  claims  irresistible 
was  a  “trumpet  of  sedition.”  George  deplored  in  his  corre¬ 
spondence  with  his  ministers  the  repeal  of  the  stamp  acts. 
“All  men  feel,”  he  wrote,  “that  the  fatal  compliance  in  1766 
has  increased  the  pretensions  of  the  Americans  to  absolute  in¬ 
dependence.”  But  in  England  generally  the  question  was 
regarded  as  settled,  while  in  America  the  news  of  the  repeal 
had  been  received  with  universal  joy,  and  taken  as  a  close  of 
the  strife.  On  both  sides,  however,  there  remained  a  pride  and 
irritability  which  only  wise  handling  could  have  allayed;  and 
in  the  present  state  of  English  politics  wise  handling  was 
impossible.  Only  a  few  months,  indeed,  passed  before  the 
quarrel  was  again  reopened ;  for  no  sooner  had  the  illness  of 
Lord  Chatham  removed  him  from  any  real  share  in  public  affairs 
than  the  wretched  administration  which  bore  his  name  suspended 
the  assembly  of  New  York  on  its  refusal  to  provide  quarters 
for  English  troops,  and  resolved  to  assert  British  sovereignty 
by  levying  import  duties  of  trivial  amount  at  American  ports. 
The  assembly  of  Massachusetts  was  dissolved  on  a  trifling 
quarrel  with  its  governor,  and  Boston  was  occupied  for  a  time 
by  British  soldiers.  It  was  without  a  thought  of  any  effective 
struggle,  however,  that  the  cabinet  had  entered  on  this  course 
of  vexation;  and  when  the  remonstrances  of  the  legislatures  of 
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Massachusetts  and  Virginia,  coupled  with  a  fall  in  the  funds, 
warned  the  ministers  of  its  danger,  they  hastened  to  withdraw 
from  it.  In  1769  the  troops  were  recalled,  and  all  duties,  save 
one,  abandoned.  But  with  a  fatal  obstinacy  the  king  insisted 
on  retaining  the  duty  on  tea  as  an  assertion  of  the  supremacy 
of  the  mother  country.  Its  retention  was  enough  to  prevent 
any  thorough  restoration  of  good  feeling.  A  series  of  petty 
quarrels  went  on  in  almost  every  colony  between  the  popular 
assemblies  and  the  governors  appointed  by  the  crown,  and  the 
colonists  persisted  in  their  agreement  to  import  nothing  from 
the  mother  country.  As  yet,  however,  there  was  no  prospect 
of  serious  strife.  In  America,  the  influence  of  George  Wash¬ 
ington  allayed  the  irritation  of  Virginia;  while  Massachusetts 
contented  itself  with  quarreling  with  its  governor,  and  refusing 
to  buy  tea  so  long  as  the  duty  was  levied. 

The  temper  of  the  colonists  was  in  the  main  that  of  the  bulk 
of  English  statesmen.  Even  George  Grenville,  though  approv¬ 
ing  the  retention  of  the  duty  in  question,  abandoned  all  dream 
of  further  taxation.  But  the  king  was  now  supreme.  The 
reappearance  and  attack  of  Chatham  at  the  opening  of  1770  had 
completed  the  ruin  of  the  ministry.  Those  of  his  adherents 
who  still  clung  to  it,  Lord  Camden,  the  chancellor,  Lord 
Granby,  the  commander  in  chief,  Dunning,  the  solicitor-gen¬ 
eral,  resigned  their  posts.  In  a  few  days  they  were  followed 
by  the  Duke  of  Grafton,  who,  since  Chatham’s  resignation,  had 
been  nominally  the  head  of  the  administration.  All  that  re¬ 
mained  of  it  were  the  Bedford  faction  and  the  dependents  of 
the  king;  but  George  did  not  hesitate  to  form  these  into  a 
ministry  and  to  place  at  its  head  the  former  chancellor  of  the 
exchequer,  Lord  North,  a  man  of  some  administrative  ability, 
but  unconnected  with  any  political  party,  steadily  opposed  to 
any  recognition  of  public  opinion,  and  of  an  easy  and  indolent 
temper  which  yielded  against  his  better  knowledge  to  the  stub¬ 
born  doggedness  of  the  king.  The  instinct  of  the  country  at 
once  warned  it  of  the  results  of  such  a  change ;  and  the  city  of 
London  put  itself  formally  at  the  head  of  the  public  discontent. 
In  solemn  addresses  it  called  on  George  the  Third  to  dismiss 
his  ministers  and  to  dissolve  the  parliament;  and  its  action 
was  supported  by  petitions  to  the  same  effect  from  the  greater 
counties.  In  the  following  year  it  fought,  as  we  have  seen,  a 
battle  with  the  house  of  commons  which  established  the  freedom 
of  the  press.  But  the  efforts  of  the  country  failed  before  the 
paralysis  of  political  action  which  resulted  from  the  position  of 
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the  whigs  and  the  corruption  of  parliament.  The  deaths  of 
Grenville  and  Bedford  broke  up  two  of  the  whig  factions. 
Rockingham  with  the  rest  of  the  party  held  aloof  from  the 
popular  agitation,  and  drew  more  and  more  away  from  Chatham 
as  he  favored  it.  The  parliament  remained  steady  to  the  king, 
and  the  king  clung  more  and  more  to  the  ministry.  The  min¬ 
istry  was,  in  fact,  a  mere  cloak  for  the  direction  of  public  affairs 
by  George  himself.  “Not  only  did  he  direct  the  ministry,”  a 
careful  observer  tells  us,  “in  all  important  matters  of  foreign 
and  domestic  policy,  but  he  instructed  him  as  to  the  manage¬ 
ment  of  debates  in  parliament,  suggested  what  motions  should 
be  made  or  opposed,  and  how  measures  should  be  carried.  He 
reserved  for  himself  all  the  patronage,  he  arranged  the  whole 
cast  of  administration,  settled  the  relative  places  and  preten¬ 
sions  of  ministers  of  state,  law  officers,  and  members  of  the 
household,  nominated  and  promoted  the  English  and  Scotch 
judges,  appointed  and  translated  bishops  and  deans,  and  dis¬ 
pensed  other  preferments  in  the  church.  He  disposed  of  mili¬ 
tary  governments,  regiments,  and  commissions,  and  himself 
ordered  the  marching  of  troops.  He  gave  and  refused  titles, 
honors,  and  pensions.”  All  this  immense  patronage  was  per¬ 
sistently  used  for  the  creation  and  maintenance  in  both  houses 
of  parliament  of  a  majority  directed  by  the  king  himself;  and 
its  weight  was  seen  in  the  steady  action  of  such  a  majority. 
It  was  seen  yet  more  in  the  subjection  to  which  the  ministry 
that  bore  North’s  name  was  reduced.  George  was,  in  fact,  the 
minister  through  the  years  of  its  existence ;  and  the  shame  of 
the  darkest  hour  of  English  history  lies  wholly  at  his  door. 

His  fixed  purpose  was  to  seize  on  the  first  opportunity  of 
undoing  the  “fatal  compliance  of  1766.”  A  trivial  riot  gave 
him  at  last  the  handle  he  wanted.  In  December,  1773,  the 
arrival  of  some  English  ships  laden  with  tea  kindled  fresh  irri¬ 
tation  in  Boston,  where  the  non-importation  agreement  was 
strictly  enforced ;  and  a  mob  in  the  disguise  of  Indians  boarded 
the  vessels  and  flung  their  contents  into  the  sea.  The  outrage 
was  deplored  alike  by  the  friends  of  America  in  England  and 
by  its  own  leading  statesmen;  and  both  Washington  and  Chat¬ 
ham  were  prepared  to  support  the  government  in  its  looked-for 
demand  of  redress.  But  the  thought  of  the  king  was  not  of 
redress  but  of  repression,  and  he  set  roughly  aside  the  more 
conciliatory  proposals  of  Lord  North  and  his  fellow-ministers. 
They  had  already  rejected  as  “frivolous  and  vexatious  ”  a  peti¬ 
tion  of  the  assembly  of  Massachusetts  for  the  dismissal  of  two 
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public  officers  whose  letters  home  advised  the  withdrawal  of 
free  institutions  from  the  colonies.  They  now  seized  on  the 
riot  as  a  pretext  for  rigorous  measures.  A  bill  introduced  into 
parliament  in  the  beginning  of  1774  punished  Boston  by  clos¬ 
ing  its  port  against  all  commerce.  Another  punished  the  state 
of  Massachusetts  by  withdrawing  the  liberties  it  had  enjoyed 
ever  since  the  Pilgrim  Fathers  landed  on  its  soil.  Its  charter 
was  altered.  The  choice  of  its  council  was  transferred  from 
the  people  to  the  crown,  and  the  nomination  of  its  judges  was 
transferred  to  the  governor.  In  the  governor,  too,  by  a  pro¬ 
vision  more  outrageous  than  even  these,  was  vested  the  right 
of  sending  all  persons  charged  with  a  share  in  the  late  disturb¬ 
ances  to  England  for  trial.  To  enforce  these  measures  of  re¬ 
pression  troops  were  sent  to  America,  and  General  Gage,  the 
commander  in  chief  there,  was  appointed  governor  of  Massachu¬ 
setts.  The  king’s  exultation  at  the  prospect  before  him  Avas 
unbounded.  “  The  die,”  he  wrote  triumphantly  to  his  minister, 
“  is  cast.  The  colonies  must  either  triumph  or  submit.”  Four 
regiments  would  be  enough  to  bring  the  Americans  to  their 
senses.  They  would  only  be  “ lions  while  we  are  lambs.”  “ If 
we  take  the  resolute  part,”  he  decided  solemnly,  “they  will 
undoubtedly  be  very  meek.” 

Unluckily  the  blow  at  Massachusetts  was  received  with  any¬ 
thing  but  meekness.  The  jealousies  between  colony  and  colony 
were  hushed  by  a  sense  that  the  liberties  of  all  were  in  danger. 
If  the  British  Parliament  could  cancel  the  charter  of  Massa¬ 
chusetts  and  ruin  the  trade  of  Boston,  it  could  cancel  the 
charter  of  every  colony  and  ruin  the  trade  of  every  port  from 
the  St.  Lawrence  to  the  coast  of  Georgia.  All,  therefore, 
adopted  the  cause  of  Massachusetts ;  and  all  their  legislatures 
save  that  of  Georgia  sent  delegates  to  a  congress  which  assem¬ 
bled  on  the  4th  of  September  at  Philadelphia.  Massachusetts 
took  a  yet  bolder  course.  Not  one  of  its  citizens  would  act 
under  the  new  laws.  Its  assembly  met  in  defiance  of  the  gov¬ 
ernor,  called  out  the  militia  of  the  state,  and  provided  arms 
and  ammunition  for  it.  But  there  was  still  room  for  recon¬ 
ciliation.  The  resolutions  of  the  congress  had  been  moderate, 
for  Virginia  was  the  wealthiest  and  most  influential  among 
the  states  who  sent  delegates,  and,  though  resolute  to  resist  the 
new  measures  of  the  government,  Virginia  still  clung  to  the 
mother  country.  At  home  the  merchants  of  London  and  Bris¬ 
tol  pleaded  loudly  for  reconciliation;  and  in  January,  1775, 
Chatham  again  came  forward  to  avert  a  strife  he  had  once  before 
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succeeded  in  preventing.  With  characteristic  largeness  of  feel¬ 
ing  he  set  aside  all  half-measures  or  proposals  of  compromise. 
“It  is  not  canceling  a  piece  of  parchment,”  he  insisted,  “that 
can  win  back  America:  you  must  respect  her  fears  and  her 
resentments.”  The  bill  which  he  introduced  in  coucert  with 
Franklin  provided  for  the  repeal  of  the  late  acts  and  for  the 
security  of  the  colonial  charters,  abandoned  the  claim  of  taxa¬ 
tion,  and  ordered  the  recall  of  the  troops.  A  colonial  assembly 
was  directed  to  meet  and  provide  means  by  which  America 
might  contribute  toward  the  payment  of  the  public  debt. 

Chatham’s  measure  was  contemptuously  rejected  by  the 
lords,  as  was  a  similar  measure  of  Burke’s  by  the  house  of  com¬ 
mons,  and  a  petition  of  the  city  of  London  in  favor  of  the  colo¬ 
nies  by  the  king  himself.  With  the  rejection  of  these  efforts 
for  conciliation  began  the  great  struggle  which  ended  eight 
years  later  in  the  severance  of  the  American  colonies  from  the 
British  crown.  The  congress  of  delegates  from  the  colonial 
legislatures  at  once  voted  measures  for  general  defense,  ordered 
the  levy  of  an  army,  and  set  George  Washington  at  its  head. 
No  nobler  figure  ever  stood  in  the  forefront  of  a  nation’s  life. 
Washington  was  grave  and  courteous  in  address;  his  manners 
were  simple  and  unpretending;  his  silence  and  the  serene  calm¬ 
ness  of  his  temper  spoke  of  a  perfect  self-mastery.  But  there 
was  little  in  his  outer  bearing  to  reveal  the  grandeur  of  soul 
which  lifts  his  figure,  with  all  the  simple  majesty  of  an  ancient 
statue,  out  of  the  smaller  passions,  the  meaner  impulses,  of  the 
world  around  him.  What  recommended  him  for  command  was 
simply  his  weight  among  his  fellow-landowners  of  Virginia, 
and  the  experience  of  war  which  he  had  gained  by  service  in 
border  contests  with  the  French  and  the  Indians,  as  well  as  in 
Braddock’s  luckless  expedition  against  Fort  Duquesne.  It 
was  only  as  the  weary  fight  went  on  that  the  colonists  dis¬ 
covered,  however  slowly  and  imperfectly,  the  greatness  of  their 
leader  ;  his  clear  judgment,  his  heroic  endurance,  his  silence 
under  difficulties,  his  calmness  in  the  hour  of  danger  or  defeat ; 
the  patience  with  which  he  waited,  the  quickness  and  hardness 
with  which  he  struck,  the  lofty  and  serene  sense  of  duty  that 
never  swerved  from  its  task  through  resentment  or  jealousy  ; 
that  never,  through  war  or  peace,  felt  the  touch  of  a  meaner 
ambition  ;  that  knew  no  aim  save  that  of  guarding  the  freedom 
of  his  fellow-countrymen,  and  no  personal  longing  save  that  of 
returning  to  his  own  fireside  when  their  freedom  was  secured. 
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It  was  almost  unconsciously  that  men  learned  to  cling  to  Wash¬ 
ington  with  a  trust  and  faith  such  as  few  other  men  have  won, 
and  to  regard  him  with  a  reverence  which  still  hushes  us  in  the 
presence  of  his  memory.  But  even  America  hardly  recognized 
his  real  greatness  while  he  lived.  It  was  only  when  death  set 
its  seal  on  him  that  the  voice  of  those  whom  he  had  served  so 
long  proclaimed  him  “  the  man  first  in  war,  first  in  peace,  and 
first  in  the  hearts  of  his  fellow-countrymen.” 

Washington  more  than  any  of  his  fellow-colonists  repre¬ 
sented  tLs  clinging  of  the  Virginian  landowners  to  the  mother 
country,  and  his  acceptance  of  a  military  command  proved  that 
even  the  most  moderate  among  the  colonists  had  no  hope  now 
save  in  arms.  The  struggle  opened  with  a  skirmish  between  a 
party  of  English  troops  and  a  detachment  of  militia  at  Lexing¬ 
ton  on  the  19th  of  April,  1775;  and  in  a  few  days  20,000 
colonists  appeared  before  Boston.  The  congress  reassembled, 
declared  the  states  they  represented  “  The  United  Colonies  of 
America,”  and  undertook  the  work  of  government.  Meanwhile 
10,000  fresh  English  troops  landed  at  Boston.  But  the  provin¬ 
cial  militia,  in  number  almost  double  that  of  the  British  force 
which  prepared  to  attack  them,  seized  a  neck  of  ground  which 
joins  Boston  to  the  mainland  ;  and  though  on  the  17th  of  June 
they  were  driven  from  the  heights  of  Bunker’s  Hill  which  com¬ 
manded  the  town,  it  was  only  after  a  desperate  struggle  in 
which  their  bravery  put  an  end  forever  to  the  taunts  of  coward¬ 
ice  which  had  been  leveled  against  the  colonists.  “  Are  the 
Yankees  cowards  ?”  shouted  the  men  of  Massachusetts  as  the 
first  English  attack  rolled  back  baffled  down  the  hillside.  But 
a  far  truer  courage  was  shown  in  the  stubborn  endurance  with 
which  Washington’s  raw  militiamen,  who  gradually  dwindled 
from  16,000  to  10,000  ill-fed,  ill-armed,  and  with  but  forty-five 
rounds  of  ammunition  to  each  man,  cooped  up  through  the 
winter  a  force  of  10,000  veterans  in  the  lines  of  Boston.  The 
spring  of  1776  saw  them  force  these  troops  to  withdraw  from 
the  city  to  New  York,  where  the  whole  British  army,  largely 
reinforced  by  mercenaries  from  Germany,  was  concentrated 
under  General  Howe.  Meanwhile  a  raid  of  the  American 
General  Arnold  nearly  drove  the  British  troops  from  Canada  ; 
and  though  his  attempt  broke  down  before  Quebec,  it  showed 
that  all  hope  of  reconciliation  was  over.  The  colonies  of  the 
south,  the  last  to  join  in  the  struggle,  had,  in  fact,  expelled 
their  governors  at  the  close  of  1775  ;  at  the  opening  of  the  next 
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year  Massachusetts  instructed  its  delegates  to  support  a  com¬ 
plete  repudiation  of  the  king’s  government  by  the  colonies ; 
while  the  American  ports  were  thrown  open  to  the  world  in 
defiance  of  the  navigation  acts.  These  decisive  steps  were 
followed  by  the  great  act  with  which  American  history  begins, 
the  adoption  on  the  4th  of  July,  1776,  by  the  delegates  in  con¬ 
gress,  after  a  fierce  resistance  from  those  of  Pennsylvania  and 
South  Carolina,  and  in  spite  of  the  abstention  of  those  of  New 
York,  of  a  declaration  of  independence.  “  We,”  ran  its  solemn 
words,  “  the  representatives  of  the  United  States  of  America  in 
congress  assembled,  appealing  to  the  Supreme  Judge  of  the 
world  for  the  rectitude  of  our  intentions,  solemnly  publish  and 
declare  that  these  United  Colonies  are,  and  of  right  ought  to 
be,  free  and  independent  states.” 

But  the  earlier  successes  of  the  colonists  were  soon  followed 
by  suffering  and  defeat.  Howe,  an  active  general,  with  a  fine 
army  at  his  back,  cleared  Long  Island  in  August  by  a  victory 
at  Brooklyn  ;  and  Washington,  whose  force  was  weakened  by 
withdrawals  and  defeat,  and  disheartened  by  the  loyal  tone  of 
the  state  in  which  it  was  encamped,  was  forced  in  the  autumn 
of  1776  to  evacuate  New  York  and  New  Jersey,  and  to  fall  back 
on  the  Hudson  and  then  on  the  Delaware.  The  congress  pre¬ 
pared  to  fly  from  Philadelphia,  and  a  general  despair  showed 
itself  in  cries  of  peace.  But  a  well-managed  surprise  and  a 
daring  march  on  the  rear  of  Howe’s  army  restored  the  spirits 
of  Washington’s  men,  and  forced  the  English  general  in  his 
turn  to  fall  back  on  New  York.  England,  however,  was  now 
roused  to  more  serious  efforts ;  and  the  campaign  of  1777 
opened  with  a  combined  attempt  for  the  suppression  of  the 
revolt.  An  army  which  had  assembled  in  Canada  under  Gen¬ 
eral  Burgoyne  marched  in  June  by  way  of  the  lakes  to  seize 
the  line  of  the  Hudson.  Howe  meanwhile  sailed  up  the  Chesa¬ 
peake  and  advanced  on  Philadelphia,  the  temporary  capital  of 
the  United  States  and  the  seat  of  the  congress.  The  rout  of 
his  little  army  of  7000  men  at  Brandywine  forced  Washington 
to  abandon  Philadelphia,  and,  after  a  bold  but  unsuccessful 
attack  on  his  victors,  to  retire  into  winter  quarters  on  the  banks 
of  the  Schuylkill,  where  the  unconquerable  resolve  with  which 
he  nerved  his  handful  of  beaten  and  half-starved  troops  to  face 
Howe’s  army  in  their  camp  at  Valley  Forge  is  the  noblest  of 
his  triumphs.  But  in  the  north  the  war  had  taken  another 
color.  Burgoyne’s  movement  had  been  planned  in  view  of  a 
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junction  with  at  least  a  part  of  Howe’s  army  from  New  York, 
—  a  junction  which  would  have  enabled  him  to  seize  the  line 
of  the  Hudson  and  thus  cut  off  New  England  from  her  sister 
provinces.  But  Howe  was  held  fast  by  Washington’s  resist¬ 
ance  and  unable  to  send  a  man  to  the  north ;  while  the  spirit 
of  New  England,  which  had  grown  dull  as  the  war  rolled  away 
from  its  borders,  quickened  again  at  the  news  of  invasion  and 
of  the  outrages  committed  by  the  Indians  employed  among  the 
English  troops.  Its  militia  hurried  from  town  and  homestead 
to  a  camp  with  which  General  Gates  had  barred  the  road  to 
Albany  ;  and  after  a  fruitless  attack  on  the  American  lines, 
Burgoyne  saw  himself  surrounded  on  the  heights  of  Saratoga. 
On  the  17th  of  October  his  whole  force  was  compelled  to  sur¬ 
render. 

The  news  of  this  calamity  gave  force  to  the  words  with 
which  Chatham  at  the  very  time  of  the  surrender  was  pressing 
for  peace.  “You  cannot  conquer  America,”  he  cried,  when 
men  were  glorying  in  Howe’s  successes  over  Washington.  “  If 
I  were  an  American  as  I  am  an  Englishman,  while  a  foreign 
troop  was  landed  in  my  country,  I  never  would  lay  down  my 
arms  —  never,  never,  never  !  ”  Then  in  a  burst  of  indignant 
eloquence,  he  thundered  against  an  outrage  which  was  at  that 
moment  nerving  New  England  to  its  rally  against  Burgoyne, 
the  use  of  the  Indian  with  his  scalping  knife  as  an  ally  of  Eng¬ 
land  against  her  children.  The  proposals  which  Chatham 
brought  forward  might  perhaps  in  his  hands  even  yet  have 
drawn  America  and  the  mother  country  together.  His  plan 
was  one  of  absolute  conciliation.  He  looked  forward  to  a  fed¬ 
eral  union  between  the  settlements  and  Great  Britain  which 
would  have  left  the  colonies  absolutely  their  own  masters  in  all 
matters  of  internal  government,  and  linked  only  by  ties  of  affec¬ 
tion  and  loyalty  to  the  general  body  of  the  empire.  But  the 
plan  met  with  the  same  scornful  rejection  as  his  previous  pro¬ 
posals.  its  rejection  was  at  once  followed  by  the  news  of  Sara¬ 
toga,  and  by  the  yet  more  fatal  news  that  the  disaster  had 
roused  the  Bourbon  courts  to  avenge  the  humiliation  of  the 
Seven  Years’  war.  Crippled  and  impoverished  as  she  was  at 
its  close,  France  could  do  nothing  to  break  the  world  power 
which  was  rising  in  front  of  her  ;  but  in  the  very  moment  of 
her  defeat,  the  foresight  of  Choiseul  had  seen  in  a  future  strug¬ 
gle  between  England  and  her  colonies  a  chance  of  ruining  the 
great  fabric  which  Pitt’s  triumphs  had  built  up.  Nor  was  Pitt 
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blind  to  the  steady  resolve  of  France  to  renew  the  fight.  In 
every  attempt  which  he  had  made  to  construct  a  ministry  he 
had  laid  down,  as  the  corner  stone  of  his  foreign  policy,  a 
renewal  of  that  alliance  with  the  Protestant  states  of  north 
Germany  against  the  house  of  Bourbon  which  could  alone  save 
England  from  the  danger  of  the  family  compact.  But  his 
efforts  had  been  foiled  alike  by  the  resistance  of  the  king,  the 
timid  peacefulness  of  the  whigs,  and  at  last  by  the  distrust  of 
England  which  had  been  rooted  in  the  mind  of  Frederick  the 
Great  through  the  treachery  of  Lord  Bute. 

The  wisdom  of  his  policy  was  now  brought  home  by  the 
coming  of  the  danger  he  had  foreseen  when  the  foresight  of 
Choiseul  was  justified  by  the  outbreak  of  strife  between  Eng¬ 
land  and  America.  Even  then,  for  a  while,  France  looked  idly 
on.  Her  king,  Louis  the  Sixteenth,  was  averse  from  war  ;  her 
treasury  was  empty ;  her  government  scared  by  the  growth  of 
new  movements  toward  freedom  about  it ;  and,  fearful  of  en¬ 
dangering  the  monarchy  by  the  encouragement  these  would 
receive  from  a  union  with  the  revolted  colonies,  still  doubted 
whether  America  had  any  real  power  of  resisting  Britain.  It 
was  to  no  purpose  that,  from  the  moment  when  they  declared 
themselves  independent,  the  United  States  called  on  France 
for  aid  ;  or  that  Franklin  pressed  their  appeal  on  its  govern¬ 
ment.  A  year,  in  fact,  passed  without  any  decisive  resolution 
to  give  aid  to  the  colonists.  But  the  steady  drift  of  French 
policy  and  the  passion  of  the  French  people  pressed  heavier 
every  day  on  the  hesitation  of  their  government ;  and  the  news 
of  Saratoga  forced  its  hand.  The  American  envoys  at  last 
succeeded  in  forming  an  alliance  ;  and  in  February,  1778,  a 
treaty,  offensive  and  defensive,  was  concluded  between  France 
and  America.  Lord  North  strove  to  meet  the  blow  by  fresh 
offers  of  conciliation,  and  by  a  pledge  to  renounce  forever  the 
right  of  direct  taxation  over  the  colonies  ;  but  he  felt  that  such 
offers  were  fruitless,  that  the  time  for  conciliation  was  past, 
while  all  hope  of  reducing  America  by  force  of  arms  had  disap¬ 
peared.  In  utter  despair  he  pressed  his  resignation  on  the 
king.  But  George  was  as  obstinate  for  war  as  ever ;  and  the 
country,  stung  to  the  quick  by  the  attack  of  France,  backed 
passionately  the  obstinacy  of  the  king.  But,  unlike  George 
the  Third,  it  instinctively  felt  that,  if  a  hope  still  remained  of 
retaining  the  friendship  of  the  colonies  and  of  baffling  the 
efforts  of  the  Bourbons,  it  lay  in  Lord  Chatham ;  and  in  spite 
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of  the  king’s  resistance  the  voice  of  the  whole  country  called 
him  back  to  power.  The  danger,  indeed,  which  had  scared 
Lord  North  into  resignation,  and  before  which  a  large  party  of 
the  whigs  now  advocated  the  acknowledgment  of  American 
independence,  only  awoke  Chatham  to  his  old  daring  and  fire. 
He  had  revolted  from  a  war  against  Englishmen.  But  all  his 
pride  in  English  greatness,  all  his  confidence  in  English  power, 
woke  afresh  at  the  challenge  of  France.  His  genius  saw,  indeed, 
in  the  new  danger  a  means  of  escape  from  the  old.  He  would 
have  withdrawn  every  soldier  from  America,  and  flung  the 
whole  force  of  Britain  into  the  conflict  with  France.  He 
believed  that  in  the  splendor  of  triumphs  over  her  older  enemy, 
England  might  be  brought  to  terms  of  amity  which  would  win 
back  the  colonies,  and  that  the  English  blood  of  the  colonists 
themselves  would  be  quickened  to  a  fresh  union  with  the 
mother  country  by  her  struggle  against  a  power  from  which 
she  had  so  lately  rescued  them.  Till  such  a  trial  had  been 
made,  with  all  the  advantages  that  the  magic  of  his  name 
could  give  it  in  England  and  America  alike,  he  would  not  bow 
to  a  need  that  must  wreck  the  great  empire  his  hand  had  built 
up.  Even  at  this  hour  there  was  a  chance  of  success  for  such 
a  policy ;  but  on  the  eve  of  Chatham’s  return  to  office  this 
chance  was  shattered  by  the  hand  of  death.  Broken  with  age 
and  disease,  the  earl  was  borne  to  the  house  of  lords  on  the  7th 
of  April  to  utter  in  a  few  broken  words  his  protest  against  the 
proposal  to  surrender  America.  “I  rejoice,”  he  murmured, 
“  that  I  am  still  alive  to  lift  up  my  voice  against  the  dismem¬ 
berment  of  this  ancient  and  noble  monarchy.  His  majesty 
succeeded  to  an  empire  as  great  in  extent  as  its  reputation  was 
unsullied.  Seventeen  years  ago  this  people  was  the  terror  of 
the  world.”  He  listened  impatiently  to  the  reply  of  the  Duke 
of  Richmond,  and  again  rose  to  his  feet.  But  he  had  hardly 
risen  when  he  pressed  his  hand  upon  his  heart,  and  falling 
back  in  a  swoon  was  borne  home  to  die. 

How  well  founded  was  Chatham’s  faith  in  the  power  of 
Britain  was  seen  in  the  strife  that  opened.  From  the  hour  of 
his  death  England  entered  on  a  conflict  with  enemies  whose 
circle  gradually  widened  till  she  stood  single-handed  against 
the  world.  At  the  close  of  1778  the  family  compact  bore  its 
full  fruit ;  Spain  joined  the  league  of  France  and  America 
against  her ;  and  in  the  next  year  the  joint  fleets  of  the  two 
powers  rode  the  masters  of  the  channel.  They  even  threatened 
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a  descent  on  the  English  coast.  But,  dead  as  Chatham  was, 
his  cry  woke  a  new  life  in  England.  “Shall  we  fall  prostrate,” 
he  exclaimed  with  his  last  breath,  “  before  the  house  of  Bour¬ 
bon  ?  ”  and  the  divisions  which  had  broken  the  nation  in  its 
struggle  with  American  liberty  were  hushed  in  the  presence  of 
this  danger  to  its  own  existence.  The  weakness  of  the  minis¬ 
try  was  compensated  by  the  energy  of  England  itself.  For 
three  years,  from  1779  to  1782,  General  Elliott  held  against 
famine  and  bombardment  from  a  French  and  Spanish  army  the 
rock  fortress  of  Gibraltar.  Although  a  quarrel  over  the  right 
of  search  banded  Holland  and  the  courts  of  the  north  in  an 
armed  neutrality  against  her,  and  added  the  Dutch  fleet  to  the 
number  of  her  assailants,  England  held  her  own  at  sea.  In 
her  eastern  dependency,  where  France  sought  a  counterpoise 
to  the  power  of  Britain  in  that  of  the  Mahrattas,  freebooters 
of  Hindu  blood  whose  tribes  had  for  a  century  past  carried 
their  raids  over  India  from  the  hills  of  the  western  coast  and 
founded  sovereignties  in  Guzerat,  Malwa,  and  Tanjore,  the 
tenacity  and  resource  of  Warren  Hastings,  the  first  Governor 
General  of  British  India,  wrested  victory  from  failure  and 
defeat.  Though  the  wide  schemes  of  conquest  which  he 
formed  were  for  the  moment  frustrated,  the  annexation  of 
Benares,  the  extension  of  British  rule  along  the  Ganges,  the 
reduction  of  Oude  to  virtual  dependence,  the  appearance  of 
English  armies  in  Central  India,  and  the  defeat  of  the  Sultan 
of  Mysore  laid  the  foundation  of  an  Indian  empire  which  his 
genius  was  bold  enough  to  foresee.  Even  in  America  the  for¬ 
tune  of  the  war  seemed  for  a  while  to  turn.  After  Burgoyne’s 
surrender  the  English  generals  had  withdrawn  from  Pennsyl¬ 
vania  and  bent  all  their  efforts  on  the  southern  states,  where  a 
strong  royalist  party  still  existed.  The  capture  of  Charlestown 
and  the  successes  of  Lord  Cornwallis  in  1780  were  rendered 
fruitless  by  the  obstinate  resistance  of  General  Greene;  but  the 
United  States  remained  weakened  by  bankruptcy  and  unnerved 
by  hopes  of  aid  from  France. 

Hardly  a  year,  however,  had  passed  when  the  face  of  the  war 
in  America  was  changed  by  a  terrible  disaster.  Foiled  in  an 
attempt  on  North  Carolina  by  the  refusal  of  his  fellow-general, 
Sir  Henry  Clinton,  to  assist  him,  Cornwallis  fell  back  in  1781 
on  Virginia,  and  intrenched  himself  in  the  lines  of  Yorktown. 
A  sudden  march  of  Washington  brought  him  to  the  front  of  the 
English  troops  at  a  moment  when  the  French  fleet  held  the  sea, 
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and  the  British  army  was  driven  by  famine  in  October  to  a  sur¬ 
render  as  humiliating  as  that  of  Saratoga.  The  news  fell  like 
a  thunderbolt  on  the  wretched  minister,  who  had  till  now  sup¬ 
pressed  at  his  master’s  order  his  own  conviction  of  the  useless¬ 
ness  of  further  bloodshed.  Opening  his  arms  and  pacing  wildly 
about  the  room,  Lord  North  exclaimed,  “  It  is  all  over,”  and 
resigned.  At  this  moment,  indeed,  the  country  seemed  on  the 
brink  of  ruin.  In  the  very  crisis  of  the  struggle  with  America 
she  found  herself  confronted  with  a  danger  nearer  home  [the 
Irish  revolt  of  1779].  .  .  . 

The  blow  which  had  shattered  the  attempt  of  England  to 
wield  an  autocratic  power  over  her  colonies  had  shattered  the 
attempt  of  its  king  to  establish  an  autocratic  power  over  England 
itself.  The  ministry  which  bore  the  name  of  Lord  North  had 
been  a  mere  screen  for  the  administration  of  George  the  Third, 
and  its  ruin  was  the  ruin  of  the  system  he  had  striven  to  build 
up.  Never  again  was  the  crown  to  possess  such  a  power  as  he 
had  wielded  during  the  past  ten  years.  For  the  moment,  how¬ 
ever,  there  was  nothing  to  mark  so  decisive  a  change  ;  and  both 
to  the  king  and  his  opponents  it  must  have  seemed  only  a  new 
turn  in  the  political  game  which  they  were  playing  when  in 
March,  1782,  the  whigs  returned  to  office.  Though  the  tories 
and  “king’s  friends”  had  now  grown  to  a  compact  body  of  150 
members,  who  still  followed  Lord  North,  the  whigs  were  supe¬ 
rior  to  their  rivals  in  numbers  and  political  character,  now  that 
the  return  of  the  Bedford  and  Grenville  sections  to  the  general 
body  of  the  party  during  its  long  and  steady  opposition  to  the 
war  had  restored  much  of  its  old  cohesion.  Rockingham  was 
still  its  head  ;  and  on  Rockingham  fell  the  double  task  of  sat¬ 
isfying  Ireland  and  of  putting  an  end,  at  any  cost,  to  the  war 
with  the  United  States.  The  task  involved  in  both  quarters  a 
humiliating  surrender  ;  for  neither  Ireland  nor  America  would 
be  satisfied  save  by  a  full  concession  of  their  claims.  It  needed 
the  bitter  stress  of  necessity  to  induce  the  English  Parliament 
to  follow  Rockingham’s  counsels,  but  the  need  was  too  urgent 
to  suffer  their  rejection.  The  houses,  therefore,  abandoned  by 
a  formal  statute  the  judicial  and  legislative  supremacy  they 
had  till  then  asserted  over  the  parliament  of  Ireland  ;  and  from 
this  moment  England  and  Ireland  were  simply  held  together  by 
the  fact  that  the  sovereign  of  the  one  island  was  also  the  sov¬ 
ereign  of  the  other.  The  grant  of  independence  to  the  one  great 
dependency  made  it  easier  to  recognize  the  freedom  of  the  other, 
liockingham,  in  fact,  took  office  with  the  purpose  of  winning 
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peace  by  a  full  acknowledgment  of  the  independence  of  the 
United  States,  and  negotiations  were  soon  entered  into  for  that 
purpose. 

But  America  was  bound  by  its  league  with  the  Bourbon 
courts  to  make  no  peace  save  one  common  to  its  allies,  and 
from  its  allies  peace  was  hard  to  win  without  concessions  which 
would  have  stripped  from  England  all  that  remained  of  her 
older  greatness.  With  the  revolt  of  Ireland  and  the  surren¬ 
der  of  Cornwallis  the  hopes  of  her  enemies  rose  high.  Spain 
refused  to  suspend  hostilities  at  any  other  price  than  the  surren¬ 
der  of  Gibraltar  ;  while  France  proposed  that  England  should 
give  up  all  her  Indian  conquests  save  Bengal.  The  triumph  of 
the  Bourbons,  indeed,  seemed  secure.  If  terms  like  these  were 
accepted  the  world  empire  of  Britain  was  at  an  end.  Stripped 
of  her  colonies  in  America,  stripped  of  her  rule  in  India,  matched 
on  the  very  ocean  by  rival  fleets,  England  sank  back  into  a 
European  state,  into  the  England  of  the  first  Georges.  And 
yet  there  seemed  little  chance  of  her  holding  out  against  the 
demands  of  such  a  league  as  fronted  her  at  a  moment  when  her 
military  power  was  paralyzed  by  the  attitude  of  Ireland.  But 
the  true  basis  of  her  world  power  lay  on  the  sea.  It  was  by  her 
command  of  the  sea  that  such  an  empire  could  alone  be  possible  ; 
nor  was  it  possible  so  long  as  she  commanded  the  sea  for  all  the 
armies  of  the  Bourbon  powers  to  rob  her  of  it.  And  at  this 
moment  the  command  of  the  seas  again  became  her  own.  On 
the  16th  of  January,  1780,  Admiral  Rodney,  the  greatest  of 
English  seamen  save  Nelson  and  Blake,  encountered  the  Spanish 
fleet  off  Cape  St.  Vincent,  and  only  four  of  its  vessels  escaped 
to  Cadiz.  At  the  opening  of  1782,  the  triumphs  of  the  French 
admiral,  De  Grasse,  called  him  to  the  West  Indies  ;  and  on  the 
12th  of  April  a  maneuver,  which  he  was  the  first  to  introduce, 
broke  his  opponent’s  line,  and  drove  the  French  fleet  shattered 
from  the  Atlantic.  With  Rodney’s  last  victory  the  struggle 
of  the  Bourbons  was  really  over,  for  no  means  remained  of 
attacking  their  enemy  save  at  Gibraltar,  and  here  a  last  attack 
of  the  joint  force  gathered  against  it  was  repulsed  by  the 
heroism  of  Elliott.  Nor  would  America  wait  any  longer  for 
the  satisfaction  of  her  allies.  In  November  her  commissioners 
signed  the  preliminaries  of  a  peace  in  which  Britain  reserved  to 
herself  on  the  American  continent  only  Canada  and  the  Island 
of  Newfoundland,  and  acknowledged  without  reserve  the  inde¬ 
pendence  of  the  United  States. 
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The  action  of  America  ended  the  war ;  and  the  treaty  of 
peace  with  the  United  States  was  a  prelude  to  treaties  of  peace 
with  the  Bourbon  powers.  Their  actual  gains  were  insignifi¬ 
cant.  France,  indeed,  won  nothing  in  the  treaties  with  which 
the  war  ended  ;  Spain  gained  only  Florida  and  Minorca.  Nor 
could  they  feel,  even  in  this  hour  of  their  triumph,  that  the 
end  at  which  they  aimed  had  been  fully  reached.  In  half  their 
great  effort  against  the  world  power  of  Britain  they  had  utterly 
failed.  She  had  even  won  ground  in  India.  In  America  itself 
she  still  retained  the  northern  dominion  of  Canada.  Her  West 
Indian  islands  remained  intact.  Above  all,  she  had  asserted 
more  nobly  than  ever  her  command  of  the  sea,  and  with  it  the 
possibility  of  building  up  a  fresh  power  in  such  lands  as  Cook 
had  called  her  to.  But  at  the  close  of  the  war  there  was  less 
thought  of  what  she  had  retained  than  of  what  she  had  lost. 
She  was  parted  from  her  American  colonies  ;  and  at  the  moment 
such  a  parting  seemed  to  be  the  knell  of  her  greatness.  In 
wealth,  in  population,  the  American  colonies  far  surpassed  all 
that  remained  of  her  empire  ;  and  the  American  colonies  were 
irrecoverably  gone.  It  is  no  wonder  that  in  the  first  shock  of 
such  a  loss  England  looked  on  herself  as  on  the  verge  of  ruin, 
or  that  the  Bourbon  courts  believed  her  position  as  a  world 
power  to  be  practically  at  an  end.  How  utterly  groundless 
such  a  conception  was  the  coming  years  were  to  show. 

The  energies  of  England  were,  in  fact,  spurred  to  new 
efforts  by  the  crisis  in  her  fortunes.  The  industrial  develop¬ 
ment  which  followed  the  war  gave  her  a  material  supremacy 
such  as  she  had  never  known  before,  and  the  rapid  growth  of 
wealth  which  this  industry  brought  with  it  raised  her  again 
into  a  mother  of  nations  as  her  settlers  built  up  in  the  waters 
of  the  Pacific  colonies  as  great  as  those  which  she  had  lost  on 
the  coast  of  America.  But  if  the  Bourbons  overrated  their 
triumph  in  one  way,  they  immensely  underrated  it  in  another. 
Whatever  might  be  the  importance  of  American  independence 
in  the  history  of  England,  it  was  of  unequaled  moment  in  the 
history  of  the  world.  If  it  crippled  for  a  while  the  supremacy 
of  the  English  nation,  it  founded  a  supremacy  of  the  English 
race.  From  the  hour  of  American  independence  the  life  of  the 
English  people  has  flowed  not  in  one  current,  but  in  two  ;  and 
while  the  older  has  shown  little  signs  of  lessening,  the  younger 
has  fast  risen  to  a  greatness  which  has  changed  the  face  of  the 
world. 
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THE  DECLARATION  OF  INDEPENDENCE. 

[Thomas  Jefferson,  the  eminent  American  statesman  and  third  President  o\ 
the  United  States,  was  born  at  Shad  well,  Albemarle  County,  Va.,  April  2,  1743. 
He  attended  William  and  Mary  College,  became  a  successful  lawyer,  and  as  a 
delegate  to  the  first  Continental  Congress  identified  himself  with  the  Revolu¬ 
tionary  party.  In  1776  he  drew  up  the  Declaration  of  Independence  ;  was  gov¬ 
ernor  of  Virginia  (1779-1781)  ;  minister  to  France  (1784-1789)  ;  and  upon  his 
return  was  appointed  Secretary  of  State  by  Washington.  About  this  time  he 
became  the  leader  of  the  new  party,  called  at  first  Anti-Federalists,  then  Republi¬ 
cans,  and  finally  Democrats.  Jefferson  was  Vice  President  (1797)  ;  was  elected 
President  (1801),  and  reelected  (1804).  The  chief  events  of  his  two  adminis¬ 
trations  were  the  war  with  Tripoli,  the  Louisiana  Purchase,  the  reduction  of  the 
national  debt,  and  the  exploration  of  the  West.  Jefferson  spent  the  latter  part 
of  his  life  at  his  beautiful  residence,  in  Monticello,  Va.,  where  he  died  July  4, 
1826,  while  the  nation  was  celebrating  the  fiftieth  anniversary  of  the  Declara¬ 
tion  of  Independence,  which  he  had  drawn  up.  The  death  of  John  Adams  also 
occurred  on  the  same  day.] 

A  Declaration  by  the  Representatives  of  the  United  States  of 
America ,  in  Congress  assembled. 

When,  in  the  course  of  human  events,  it  becomes  necessary 
for  one  people  to  dissolve  the  political  bands  which  have  con¬ 
nected  them  with  another,  and  to  assume,  among  the  powers  of 
the  earth,  the  separate  and  equal  station  to  which  the  laws  of 
nature  and  of  nature’s  God  entitle  them,  a  decent  respect  to  the 
opinions  of  mankind  requires  that  they  should  declare  the  causes 
which  impel  them  to  the  separation. 

We  hold  these  truths  to  be  self-evident,  that  all  men  are 
created  equal  ;  that  they  are  endowed  by  their  Creator  with 
certain  unalienable  rights  ;  that  among  these,  are  life,  liberty, 
and  the  pursuit  of  happiness.  That,  to  secure  these  rights, 
governments  are  instituted  among  men,  deriving  their  just 
powers  from  the  consent  of  the  governed  ;  that,  whenever  any 
form  of  government  becomes  destructive  of  these  ends,  it  is  the 
right  of  the  people  to  alter  or  to  abolish  it,  and  to  institute  a 
new  government,  laying  its  foundation  on  such  principles,  and 
organizing  its  powers  in  such  form,  as  to  them  shall  seem  most 
likely  to  effect  their  safety  and  happiness.  Prudence,  indeed, 
will  dictate  that  governments  long  established,  should  not  be 
changed  for  light  and  transient  causes  ;  and,  accordingly,  all 
experience  hath  shown,  that  mankind  are  more  disposed  to  suffer, 
while  evils  are  sufferable,  than  to  right  themselves  by  abolish¬ 
ing  the  forms  to  which  they  are  accustomed.  But,  when  a  long 
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train  of  abuses  and  usurpations,  pursuing  invariably  the  same 
object,  evinces  a  design  to  reduce  them  under  absolute  despotism, 
it  is  their  right,  it  is  their  duty,  to  throw  off  such  government, 
and  to  provide  new  guards  for  their  future  security.  Such  has 
been  the  patient  sufferance  of  these  colonies,  and  such  is  now 
the  necessity  which  constrains  them  to  alter  their  former  sys¬ 
tems  of  government.  The  history  of  the  present  king  of  Great 
Britain  is  a  history  of  repeated  injuries  and  usurpations,  all 
having,  in  direct  object,  the  establishment  of  an  absolute  tyr¬ 
anny  over  these  States.  To  prove  this,  let  facts  be  submitted 
to  a  candid  world  :  — 

He  has  refused  his  assent  to  laws  the  most  wholesome  and 
necessary  for  the  public  good. 

He  has  forbidden  his  Governors  to  pass  laws  of  immediate 
and  pressing  importance,  unless  suspended  in  their  operation 
till  his  assent  should  be  obtained  ;  and,  when  so  suspended,  he 
has  utterly  neglected  to  attend  to  them. 

He  has  refused  to  pass  other  laws  for  the  accommodation  of 
large  districts  of  people,  unless  those  people  would  relinquish 
the  right  of  representation  in  the  legislature  ;  a  right  inesti¬ 
mable  to  them,  and  formidable  to  tyrants  only. 

He  has  called  together  legislative  bodies  at  places  unusual, 
uncomfortable,  and  distant  from  the  depository  of  their  public 
records,  for  the  sole  purpose  of  fatiguing  them  into  compliance 
with  his  measures. 

He  has  dissolved  representative  houses  repeatedly,  for  op¬ 
posing,  with  manly  firmness,  his  invasions  on  the  rights  of  the 
people. 

He  has  refused,  for  a  long  time  after  such  dissolutions,  to 
cause  others  to  be  elected  ;  whereby  the  legislative  powers,  in¬ 
capable  of  annihilation,  have  returned  to  the  people  at  large 
for  their  exercise  ;  the  State  remaining,  in  the  mean  time,  ex¬ 
posed  to  all  the  danger  of  invasion  from  without,  and  convul¬ 
sions  within. 

He  has  endeavored  to  prevent  the  population  of  these 
States ;  for  that  purpose,  obstructing  the  laws  for  naturaliza¬ 
tion  of  foreigners ;  refusing  to  pass  others  to  encourage  their 
migration  hither,  and  raising  the  conditions  of  new  appropria¬ 
tions  of  lands. 

He  has  obstructed  the  administration  of  justice,  by  refusing 
his  assent  to  laws  for  establishing  judiciary  powers. 

He  has  made  judges  dependent  on  his  will  alone,  for  the 
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tenure  of  their  offices,  and  the  amount  and  payment  of  their 
salaries. 

lie  has  erected  a  multitude  of  new  offices,  and  sent  hither 
swarms  of  officers  to  harass  our  people,  and  eat  out  their  sub¬ 
stance. 

He  lias  kept  among  us,  in  times  of  peace,  standing  armies, 
without  the  consent  of  our  legislature. 

He  has  affected  to  render  the  military  independent  of,  and 
superior  to,  the  civil  power. 

lie  has  combined,  with  others,  to  subject  us  to  a  jurisdiction 
foreign  to  our  constitution,  and  unacknowledged  by  our  laws ; 
giving  his  assent  to  their  acts  of  pretended  legislation  : 

For  quartering  large  bodies  of  armed  troops  among  us: 

For  protecting  them,  by  a  mock  trial,  from  punishment,  for 
any  murders  which  they  should  commit  on  the  inhabitants  of 
these  States  : 

For  cutting  off  our  trade  with  all  parts  of  the  world  : 

For  imposing  taxes  on  us  without  our  consent : 

For  depriving  us,  in  many  cases,  of  the  benefits  of  trial  by 
jury  : 

For  transporting  us  beyond  seas  to  be  tried  for  pretended 
offenses : 

For  abolishing  the  free  system  of  English  laws  in  a  neigh¬ 
boring  province,  establishing  therein  an  arbitrary  government, 
and  enlarging  its  boundaries,  so  as  to  render  it  at  once  an  ex¬ 
ample  and  fit  instrument  for  introducing  the  same  absolute  rule 
into  these  colonies  : 

For  taking  away  our  charters,  abolishing  our  most  valuable 
laws,  and  altering,  fundamentally,  the  powers  of  our  govern¬ 
ments  : 

For  suspending  our  own  legislatures,  and  declaring  them¬ 
selves  invested  with  power  to  legislate  for  us  in  all  cases  what¬ 
soever. 

lie  has  abdicated  government  here,  by  declaring  us  out  of 
his  protection,  and  waging  war  against  us. 

lie  has  plundered  our  seas,  ravaged  our  coasts,  burnt  our 
towns,  and  destroyed  the  lives  of  our  people. 

lie  is,  at  this  time,  transporting  large  armies  of  foreign 
mercenaries  to  complete  the  works  of  death,  desolation,  and 
tyranny,  already  begun,  with  circumstances  of  cruelty  and  per¬ 
fidy  scarcely  paralleled  in  the  most  barbarous  ages,  and  totally 
unworthy  the  head  of  a  civilized  nation. 
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He  has  constrained  our  fellow-citizens,  taken  captive  on  the 
high  seas,  to  bear  arms  against  their  country,  to  become  the 
executioners  of  their  friends  and  brethren,  or  to  fall  themselves 
by  their  hands. 

He  has  excited  domestic  insurrections  amongst  us,  and  has 
endeavored  to  bring  on  the  inhabitants  of  our  frontiers,  the 
merciless  Indian  savages,  whose  known  rule  of  warfare  is  an 
undistinguished  destruction,  of  all  ages,  sexes,  and  conditions. 

In  every  stage  of  these  oppressions,  we  have  petitioned  for 
redress,  in  the  most  humble  terms  ;  our  repeated  petitions  have 
been  answered  only  by  repeated  injury.  A  prince,  whose  char¬ 
acter  is  thus  marked  by  every  act  which  may  define  a  tyrant,  is 
unfit  to  be  the  ruler  of  a  free  people. 

Nor  have  we  been  wanting  in  attention  to  our  British  breth¬ 
ren.  We  have  warned  them,  from  time  to  time,  of  attempts 
made  by  their  legislature  to  extend  an  unwarrantable  jurisdic¬ 
tion  over  us.  We  have  reminded  them  of  the  circumstances  of 
our  emigration  and  settlement  here.  We  have  appealed  to  their 
native  justice  and  magnanimity,  and  we  have  conjured  them,  by 
the  ties  of  our  common  kindred,  to  disavow  these  usurpations, 
which  would  inevitably  interrupt  our  connections  and  corre¬ 
spondence.  They,  too,  have  been  deaf  to  the  voice  of  justice 
and  consanguinity.  We  must,  therefore,  acquiesce  in  the  ne¬ 
cessity,  which  denounces  our  separation,  and  hold  them,  as  we 
hold  the  rest  of  mankind,  enemies  in  war,  in  peace,  friends. 

We,  therefore,  the  representatives  of  the  United  States  of 
America,  in  General  Congress  assembled,  appealing  to  the 
Supreme  Judge  of  the  World  for  the  rectitude  of  our  intentions, 
do,  in  the  name,  and  by  the  authority  of  the  good  people  of 
these  colonies,  solemnly  publish  and  declare,  That  these  United 
Colonies  are,  and  of  right  ought  to  be,  Free  and  Independent 
States  ;  that  they  are  absolved  from  all  allegiance  to  the  British 
crown,  and  that  all  political  connection  between  them  and  the 
state  of  Great  Britain  is,  and  ought  to  be,  totally  dissolved  ; 
and  that,  as  Free  and  Independent  States,  they  have  full  power 
to  levy  war,  conclude  peace,  contract  alliances,  establish  com¬ 
merce,  and  to  do  all  other  acts  and  things  which  Independent 
States  may  of  right  do.  And,  for  the  support  of  this  declara¬ 
tion,  with  a  firm  reliance  on  the  protection  of  Divine  Provi¬ 
dence,  we  mutually  pledge  to  each  other,  our  lives,  our  fortunes, 
and  our  sacred  honor. 
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ST.  LEGER’S  ADVANCE  UPON  FORT  STANWIX.1 

By  JOHN  FISKE. 

(From  “The  American  Revolution.”) 

[John  Fiske,  historian,  critic,  scientist,  and  philosopher,  was  born  in  Hart¬ 
ford,  Conn.,  March  30,  1842.  His  name  was  originally  Edmund  Fiske  Green, 
but  in  1855  he  took  the  name  of  his  maternal  great-grandfather.  He  was  gradu¬ 
ated  from  Harvard  in  arts  and  in  law,  and  devoted  himself  to  lecturing  and 
literary  work.  He  was  lecturer,  instructor,  and  assistant  librarian  at  Harvard  ; 
non-resident  lecturer  on  American  history  at  the  University  College,  London, 
at  the  Royal  Institution  of  Great  Britain,  and  at  Washington  University,  St. 
Louis,  Mo.  Among  his  works  are  :  “  Myths  and  Myth  Makers”  (1872),  “  Out¬ 
lines  of  Cosmic  Philosophy  ”  (1874),  “  The  Unseen  World  ”  (1876),  “Darwinism 
and  Other  Essays”  (1879),  “  Excursions  of  an  Evolutionist  ”(1883),  “The  Des¬ 
tiny  of  Man  viewed  in  the  Light  of  his  Origin”  (1884),  “The  Idea  of  God  as 
Affected  by  Modern  Knowledge”  (1885),  “American  Political  Ideas  viewed 
from  the  Standpoint  of  .Universal  History”  (1885),  “The  Critical  Period  of 
American  History,  1783-1789”  (1888),  “Washington  and  his  Country”  (188!)), 
“The  Beginnings  of  New  England”  (1889),  “Civil  Government  of  United 
States”  (1890),  “The  American  Revolution”  (1891),  “Old  Virginia  and  her 
Neighbors”  (1897).] 

Reinforcements  began  to  pour  in  faster  and  faster,  both 
to  Schuyler  at  Stillwater  and  to  Lincoln  at  Manchester.  On 
the  other  hand,  Burgoyne  at  Fort  Edward  was  fast  losing  heart, 
as  dangers  thickened  around  him.  So  far  from  securing  his 
supplies  of  horses,  wagons,  and  food  by  this  stroke  at  Benning¬ 
ton,  lie  had  simply  lost  one-seventh  part  of  his  available  army, 
and  he  was  now  clearly  in  need  of  reinforcements  as  well  as 
supplies.  But  no  word  had  yet  come  from  Sir  William  Ilowe, 
and  the  news  from  St.  Leger  was  anything  but  encouraging. 
It  is  now  time  for  us  to  turn  westward  and  follow  the  wild  for¬ 
tunes  of  the  second  invading  column. 

About  the  middle  of  July,  St.  Leger  had  landed  at  Oswego, 
where  he  was  joined  by  Sir  John  Johnson  with  his  famous  Tory 
regiment  known  as  the  Royal  Greens,  and  Colonel  John  Butler 
with  his  company  of  Tory  rangers.  Great  efforts  had  been 
made  by  Johnson  to  secure  the  aid  of  the  Iroquois  tribes,  but 
only  with  partial  success.  For  once  the  Long  House  was  fairly 
divided  against  itself,  and  the  result  of  the  present  campaign 
did  not  redound  to  its  future  prosperity.  The  Mohawks, 
under  their  great  chief  Thayendanegea,  better  known  as 
Joseph  Brant,  entered  heartily  into  the  British  cause,  and 

1  Copyright,  1891,  by  John  Fiske.  Used  by  permission  of  Houghton,  Mif¬ 
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they  were  followed,  though  with  less  alacrity,  by  the  Cayugas 
and  Senecas ;  but  the  central  tribe,  the  Onondagas,  remained 
neutral.  Under  the  influence  of  the  missionary,  Samuel  Kirk¬ 
land,  the  Oneidas  and  Tuscaroras  actively  aided  the  Americans, 
though  they  did  not  take  the  field.  After  duly  arranging  his 
motlej'-  force,  which  amounted  to  about  1700  men,  St.  Leger 
advanced  very  cautiously  through  the  woods,  and  sat  down 
before  Fort  Stanwix  on  the  3d  of  August.  This  stronghold, 
which  had  been  built  in  1756,  on  the  watershed  between  the 
Hudson  and  Lake  Ontario,  commanded  the  main  line  of  traffic 
between  New  York  and  Upper  Canada.  The  place  was  then 
on  the  very  outskirts  of  civilization,  and  under  the  powerful 
influence  of  Johnson,  the  Tory  element  was  stronger  here  than 
in  any  other  part  of  the  state.  Even  here,  however,  the 
strength  of  the  patriot  party  turned  out  to  be  much  greater 
than  had  been  supposed,  and  at  the  approach  of  the  enemy 
the  people  began  to  rise  in  arms.  In  this  part  of  New  York 
there  were  many  Germans,  whose  ancestors  had  come  over  to 
America  during  the  horrors  of  the  Thirty  Years’  War;  and 
among  these  there  was  one  stout  patriot  whose  name  shines 
conspicuously  in  the  picturesque  annals  of  the  Revolution. 
General  Nicholas  Herkimer,  commander  of  the  militia  of  Tryon 
County,  a  veteran  over  sixty  years  of  age,  no  sooner  heard  of 
St.  Leger’s  approach  than  he  started  out  to  the  rescue  of  F ort 
Stanwix  ;  and  by  the  5th  of  August  he  had  reached  Oriskany, 
about  eight  miles  distant,  at  the  head  of  800  men.  The  gar¬ 
rison  of  the  fort,  600  in  number,  under  Colonel  Peter  Ganse- 
voort,  had  already  laughed  to  scorn  St.  Leger’s  summons  to 
surrender,  when,  on  the  morning  of  the  6th,  they  heard  a  dis¬ 
tant  firing  to  the  eastward,  which  they  could  not  account  for. 
The  mystery  was  explained  when  three  friendly  messengers 
floundered  through  a  dangerous  swamp  into  the  fort,  and  told 
them  of  Herkimer’s  approach  and  of  his  purpose.  The  plan 
was  to  overwhelm  St.  Leger  by  a  concerted  attack  in  front  and 
rear.  The  garrison  was  to  make  a  furious  sortie,  while  Her¬ 
kimer,  advancing  through  the  forest,  was  to  fall  suddenly  upon 
the  enemy  from  behind ;  and  thus  it  was  hoped  that  his  army 
might  be  crushed  or  captured  at  a  single  blow.  To  insure 
completeness  of  cooperation,  Colonel  Gansevoort  was  to  fire 
three  guns  immediately  upon  receiving  the  message,  and  upon 
hearing  this  signal  Herkimer  would  begin  his  march  from 
Oriskany.  Gansevoort  would  then  make  such  demonstrations 
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as  to  keep  the  whole  attention  of  the  enemy  concentrated  upon 
the  fort,  and  thus  guard  Herkimer  against  a  surprise  by  the 
way,  until,  after  the  proper  interval  of  time,  the  garrison 
should  sally  forth  in  full  force. 

In  this  bold  scheme  everything  depended  upon  absolute 
coordination  in  time.  Herkimer  had  dispatched  his  messengers 
so  early  on  the  evening  of  the  5th  that  they  ought  to  have 
reached  the  fort  by  three  o’clock  the  next  morning,  and  at 
about  that  time  he  began  listening  for  the  signal  guns.  But 
through  some  unexplained  delay  it  was  nearly  eleven  in  the 
forenoon  when  the  messengers  reached  the  fort,  as  just  de¬ 
scribed.  Meanwhile,  as  hour  after  hour  passed  by,  and  no 
signal  guns  were  heard  by  Herkimer’s  men,  they  grew  impa¬ 
tient,  and  insisted  upon  going  ahead,  without  regard  to  the 
preconcerted  plan.  Much  unseemly  wrangling  ensued,  in  which 
Herkimer  was  called  a  coward  and  accused  of  being  a  Tory  at 
heart,  until,  stung  by  these  taunts,  the  brave  old  man  at  length 
gave  way,  and  at  about  nine  o’clock  the  forward  march  was 
resumed.  At  this  time  his  tardy  messengers  still  lacked  two 
hours  of  reaching  the  fort,  but  St.  Leger’s  Indian  scouts  had 
already  discovered  and  reported  the  approach  of  the  American 
force,  and  a  strong  detachment  of  Johnson’s  Greens  under 
Major  Watts,  together  with  Brant  and  his  Mohawks,  had  been 
sent  out  to  intercept  them. 

About  two  miles  west  of  Oriskany  the  road  was  crossed  by 
a  deep  semicircular  ravine,  concave  toward  the  east.  The  bot¬ 
tom  of  this  ravine  was  a  swamp,  across  which  the  road  was 
carried  by  a  causeway  of  logs,  and  the  steep  banks  on  either 
side  were  thickly  covered  with  trees  and  underbrush.  The 
practiced  eye  of  Thayendanegea  at  once  perceived  the  rare 
advantage  of  such  a  position,  and  an  ambuscade  was  soon  pre¬ 
pared  with  a  skill  as  deadly  as  that  which  once  had  wrecked 
the  proud  army  of  Braddock.  But  this  time  it  was  a  meeting 
of  Greek  with  Greek,  and  the  wiles  of  the  savage  chief  were 
foiled  by  a  desperate  valor  which  nothing  could  overcome.  By 
ten  o’clock  the  main  body  of  Herkimer’s  army  had  descended 
into  the  ravine,  followed  by  the  wagons,  while  the  rear  guard 
was  still  on  the  rising  ground  behind.  At  this  moment  they 
were  greeted  by  a  murderous  volley  from  either  side,  while 
Johnson’s  Greens  came  charging  down  upon  them  in  front,  and 
the  Indians,  with  frightful  yells,  swarmed  in  behind  and  cut 
off  the  rear  guard,  which  was  thus  obliged  to  retreat  to  save 
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itself.  For  a  moment  the  main  body  was  thrown  into  confu¬ 
sion,  but  it  soon  rallied  and  formed  itself  in  a  circle,  which 
neither  bayonet  charges  nor  musket  fire  could  break  or  pene¬ 
trate.  The  scene  which  ensued  was  one  of  the  most  infernal 
that  the  history  of  savage  warfare  has  ever  witnessed.  The 
dark  ravine  was  filled  with  a  mass  of  fifteen  hundred  human 
beings,  screaming  and  cursing,  slipping  in  the  mire,  pushing 
and  struggling,  seizing  each  other’s  throats,  stabbing,  shoot¬ 
ing,  and  dashing  out  brains.  Bodies  of  neighbors  were  after¬ 
wards  found  lying  in  the  bog,  where  they  had  gone  down  in 
a  death  grapple,  their  cold  hands  still  grasping  the  knives 
plunged  in  each  other’s  hearts. 

Early  in  the  fight  a  musket  ball  slew  Herkimer’s  horse,  and 
shattered  his  own  leg  just  below  the  knee  ;  but  the  old  hero, 
nothing  daunted,  and  bating  nothing  of  his  coolness  in  the 
midst  of  the  horrid  struggle,  had  the  saddle  taken  from  his 
dead  horse  and  placed  at  the  foot  of  a  great  beech  tree,  where, 
taking  his  seat  and  lighting  his  pipe,  he  continued  shouting  his 
orders  in  a  stentorian  voice  and  directing  the  progress  of  the 
battle.  Nature  presently  enhanced  the  lurid  horror  of  the 
scene.  The  heat  of  the  August  morning  had  been  intolerable, 
and  black  thunder  clouds,  overhanging  the  deep  ravine  at  the 
beginning  of  the  action,  had  enveloped  it  in  a  darkness  like 
that  of  night.  Now  the  rain  came  pouring  in  torrents,  while 
gusts  of  wind  howled  through  the  tree  tops,  and  sheets  of 
lightning  flashed  in  quick  succession,  with  a  continuous  roar 
of  thunder  that  drowned  the  noise  of  the  fray.  The  wet  rifles 
could  no  longer  be  fired,  but  hatchet,  knife,  and  bayonet  car¬ 
ried  on  the  work  of  butchery,  until,  after  more  than  five  hun¬ 
dred  men  had  been  killed  or  wounded,  the  Indians  gave  way 
and  fled  in  all  directions,  and  the  Tory  soldiers,  disconcerted, 
began  to  retreat  up  the  western  road,  while  the  patriot  army, 
remaining  in  possession  of  the  hard-won  field,  felt  itself  too 
weak  to  pursue  them. 

At  this  moment,  as  the  storm  cleared  away  and  long  rays  of 
sunshine  began  flickering  through  the  wet  leaves,  the  sound  of 
the  three  signal  guns  came  booming  through  the  air,  and  pres¬ 
ently  a  sharp  crackling  of  musketry  was  heard  from  the  direc¬ 
tion  of  Fort  Stanwix.  Startled  by  this  ominous  sound,  the 
Tories  made  all  possible  haste  to  join  their  own  army,  while  the 
patriots,  bearing  their  wounded  on  litters  of  green  boughs,  re¬ 
turned  in  sad  procession  to  Oriskany.  With  their  commander 
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helpless  and  more  than  one  third  of  their  number  slain  or  dis¬ 
abled,  they  were  in  no  condition  to  engage  in  a  fresh  conflict, 
and  unwillingly  confessed  that  the  garrison  of  Fort  Stanwix 
must  be  left  to  do  its  part  of  the  work  alone.  Upon  the  arrival 
of  the  messengers,  Colonel  Gansevoort  had  at  once  taken  in  the 
whole  situation.  He  understood  the  mysterious  firing  in  the 
forest,  saw  that  Herkimer  must  have  been  prematurely  attacked, 
and  ordered  his  sortie  instantly  to  serve  as  a  diversion.  The 
sortie  was  a  brilliant  success.  Sir  John  Johnson,  with  his 
Tories  and  Indians,  was  completely  routed  and  driven  across 
the  river.  Colonel  Marinus  Willett  took  possession  of  his 
camp,  and  held  it  while  seven  wagons  were  three  times  loaded 
with  spoil  and  sent  to  be  unloaded  in  the  fort.  Among 
all  this  spoil,  together  with  abundance  of  food  and  drink, 
blankets  and  clothes,  tools  and  ammunition,  the  victors  cap¬ 
tured  five  British  standards  and  all  Johnson’s  papers,  maps, 
and  memoranda,  containing  full  instructions  for  the  projected 
campaign.  After  this  useful  exploit,  Colonel  Willett  returned 
to  the  fort  and  hoisted  the  captured  British  standards,  while 
over  them  he  raised  an  uncouth  flag,  intended  to  represent  the 
American  stars  and  stripes,  which  Congress  had  adopted  in 
June  as  the  national  banner.  This  rude  flag,  hastily  extem¬ 
porized  out  of  a  white  shirt,  an  old  blue  jacket,  and  some  strips 
of  red  cloth  from  the  petticoat  of  a  soldier’s  wife,  was  the  first 
American  flag  with  stars  and  stripes  that  was  ever  hoisted,  and 
it  was  first  flung  to  the  breeze  on  the  memorable  day  of  Oris- 
kany,  August  6,  1777. 

Of  all  the  battles  of  the  Revolution,  this  was  perhaps  the 
most  obstinate  and  murderous.  Each  side  seems  to  have  lost 
not  less  than  one  third  of  its  whole  number ;  and  of  those  lost, 
nearly  all  were  killed,  as  it  was  largely  a  hand-to-hand  struggle, 
like  the  battles  of  ancient  times,  and  no  quarter  was  given  on 
either  side.  The  number  of  surviving  wounded,  who  were 
carried  back  to  Oriskany,  does  not  seem  to  have  exceeded  forty. 
Among  these  was  the  indomitable  Herkimer,  whose  shattered 
leg  was  so  unskillfully  treated  that  he  died  a  few  days  later, 
sitting  in  bed  propped  by  pillows,  calmly  smoking  his  Dutch 
pipe  and  reading  his  Bible  at  the  thirty-eighth  Psalm. 

For  some  little  time  no  one  could  tell  exactly  how  the  results 
of  this  fierce  and  disorderly  day  were  to  be  regarded.  Both  sides 
claimed  a  victory,  and  St.  Leger  vainly  tried  to  scare  the  gar¬ 
rison  by  the  story  that  their  comrades  had  been  destroyed  in  the 
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forest.  But  in  its  effects  upon  the  campaign,  Oriskany  was  for 
the  Americans  a  success,  though  an  incomplete  one.  St.  Leger 
was  not  crushed,  but  he  was  badly  crippled.  The  sacking  of 
Johnson’s  camp  injured  his  prestige  in  the  neighborhood,  and 
the  Indian  allies,  who  had  lost  more  than  a  hundred  of  their 
best  warriors  on  that  fatal  morning,  grew  daily  more  sullen  and 
refractory,  until  their  strange  behavior  came  to  be  a  fresh  source 
of  anxiety  to  the  British  commander.  While  he  was  pushing 
on  the  siege  as  well  as  he  could,  a  force  of  1200  troops  under 
Arnold  was  marching  up  the  Mohawk  valley  to  complete  his 
discomfiture. 

As  soon  as  he  had  heard  the  news  of  the  fall  of  Ticonderoga, 
Washington  had  dispatched  Arnold  to  render  such  assistance 
as  he  could  to  the  northern  army,  and  Arnold  had  accordingly 
arrived  at  Schuyler’s  headquarters  about  three  weeks  ago. 
Before  leaving  Philadelphia,  he  had  appealed  to  Congress  to 
restore  him  to  his  former  rank  relatively  to  the  five  junior 
officers  who  had  been  promoted  over  him,  and  he  had  just 
learned  that  Congress  had  refused  the  request.  At  this 
moment,  Colonel  Willett  and  another  officer,  after  a  perilous 
journey  through  the  wilderness,  arrived  at  Schuyler’s  head¬ 
quarters,  and,  bringing  the  news  of  Oriskany,  begged  that  a 
force  might  be  sent  to  raise  the  siege  of  Fort  Stanwix. 
Schuyler  understood  the  importance  of  rescuing  the  strong¬ 
hold  and  its  brave  garrison,  and  called  a  council  of  war ;  but 
he  was  bitterly  opposed  by  his  officers,  one  of  whom  presently 
said  to  another,  in  an  audible  whisper,  “He  only  wants  to 
weaken  the  army !  ”  At  this  vile  insinuation,  the  indignant 
general  set  his  teeth  so  hard  as  to  bite  through  the  stem  of  the 
pipe  he  was  smoking,  which  fell  on  the  floor  and  was  smashed. 
“  Enough  !  ”  he  cried.  “  I  assume  the  whole  responsibility. 
Where  is  the  brigadier  who  will  go  ?  ”  The  brigadiers  all  sat 
in  sullen  silence  ;  but  Arnold,  who  had  been  brooding  over  his 
private  grievances,  suddenly  jumped  up.  “  Here  !  ”  said  he, 
“Washington  sent  me  here  to  make  myself  useful  :  I  will  go.” 
The  commander  gratefully  seized  him  by  the  hand,  and  the 
drum  beat  for  volunteers.  Arnold’s  unpopularity  in  New 
England  was  mainly  with  the  politicians.  It  did  not  extend  to 
the  common  soldiers,  who  admired  his  impulsive  bravery  and 
had  unbounded  faith  in  his  resources  as  a  leader.  Accordingly, 
1200  Massachusetts  men  were  easily  enlisted  in  the  course  of 
the  next  forenoon,  and  the  expedition  started  up  the  Mohawk 
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valley.  Arnold  pushed  on  with  characteristic  energy,  but  the 
natural  difficulties  of  the  road  were  such  that  after  a  week  of 
hard  work  he  had  only  reached  the  German  Flats,  where  ho 
was  still  more  than  twenty  miles  from  F ort  Stanwix.  Believ¬ 
ing  that  no  time  should  be  lost,  and  that  everything  should  be 
done  to  encourage  the  garrison  and  dishearten  the  enemy,  he 
had  recourse  to  a  stratagem,  which  succeeded  beyond  his  utmost 
anticipation.  A  party  of  Tory  spies  had  just  been  arrested  in 
the  neighborhood,  and  among  them  was  a  certain  Yan  Yost 
Cuyler,  a  queer,  half-witted  fellow,  not  devoid  of  cunning, 
whom  the  Indians  regarded  with  that  mysterious  awe  with 
which  fools  and  lunatics  are  wont  to  inspire  them,  as  creatures 
possessed  with  a  devil.  Yan  Yost  was  summarily  condemned 
to  death,  and  his  brother  and  gypsylike  mother,  in  wild  alarm, 
hastened  to  the  camp  to  plead  for  his  life.  Arnold  for  a 
while  was  inexorable,  but  presently  offered  to  pardon  the  cul¬ 
prit  on  condition  that  he  should  go  and  spread  a  panic  in  the 
camp  of  St.  Leger.  Yan  Yost  joyfully  consented,  and  started 
off  forthwith,  while  his  brother  was  detained  as  a  hostage  to 
be  hanged  in  case  of  his  failure.  To  make  the  matter  still 
surer,  some  friendly  Oneidas  were  sent  along  to  keep  an  eye 
upon  him  and  act  in  concert  with  him.  Next  day,  St.  Leger ’s 
scouts,  as  they  stole  through  the  forest,  began  to  hear  rumors 
that  Burgoyne  had  been  totally  defeated,  and  that  a  great 
American  army  was  coming  up  the  valley  of  the  Mohawk. 
They  carried  back  these  rumors  to  the  camp,  and  toward 
evening,  while  officers  and  soldiers  were  standing  about  in 
anxious  consultation,  Yan  Yost  came  running  in,  with  a  dozen 
bullet  holes  in  his  coat  and  terror  in  his  face,  and  said  that  he 
had  barely  escaped  with  his  life  from  the  resistless  American 
host  which  was  close  at  hand.  As  many  knew  him  for  a  Tory, 
his  tale  found  ready  belief,  and  when  interrogated  as  to  the 
numbers  of  the  advancing  host  he  gave  a  warning  frown,  and 
pointed  significantly  to  the  countless  leaves  that  fluttered  on 
the  branches  overhead.  Nothing  more  was  needed  to  complete 
the  panic.  It  was  in  vain  that  Johnson  and  St.  Leger  exhorted 
and  threatened  the  Indian  allies.  Already  disaffected,  they 
now  began  to  desert  by  scores,  while  some,  breaking  open  the 
camp  chests,  drank  rum  till  they  were  drunk,  and  began  to 
assault  the  soldiers.  All  night  long  the  camp  was  a  perfect 
Pandemonium.  The  riot  extended  to  the  Tories,  and  by  noon 
of  the  next  day  St.  Leger  took  to  flight  and  his  whole  army 
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was  dispersed.  All  the  tents,  artillery,  and  stores  fell  into  the 
hands  of  the  Americans.  The  garrison,  sallying  forth,  pursued 
St.  Leger  for  a  while,  but  the  faithless  Indians,  enjoying  his 
discomfiture,  and  willing  to  curry  favor  with  the  stronger 
party,  kept  up  the  chase  nearly  all  the  way  to  Oswego,  laying 
ambushes  every  night,  and  diligently  murdering  the  stragglers, 
until  hardly  a  remnant  of  an  army  was  left  to  embark  with  its 
crestfallen  leader  for  Montreal. 

NATHAN  HALE. 

By  FRANCIS  MILES  FINCH. 

[Born  in  Ithaca,  N.Y.,  June  9,  1827  ;  is  a  judge  of  the  U.  S.  District  Court. 
The  following  lyric  and  “The  Blue  and  the  Gray”  establish  his  poetic  repu¬ 
tation.] 

To  drum  beat  and  heart  beat, 

A  soldier  marches  by : 

There  is  color  in  his  cheek, 

There  is  courage  in  his  eye, 

Yet  to  drum  beat  and  heart  beat 
✓  In  a  moment  he  must  die. 

By  starlight  and  moonlight, 

He  seeks  the  Briton’s  camp ; 

He  hears  the  rustling  flag, 

And  the  armed  sentry’s  tramp ; 

And  the  starlight  and  moonlight 
His  silent  wanderings  lamp. 

With  slow  tread  and  still  tread, 

He  scans  the  tented  line  ; 

And  he  counts  the  battery  guns 
By  the  gaunt  and  shadowy  pine; 

And  his  slow  tread  and  still  tread 
Gives  no  warning  sign. 

The  dark  wave,  the  plumed  wave, 

It  meets  his  eager  glance ; 

And  it  sparkles  ’neath  the  stars, 

Like  the  glimmer  of  a  lance  — ■ 

A  dark  wave,  a  plumed  wave, 

On  an  emerald  expanse. 
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A  sharp  clang,  a  steel  clang, 

And  terror  in  the  sound ! 

For  the  sentry,  falcon-eyed, 

In  the  camp  a  spy  hath  found ; 

With  a  sharp  clang,  a  steel  clang, 

The  patriot  is  bound. 

With  calm  brow,  steady  brow, 

He  listens  to  his  doom ; 

In  his  look  there  is  no  fear, 

N or  a  shadow  trace  of  gloom ; 

But  with  calm  brow  and  steady  brow, 
He  robes  him  for  the  tomb. 


In  the  long  night,  the  still  night, 

He  kneels  upon  the  sod ; 

And  the  brutal  guards  withhold 
E’en  the  solemn  word  of  God ! 

In  the  long  night,  the  still  night, 

He  walks  where  Christ  hath  trod. 

’Neath  the  blue  morn,  the  sunny  morn, 
He  dies  upon  the  tree ; 

And  he  mourns  that  he  can  lose 
But  one  life  for  Liberty ; 

And  in  the  blue  morn,  the  sunny  morn, 
His  spirit  wings  are  free. 


But  his  last  words,  his  message  words, 
They  burn,  lest  friendly  eye 
Should  read  how  proud  and  calm 
A  patriot  could  die, 

With  his  last  words,  his  dying  words, 
A  soldier’s  battle  cry. 

From  Fame  leaf  and  Angel  leaf, 

From  monument  and  urn, 

The  sad  of  earth,  the  glad  of  heaven, 
His  tragic  fate  shall  learn ; 

And  on  Fame  leaf  and  Angel  leaf 
The  name  of  Hale  shall  burn ! 
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